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Preface

In preparing a new kind of anthology, we have thought of our work less as pioneering than as sup-
piying an important want. Even the proudest of Englishmen who has resisted

“all temptations
To belong to other nations,”

cannot be unaware, if he is ac all familiar with it, that his country’s literature has constantly gained new
energy from fertilization by the literature of other lands. The fact that English literature is not autog-
enous is certainly no novelty to teachers of English literature, most of whom have, by their lectures,
identified for their students the European or Oriental progenitors of English books. But though meant
to encourage students to personal investigation, such information is likely to leave them satisfied with
a set of names and titles, to be discussed glibly enough no doubt, without the substantiation of solid
knowledge. The material in question has, thus far, been scattered through too many volumes to inspire
any beginner but the most devout to hunt for it. Moreover, since there is never any intention of requir-
ing a student to familiarize himself with the literature of the world while he 1s mastering the outlines
of English literature, he stands in no need of more than an introduction to background prose and verse.
It is very desirable, in short, to give the student of English literature enough of a view of its back-
ground to make him aware both of the existence of the latter and of its general character. This is the prob-
lem which the present work undertakes to meet by presenting in the same volume the great achicvements
of English writers and specimens of foreign works by which they have been influenced. Here, for ex-
ample, when a student learns of Chaucer’s indebtedness to The Romance of the Rose, he can read
enough in that work to form a conception of the nature of Chaucer’s debt.

In editung the first work of its kind, we naturally have found the gravest task that of making a
choice of material. The present selections were fixed upon only after months of discussion and altera-
tion. The very nature of the undertaking made it important to agrec at last that whereas merit was a
great consideration in the choice of the English pieces, it was influence rather than quality which must
determine the inclusion of the others. Thus, while we are proud to have Sappho, Aristotle, Aeschylus,
Dante, or Montaigne grace our pages, they are forced to keep company with Guevara and an immature
Goethe. No one will assert that The Diall of Princes or The Sorrows of Young Werther is a great
book; but no one can deny, either, that each exerted a powerful influence in its time, sometimes on
greater writings—and so we have included it. Another consideration we faced was the necessity of print-
ing only such “foreign” literature as would be comprehensible to a student entering upon his studies
of English literature. We felt obliged, therefore, to exclude such important writings as those of the German
transcendental philosophers who strongly impressed Carlyle’s generation. Moreover, we deemed our-
selves duty bound to print such background material as helped explain numerous English works rather
than a single English book. We wished, on the whole, to represent streams of influence; only in a few
cases will there be found a piece (always short) that makes plain the background of but a single Eng-
lish work (e.g. Il Filostrato). Finally, since this is an anthology of English literature, the translated se-
lections have had to be limited to a small proportion of the total presented. The scholar will think of
many European pieces that might have been included; we assure him that we did too.

A question which may arise is: “Though the influence of Vasari upon Browning is easy enough to
establish, who can undertake to be as definite for most English writers?” To that our answer is that we
find no need of proving a direct conncction between a particular “foreign” and a particular English
work here included. It would be, for example, beside the point to demonstrate that Burns read Rous-
seau. Rousseau’s ideas were in the air when Burns was writing, and directly or indirectly he imbibed them,
as his songs patently exhibited. And hence, the inclusion of Rousseau is justified for the light it throws
not only on Burns, but on Blake, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, and Shelley as well. We feel confident
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viii Preface

that the acquaintance of the student with our carefully selected background material is certain to give
him a firmer grasp of the English literature he is studying. On the other hand, who so chooses to ignore
any or all of these translations may do so, for we offer a full and rich anthology of English literature.

While we were busy planning this book, we seized the opportunity of introducing some variations
into the traditions of anthology-making. Aware that many teachers prefer to present a comprehensive
survey of English literature, we have offered selections from the minor as well as the major writers. But
we fecl that it is urgent for the student to develop a sense of proportion, to understand which writers
occupy the front ranks and which follow behind, and to this end we have deliberately decreased the rep-
resentation of works by minor figures and increased the representation of works by major figures. The
reader will find a wider selection than is usual of the works of Chaucer, Spenser, Milton, Dryden, Pope,
Johnson, Blake, Wordsworth, Byron, Shelley, Keats, Lamb, Tennyson, Browning, and Arnold. Such
teachers, therefore, as desire to deal only with the masters (i.c. in a “masterpieces” course) will find the
quantity and variety they demand.

In the choice of the English seclections, we have tried to inject some freshness. The bulk of our
material, of course, is common to most anthologies, as it should be because of the sanction of long
usage and experience. Our compression of the minor authors, however, has made it possible to include,
besides the indispensables, a number of long complete works usually not admitted to anthologies, and
never, we believe, all collected in any survey anthology before: e.g. Samson Agonistes, Absalom and
Achitophel, An Essay on Criticism, Manfred, Prometheus Unbound, Saul, and Thyrsis. From the major
writers enumerated we have also introduced what we hope are pleasant additions: Book II of Chaucer’s
Troilus, April from Spenser’s Shepherd’s Calendar, a selection from Milton’s Tenure of Kings and
Magistrates, the conclusion to Pope’s Dunciad, selections from Johnson’s Dictionary and from Rus-
selas, a part of Blake’s Marriage of Heaven and Hell, all three Yarrow pocms of Wordsworth, several
of Keats’s letters, three of Lamb’s Popular Fallacies and two of his letters. Other novel inclusions may
also be welcome: Old English Riddles, The Dream of the Rood, the lively ballad Our Goodman, the
selections from Lyly, a song by Queen Elizabeth, representative pieces from the Bible of 1611, poems by
Crashaw and by Traherne, Characters by Earle, a selection from Paine and one from Godwin, a collec-
tion of eighteenth century letters, a piece from Fingal, selections from Dorothy Wordsworth’s Journal
and from Landor’s Pentameron, Newman’s Dream of Gerontius, an essay by Thackeray, poems by Chris-
tina Rossetti, a fresh poem each by Browning and Morris, Swinburne’s Ave Atque Vale, a selection from
Darwin, fresh poems of Meredith, poems by Lewis Carroll and by W. S. Gilbert, Wilde's Ballad of Read-
ing Gaol—and poems by Dowson and by Gerard M. Hopkins.

We have also tried to give a significant collection of English drama—each play printed in entirety—
to afford a true picture of the development of an important literary form. From each period we have
taken a play in itself estimable and also representative. The Medieval period is represented by Every-
man, the Elizabethan by Doctor Faustus, the Restoration by The Way of the World, the Eighteenth
Century by The School for Scandal, and the Nineteenth Century by The Importance of Being Earnest;
Samson Agonistes represents classic drama; and Manfred and Prometheus Unbound exhibit the “liter-
ary” or closet-drama of the Nineteenth Century. Besides these, The Misanthrope and Prometheus Bound
are printed complete for background. Shakespeare as a dramatist is not represented because nearly
everyone owns a reprint of his plays; whoever does not should be required to possess one. Moreover
no single play can adequately indicate Shakespeare’s scope. We have tried to atone for this enforced
omission by printing a large number of his songs and sonnets, and by assigning a generous introduc
tion to them.

As for the introductions to period, authors, and particular works, we have intended them to be
informative enough to make superfluous the purchase of a survey history of English literature. Con-
vinced that no sufficient understanding of a literature can be had when it is presented in a historical
and social vacuum, we have tried to give enough of the history and social setting of each period tc
afford the student some perspective in his reading and a sense of the continuity of our literature. For
the same reason we have, in our general summaries (proportioned according to the importance of the
subject), dealt with works and writers that could not be represented in the anthology itself. The con-
nections between the background and the English literature have been indicated throughout the study.
The introductions to the authors and to particular works are biographical and critical; while avoiding the
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rhapsodic, we have thought it well to attempt to communicate something of our enthusiasm for the
treasures of English literature. Remembering how valuable the contagion of honest affection proved to
us in our student days, we agree that icy statistical objectivity, however it may steer clear of error, profits
no undergraduate. Also we have tried to make good an omission in many anthologies by appending a
small but highly selected bibliography to each period and author.

Wherever feasible we have used translations of the “foreign” literature made by notable English
writers. Among the translators here presented will be found Cowper, Byron, Shelley, Landor, E. B.
Browning, Rossetti, Swinburne, and Dowson. It is with pleasure that we here express our indebtedness
to Miss Frances Winwar for her splendid renditions of Dante and of Baudelaire and to Dr. Isabel
Gordon for her fine translation of Flaubert—both made especially for our text. Other translations will be
found by our own humble hands. In addition, we are happy to be permitted to include a brilliant essay
on The Literary Medium by Prof. Ralph Gordon of City College, himself a poet and an authority on his
subject.

We acknowledge with thanks the careful criticism and valuable suggestions of Prof. Carleton Brown
on the Old English material; of Prof. Thomas A. Knott, of the University of Michigan, on the Middle
English; of Prof. Hoyt H. Hudson, of Princeton University, on the Renaissance; of Prof. James H. Han-
ford, of Western Reserve University, on the Seventeenth Century; of Prof. Theodore Zunder, of Brook-
lyn College, on the Eighteenth Century; of Prof. Russcll Noyes, of Indiana University, on the
Pre-Romantic and Romantic; and of Prof. E. L. Beck, of Ohio State University and Mrs. Eva A. Wil-
liamson of Brooklyn College, on the Victorian. We desire also to thank colleagues at Brooklyn College for
many kindnesses: Prof. Donald G. Whiteside for his sympathetic interest in the progress of the work,
Prof. Joseph F. Wickham for advice on Newman, Prof. Stanley Rypins for advice on Chaucer, Prof.
Charlotte E. Morgan for advice on Milton, and Mr. Tom Waage and Miss Dorothy Cerino for help in
proofreading galleys. Thanks are also due to Prof. C. J. Reynolds of the University of Maine for certain
bibliographical verifications. It is a further pleasure to express our gratitude for the assistance of Mr.
Wilbur Gaffney in the editorial production of these volumes. Finally we are grateful for the invaluable
services of that prince of typists, Mr. Sanford Wolf, and of Mrs. J. C. Guggenheimer, who caught in
page-proof errata that everyone else had overlooked. The editors take this opportunity of thanking Mirs.
Ruth B. McJimsey, Mr. Louis B. Salomon, and Mr. Phillip B. Shaw, all of Brooklyn College, for several
valuable suggestions.

B.D.N.G.
S. T.
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THE OLD ENGLISH PERIOD

Beginnings

7/ HEN in 55 B.c. Julius Caesar set the fashion of crossing the Chan-
nel, he found a race of Celts dwelling 1n Britain. Although mod-
ern Englishmen in a patriotic mood arc fond of rcferring to
themsclves as Britons, they have small claim to the title. The

original Britons, the Celts, were destined to have their civilization virtually exter-
minated; so that they have left few traces upon England or its language. Welsh,
Manx, Erse (native Irish), and the dialect of the Scottish Highlands are Celtic
tongues still spoken in parts of the British Isles, but they have had litde influence
on English.

Caesar returned the next year, advancing in his conquest as far as St. Albans.
Content with exacting tribute, the Romans left the Celts in peace unul 43 a.p., when
their legions commenced a sicge of forty years that culminated in the subjection of
Britain as far as the River Tyne. Some fifty years later they pushed Roman domina-
tion north to the Clyde. Theirs was a military occupation. They built roads, fortifica-
tions, and handsome buildings, remains of which are still in some places to be seen.
The Celts, a quick, imaginative people, whose folklore well exhibits a delicate fancy
and easy grace, gave in, after an initial fierce resistance, to the attractions of a superior
culture. By the fourth century Britain had taken on at least the superficial aspects of
a miniature Rome.

But by 410, Rome itself was trembling before the onslaughts of barbarian invasion.
That year all the legions had been recalled from Britain to help save Rome. The
testimony of their occupancy survives in many a town whose name ends in caster
or chester (as in Doncaster, Chester, Winchester), for the Roman camp (castra in
Latin) was inevitably the center of activity in a ncighborhood. In the ending of
Lincoln we find a derivative from the Latin colonza, colony; vallum gave us wall;
from strata comes street, and from portus, port.

It is to another quarter that we look for the beginnings of the English people.
Europe in the fourth century found itsclf harassed by irresistible invasions of fierce
Germanic tribes who sailed the Mediterranean, passed over Alps and Pyrenees, and
attacked the British, French, and African coasts. Teutoni, the Latins called them,
adapting the Gothic root (in the German Deutsch) for people. Without remorse they
destroyed and conquered wherever they attacked. The Britons, left defenseless with-
out Roman protection, were having their hands full with raids by the Scots and Picts;

1
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but civilized, as they now were, they were no match for their most terrible enemies,
the Teutons. In 449 Hengist the Jute established himself in Kent. Angles, Saxons,
and Jutes soon followed his example; and for a century and a half the Britons were
subjected to ruthless destruction by these, the first Enghishmen. The German con-
querors set up various kingdoms throughout the country; when they had done, little
of Roman civilhization was left standing. Numbers of the Celts fled into Wales, Corn-
wall, Devon, Westmoreland, Cumberland, and Scotland; some remained to be lost
in the new population; a vast proportion of them was slaughtered.

When one cavilization is thus enurely supplanted by another, 1f anything at all is
to remain of the orrginal language, it is likely to be the names of places. The ancient
Britons passing, though in a tragic manner, like the Romans from the history of
Britain, have left on Enghsh, hke their earlier conquerors, only geographic witness
of their existence. The old Celtic name for the South Britons, Cymry, by which the
Welsh now designate themselves, has been preserved in the Latinized form of Cam-
bria. The Celuc word for river was avon, and England has many Avons; car (or
caer), a castle, 1s found in Carlisle; pen, a mountain, in Penzance; aber, a mouth of
a river, in Aberdecn; ox, water, in Oxford. Those borrowings from the Celtic like the
Welsh flannel, the Irish fun and shillelagh, and the Highland clun and whiskey came
later, when the English language was already a fact.

The English begin their traditions, then, with the barbarian Teutons (ie., 449
apn.). From the border lands of modern Germany and Denmark they came—the
Angles from Schleswig, the Saxons from Holstein, and the Jutes from South Jutland.
It was an ungracious soil they left, uninviting to cultivation. Foggy marsh, misty
wood, stormy coast—such was the land they had called home. Small wonder that the
creatures of their imagination, nothing like the Celtic fairy folk, were dragon and
monster lurking in fen and cave. A stalwart untender race were these Teutons,
gloomy and fierce. Characteristically they preferred to measure their years by win-
ters, and the twenty-four hours by nights. Tempestuous sea and joyful battle were
for them a passion that they sang in a language itself muscular and abounding in
explosive consonants. Nothing surred their fancy more than a ship or a sword.
These men were fighters by profession, and above all things they sought glory and
fame. Of thesc older ways we catch echoes in the great Old English epic Beowulf. At
the head of each tribe stood the king, leader in war and magistrate in peace. No one
was dearer to him than his scop, his poct, whose business it was to celebrate the decds
of master and warrior. Lesser poets, the gleemen, memorized the scop’s creations,
and sang them when required. From one of our earliest poems, Widsith, we learn of
the bounty extended by lords to the singer of heroic exploits. The poet’s notice was
the warrior’s chief hope for immortal fame.

Once settled in England, Angles, Saxons, and Jutes turned to the more peaceful
pursuits of agriculture in this pleasanter land..Although the island came to be known
as the “land of the Angles,” England, there were at first many kingdoms, among
the most important being Kent and Wessex in the south, Mercia in the midlands, and
Northumbria in the north. Pre-eminence passed in the mid-seventh century from Kent
to Northumbria, thence to Mercia; and finally under the Wessex kings in the ninth
century, England began to give promise of some sort of unity.
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At first, until the dynamic experience of their conversion to Christianity, the
Teuton settlers worshiped their old gods. The ancient Britons, in Roman days, had
been Christianized; one of them, Arthur, had fought so vaiiantly against the Ger-
manic invaders that his memory was to linger and accumulate about it many legends
of Christian heroism. The old Teutonic deities are still remembered in our days of
the week: Tuesday was the day of T, terrible god of war; Wednesday was the day
of Woden, father of the gods; Thursday was named for Thor, god of thunder;
Friday was the day for the lovely goddess of peace and fruitfulness, Frea. All-power-
ful was Wyrd, goddess of Fate, stiil to be remembered by the English even after
the old religion had died. And the solemnutics attendant upon the worship of the
goddess of dawn, Eostre, were to be confused and commemorated in the Christian
Easter. A simple stern ethic of retribution formed the basis of the old morals.

That stern rudimentary concept of justice was undoubtedly once a matter of per-
sonal application among the freemen who formed Old Enghsh society. But their
earliest records show they had already developed the understanding of jusuce as
involving all the community. Compensation for personal injury, fixed by law, took
vengeance out of private hands. A definite sum was recognizcd legally as atonement
for wrong, the freeman’s life and limbs having each its stated evaluation. What is
particularly noteworthy is that payments passed not between the individuals con- .
cerned, but from the family of the guilty to the family of the injured. We see herc
how binding the ties of blood were conceived to be by the first Enghishmen; kinsmen
thus became not only guardians of the family’s well-being, but also restrainers from
wrong-doing by thosc of their blood since they as well as the culprit must pay the
penalty. This duty to one’s house was reflected in the pursuit of glory and honor
at home and in battle. The social unit, dwelling thus together, gave the name to their
ham (Old English for home), their wick, their tun, or their stead; and these place-
endings survive all over England to recall carly family-communities.

Each freeman had his “holding” of land whereon he excrcised fully his rights as
a free member of the community. The early English were a “race of land-holders and
land-tillers.” Hospitality was a matter of honor; but no man invaded the property
of another family without invitation, except at the penil of his life. In the typical
English village were the freemen and the earls—the latter looked up to as leaders
by virtue of blood and heredity, but enjoying no special privileges. From time to
time the freemen would meet to pass laws for the communuty, to settle disputes, and
to apportion lands. The rudiments of the Parliamentary system already existed.

The English were undergoing, during the century and a half since they had come
to Britain, such modifications in their culture as would follow in the process of
becoming an agricultural people. Then, in 597, Pope Gregory the Great sent Au-
gustine to convert them to Christianity. Augustine’s complete success with Ethelbert,
King of Kent, was but the beginning of the rapid acceptance of the new faith in
England. From Ireland, too, missionaries now came to Northumbria where the new
faith not only triumphed but also found literary expression. The new religion em-
bodied a new philosophy, and a race that not long before had been savage was soon
burning with religious exaltation. Differences that had sprung up between those who
had been taught by the Irish and those who had been converted by the Italians, were
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resolved in 664 at the Synod of Whitby. England was united at last under one
church.

The Christian religion brought to the English a new view of life as a discipline
and a preparation for existence in a Hereafter. Old English literature (as scholars
now prefer to call it rather than, as heretofore, Anglo-Saxon) is permeated with
religious fervor. The new religion also brought with it the language of the Church,
Latin, and a rich body of theological literature. This Latin, which was the universal
language of learning in the Christian world, united England with the one culture
of Europe, the culture of the Church. Indeed, throughout the Middle Ages, a scholar
might travel on the continent and continue his studies without interruption in any
number of Christian lands, and not, as today, be put to the necessity of always first
mastering the national language.

The Old English language itsclf was enriched by the experience of Christianity.
Words like altar, font, candle, and creed now made their appearance. And with the
resulting cultural and commercial contact with the rest of Europe other words like
linen, cook, poppy, pear, and cheese were also added to our vocabulary.

The monks being the bringers of learning, the monasteries naturally became the
centers of learning. To these enthusiastic “clerks” (clerics) we owe the preservation
of whatever remains to us of our earliest literature, for they copied out not only
theological texts and some of the Latin classics but also the vernacular poetry;
they also contributed to Old English literature. In the North, the monasteries of
Jarrow and Whitby were famous. In the South, a school was established at Canter-
bury, and its success inspired the formation of one at York. In the eighth century the
fame of one of the York scholars, Alcuin, reached the ears of the Emperor Charle-
magne, who thereupon invited Alcuin to his court to superintend education in
the Empire.

Of the Old English literature we possess, the earliest bulk is associated with
Northumbria. There, at Jarrow, the Venerable Bede wrote his Latin Ecclesiastical
History of the English People, an invaluable record of the times, a book in which we
read of the first Old English poet, Cedmon of Whitby monastery, who made poetical
paraphrases of various parts of the Bible. Though Cadmon’s paraphrases are not
extant, later versions of Genesis, Exodus, Daniel, and Judith have come down to us.
It is interesting to note in them how the old Teutonic zest for a fight remains un-
modified by Christianity, for it is in passages dealing with the spilling of blood that
the poet is at his best.

The greatest of Old English poets, Cynewulf, is thought to have been a Northum-
brian too. We know little of him beyond that he wrote in the mid-eighth century.
His lives of Sz. Juliana and St. Elene, and the Christ in particular, exhibit the authentic
poetic imagination. To the Northumbrian School belong also The Seafarer and the
beautiful elegy The Wanderer.

But the literary flowering of Northumbria was suddenly blasted by Danish invasion
and conquest, towards the end of the eighth century. Bringing with them the gods
whom their former kinsmen, the English, had forsaken, the Danes ruthlessly destroyed
the treasures of Jarrow and Whitby, and within a century were ruling Northumbria.

The menace of the Danes brought about unity for resistance to them. Egbert,
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King of Wessex, united the central nations in an “English Kingdom” in 828. By
heroic fighting, King Alfred the Great (r. 871gor) forced the Danes to remain in
the North, where for a time they were quiescent and were being assimilated into the
population. The Danes have left their mark upon our language with words like
sky, ugly, fellow, scant, with the patronymic -son (in Johnson, etc.), and with geo-
graphic terminations for “town” in thorp and by (Althorp, Derby, etc.).

What was yet to be written of Old English literature comes from Wessex, and
owes much to the personal patronage of Alfred. Acquainted in his boyhood with
the more brilliant culture at the French court, Alfred invited all the scholars
and clerks who would come to live under his protection. He had preserved all he
could collect of the Northumbrian literature, which hence survives to us in the
Wessex dialect, and authorized translations of many Latin works, among them
Bede’s Ecclestastical History. He also directed the writing of the Anglo-Saxon Chron-
icle, a valuable document of the annals of English history, which was continued after
his death by the monasteries of Peterborough, Winchester, and Ely. Under the year of
991 is entered the swan-song of Old English poetry, The Battle of Muldon.

The gradual elevation, through the centuries, of the King to a position of emi-
nence as the smaller kingdoms were unified, and of the lord to a place of power
over the people on his lands, was profoundly changing the structure of English
society. Among Germanic tribes the war-lord had always rewarded his warriors;
the King, now the supreme war-lord, dispensed gifts to his immediate dependents
in the form of land-grants, titles in the government and church, and posts of honor
in his court. The depredations of the Danes caused freemen to seck the protection
of the thanes or lords, by surrendering their freeholds to the noblemen and receiving
them back in fief. The freeman became the tenant and the villein, bound to his lord
in service, and looking to him for justice. Thus the gradual degradation of the bul-
wark of the Anglo-Saxon kingdoms, the class of freemen, became coincidental with
the development of an oligarchy out of touch with the needs of the average man. The
end of Old English society was at hand.

The tenth century witnessed the collapse of the Wessex Kingdom, and England
became subject to foreign domination. In the first half of the eleventh century Danish
kings occupied the throne. In 1042 there was a brief English restoration which ter-
minated in 1066 with the coming of William the Conqueror. By that time Old Eng-
lish literature was already dead. The last writer of significance had been Alfric (at
the end of the tenth century) whose Homilies possess a certain naive charm.

For a full account of Old English history, the reader is directed to R. H. Hodgkin,
A History of the Anglo-Saxons (1935).

The OId English Language and Its Poetry

Somewhere in the plains that sweep from Central Asia to Eastern Europe there
dwelt thousands of years ago the original “Aryans”—that portion of humanity from
which most of the inhabitants of Europe, Persia, and India are descended. Persian,
Sanskrit, Zend, Greek, Latin, Polish, Bohemian, Bulgarian, Russian, Lithuanian,
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Lettish, Italian, French, Spanish, Portuguese, Rumanian, Irish, Welsh, Gaelic, Ger-
man, Swedish, Danish, Icelandic, Dutch, and English are Aryan languages, and they
all come from the same source. The history of the peoples who speak these tongues
has been sufficiently varied to have given different color to their cultures, but their
common origin is rooted in their most needed vocabulary. The word is: brother in
English, éroeder in Dutch, brddir in Icelandic, bréthar in Gothic, broder in Swedish
and Danish, bruder in German, brathair in Irish and Gaelic, brazwd in Welsh, brat in
Russian, frater in Latin, frdter in Greek, bratru in Slavonic, and bhArdtri in Sanskrit.
If in our study we must dwell on the differences between certain Aryan languages and
cultures, let us begin by remembering these witnesses of our shared heritage, “wit-
nesses,” as Max Miiller cloquently said, “not to be shaken by any cross-examination.
The terms for God, for house, for father, mother, son, daughter, for dog or cow, for
heart and tears, for axe and tree, identical in all the Indo-European [i.e. ‘Aryan’]
idioms, arc like the watchwords of soldiers. We challenge the seeming stranger; and
whether he answer with the lips of a Greek, a German, or an Indian [i.e. Hindu], we
recognize him as one of ourselves.”

Bringing with them to England old remembered Aryan words (like night, star,
and wind), newer words they had coined out of their wanderings across Europe,
and still newer words borrowed from Latin (as subjects of the Roman Empire) or
made to fit experiences in Schleswig-Holstein days, the Angles, Saxons, and Jutes
gave us their particular Teutonic variation of the Aryan parent-tonguc as the founda-
tion for the English language.

Though lacking the variety of modern English vowels, Old English contained all
the basic vowels and all our present consonantal sounds. As a Germanic language, it
was inflected, but by the time it appears in literature, it had greatly reduced the forms.
Nouns, pronouns, and adjectives were masculine, feminine, or neuter—the nouns,
personal pronouns, and some adjectives being declined in four cases (Nominative,
Genitive, Dative, and Accusative), singular and plural—and the other pronouns and
adjectives in five (adding the Instrumental). Of these forms modern English has
retained only the distinctive mark for the Genitive (i.e. the Possessive Case), except in
some pronouns where the Accusative form survives (him, her, whom). Nearly all
of the old conjugational forms have also disappeared.

Old English was a powerful language, much given to strong, explosive con-
sonants and combinations of consonants. Very common were sc, sp, st, str, hr, p and 0
(the thorn: i.e 24), and pr. (Cf. the essay on The Literary Medium in the Appendix,
for a passage in Old English.) Verse or prose in Old English is as remarkable for its
energy as for its lack of fluidity.

It was, as we have said, the monks who had taught the English how to write, and
hence how to preserve their poems. Inevitably, therefore, nearly all the Old English
literature we know possesses a Christian coloring. To guess what the earlier, the
more primitive, literature must have been like, we must either read between the lines
for memories and habits not easily extinguished (and there are many such), or go to
other more plainly pagan Teutonic remains, such as the Icelandic Eddas and sagas.
To read the Lay of Sigurd, for instance (cf. below), is to come as near as we can to
having a taste of pre-Christian Teutonic literature.
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Certain pieces of Old English literature, despite their being affected by Christian
teaching, carry the echoes of a more primitive time. In the epic Beowulf, and such
fragments as Widsith, The Fight at Finnsburg, and Waldhere we have the heroic
style, which survives as late as two tenth-century poems celebrating the battles of
Brunanburh and Maldon. The very nature of such poetry is to celebrate a great hero
or great doings. And appealing, as it does, to a more or less unsophisticated society,
the impersonality of its author is as characteristic as the communal interest attaching
to its subject matter. The great hero is important to a social order that looks to leader-
ship from the warrior. The fragments which form the poem Waldhere tell of the
heartening of the hero for battle and his boasting of his sword. Widsith (i.e. The Far-
Traveler) is not much more than a catalogue of the great princes and herocs who
have honored a scop (poet) with their patronage. The Battle of Brunanburh and The
Battle of Maldon celebrate contests between the English and the invading Norsemen,
the former an enthusiastic account of English victory, the latter a sombre relation of
English defeat, but both acclaiming the ancient virtue of bravery in battle.

Christianity introduced new themes into Old English hterature. The Venerable
Bede is our first scholar and chronicler. It is from him that we learn of the first
legendary English poet to be identified, Cedmon (cf. below). After Cedmon England
became ardent with religious literary zeal. Some poets applied themselves to versifying
the Bible and its commentaries, as in the so-called Cedmonian poems of Genesis,
Exodus, and Daniel, and Judith and The Fall of the Angels.

Four other religious poems, Elene (which concerns the life of St. Helena and of
the Emperor Constantine’s vision of the Cross), Juliana (the story of a martyr-saint
and her triumph over the demon Belial), The Fates of the Apostles, and The Christ
(a poem on the Birth, Ascension, and Judgment of Christ)—all contain in acrostic the
signature of Cynewulf. Of Cynewulf's hfc lide is known (cf. beloa). From his
works, he seems to have been a scholarly man, acquainted with the literature of the
Church. His poctry is splendid in some passages, and weakly diffuse in others. To
him have also been doubtfully ascribed The Phoenix (an allegory on the Death
and Resurrection of Christ, remarkable for being the only Old English poem to take
delight in Nature’s kindlier moods), and the lives of two saints, Andreas and Guthlac.

Other Christian poems include The Dream of the Rood (an imaginative history
of the Cross on which Christ was crucified—cf. below), the Bestiary (a versification
of popular naive notions of natural history), and the Discourse of the Soul to its Body
(hymning somewhat savagely the triumph of the immortal soul over the decompos-
ing body).

There are also some quasi-lyrical Old English poems: The Lover's Message (the
sending of a carved wooden tablet by an exile to his love), The Wife's Complaine
(the lament of a wife who has been falsely slandered), The Seafarer (telling of the
old love of the sea), The Wanderer (a meditation on exile), and Deor’s Lament (cf.
below). Finally, there are Old English charms, Riddles (cf. below), and Gnomic
Verses (or proverbs and maxims in verse).

Over all Old English literature there is the cast of gloom and sadness, a feeling
that was doubtless as true of Anglo-Saxon piratical days as of later Christian days in
England. The Old English view of life is perhaps best expressed in what has been
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called the most beautiful sentence in its literature: “The present life of man, O King,
seems to me, in comparison to that time which is unknown to us, like the swift flight
of a sparrow through the room wherein you sit at supper in winter, with your com-
manders and ministers, and a good fire in the midst, whilst the storms of rain and
snow prevail abroad; the sparrow, flying in at one door, and immediately out at an-
other, whilst he is within is safe from the wintry storm, but after a short space of fair
weather, he immediately vanishes out of your sight, into the dark winter from which
he had emerged.™

A study of Old English poetry will be found in W. J. Courthope, History of Eng-
lish Poetry, Vol. 1 (189s). Stopford Brooke has published two volumes containing
modern translations, History of Early English Literature to the Accession of King
Alfred (1892) and English Literature from the Beginning to the Norman Conquest
(1898). Also valuable are: R. W. Chambers, Widsith (1912); B. Thorpe, Cedmon’s
Metrical Paraphrase of Parts of the Holy Seriptures (1832); F. A. Blackburn, Exodus
and Daniel (1907); A. S. Cook, The Dream of the Rood (1905); L. H. Holt, Elene
(1904); R. K. Root, Andreas (1899); and B. C. Williams, Gnromic Poetry in Anglo-
Saxon (1914). (Other suggested bibliography will be found in the introductions to
the Old English selections in this volume.)

THE SHORT LAY OF SIGURD
(From the Elder Edda)

(Translated by Erikr Magnusson and
William Morris)

The title of Edda has been given to two important
collections of ancient Icelandic literature. The Prose
Edda includes a valuable compendium of ancient Teu-
tonic mythology, and accounts of the settling of Sweden
by the Aesir (the gods) under Odin (or Woden), of
the legends of the Aesir, and of the rules of old Ice-
landic verse. The so-called Elder Edda, written in verse,
does not date in its present form from before the tenth
century. Many of the poems are fragmentary, and it is
obvious that the collection was made in order to pre-
serve pieces that had been handed down from time 1m-
memorial. The Elder Edda deals not only with the
gods, but with demigods, giants, dwarfs, and great
heroes as well. From it the English poet Gray madc a
version of one of the poems.

Of particular interest in the Elder Edda is a serics of
poems treating of the two heroic families of the Vol-
sungs and the Niblungs. Though there are twenty such
poems, they are only the broken remains of a great
poctic saga, probably the carliest of a story that has
been often told among the Teutonic peoples. A later
prose saga, the Volsungasaga, scems to have been
based upon the material of the Elder Edda, and sup-
plies many missing links in the plot.

As recounted in the Volsungasaga, the story is as
follows:

The three gods, Asgard, Odin, and Loki, kill an
otter, keep his skin, and take refuge for the night
with the giant Rodmar. Rodmar, recognizing the skin
as that of his son, demands enough gold to cover the
skin from view. Loki goes out, captures the dwarf
Andvari, who is guarding a great hoard of gold, makes
him surrender the treasure, and brings it to Rodmar.
But one hair of the skin remains uncovered by the
gold. Loki goes back to Andvari, and forces him to
yield a magic ring that can create gold. Andvari then
lays a curse upon all who shall thereafter own the ring.
Later Rodmar is slain by his sons Fafnir and Regin.
Fafnir sejzes the treasure, hides it in a barren heath,
and assumes the form of a dragon to guard it.

To Regin, who is famous as a smith, comes Si-
gurd, son of Sigmundr (noted Volsung hero), to be
trained in Regin’s profession. Informed of Fafnir and
the gold-hoard, Sigurd welds the broken pieces of the
sword Gram (given Sigmundr by Odin). Sigurd’s new
sword is strong enough to cleave the anvil in two. With
it, Sigurd goes forth and kills the dragon Fafnir. Tak-

ing out the dragon’s heart and roasting it over a fire,

! From Bede's Ecclestastical History, translated by Stevens.
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he burns his finger in the fat. When he touches his
lips to cool the burn, he finds he can understand the
language of the birds, who warn him that Regin in-
tends slaying him for the gold. Sigurd kills Regin,
loads the treasure on a horse given him by Odin, and
sets out on a journey.

He comes upon the beautiful Valkyrie Brynhild,
sleeping an enchanted sleep. He penctrates the wall
of fire surrounding her, and awakens her. They fall in
love. Later, Sigurd rides off, and comes to the court
of Rhineland’s king. The three sons of the king,
Gunnar, Hogni, and Guthorm, wish Sigurd as an ally,
and by a magic potion make Sigurd forget Brynhild.
Thercupon the hero marries their sister Gudrun.
Gunnar, however, desires to make Brynhild his own
wife, and asks Sigurd to help him win her. At the
circle of fire, Sigurd takes Gunnar’s form, wins Bryn-
hild, and exchanges the magic ring for onc of hers.
They all ride back to court, where Gunnar and Bryn-
hild are married at the same time as Sigurd and
Gudrun.

Brynhild begins to suspect a trick. When Gudrun
shows Brynhild the ring Brynhild had given Sigurd
and which he has given to Gudrun, Brynhild is en-
raged. She persuades Guthorm to stab Sigurd in his
chamber at night. Before Sigurd dies, he flings his
sword at Guthorm, and cuts him in two. Brynhild, sull
loving Sigurd, mounts the funcral pyre and dies with
him. Destruction later overtakes the entire house of
Gunnar at the hands of Ati (Attila), King of the
Huns.

It is with such material that The Lay of Sigurd deals.
The same part of the story forms the groundwork for
Wagner’s great music-drama The Dusk of the Gods.

Although The Lay of Sigurd in its extant form is,
as we have said, much later than Beowulf, it can be
read profitably in connection with the Old English
epic, for it will give the reader a good idea of the
kind of legend familiar to Angles, Saxons, and Jutes
when they were still living on the continent. It is to
be noticed that in Section XIII of Beowulf the gleeman
relates an adventure of Sigurd’s father, Sigmund. The
Volsungs were the great family of Teutonic legend. In
Beowulf we find that the poet, by weaving a thread
of history into a mass of ancient fable, creates a hero
worthy of his Teutonic ancestors.

In order to follow The Lay of Sigurd, the reader
should remember that Sigurd has conquered Fafnir,
and has come to the home of Giuki, King of the Rhine-
land, where he weds Gudrun, sister of Gunnar, Hogni,
and Guthorm. This is the point at which the brisk nar-
rative opens.

William Morris, the English Pre-Raphaelite poet, in
collaboration with Erikr Magnusson, translated the
Volsungasaga and some of the related poems from the
Elder Edda (1870). A translation of the entire Elder
Edda was made by H. A. Bellows (1923).

9
Sigurd of yore,
Sought the dwelling of Giuki,
As he fared, the young Volsung,!
After fight won;*
Troth he took ]

From the two brethren;
Oath swore they betwixt them,
Those bold ones of deed.

A may? they gave to him

And wealth manifold, 10
Gudrun the young,

Giuky’s daughter:

They drank and gave doom*

Many days together,

Sigurd the young, 15
And the sons of Giuki.

Until they wended

For Brynhild’s wooing,

Sigurd a-nding

Amidst their rout, 20
The wise young Volsung

Who knew of all ways—

Ah! he had wed her,

Had fate so willed it.

Southlander Sigurd 25
A naked sword,

Bright, well grinded,

Laid betwixt them;

No kiss he won

From the fair woman, 3o
Nor in arms of his

Did the Hun King® hold her,

Since he gat the young maid

For the son of Giuki.

No lack 1n her life 35
She wotted® of now,

And at her dcath-day

No dreadful thing

For a shame indeed

Or a shame in seeming; 40
But about and betwixt

Went baleful fate.

1Gigurd’s grandfather was Volsung.

% the fight with the dragon Fafnir, who guarded the
hoard of gold

2 maid.

8 Sigurd

® knew.

* judgment.



Alone, abroad,

She sat of an evening,
Of full many things
She fell a-talking:

“O for my Sigurd!

I shall have death,
Or my fair, my lovely,
Laid in mine arms.

“For the word once spoken,

I sorrow sorely—

His queen is Gudrun,

I am wed to Gunnar;

The dread Norns wrought for us
A long while of woe.”

Oft with heart deep

In dreadful thoughts,

O’cr ice-fields and ice-hills
She fared a-night time,
When he and Gudrun
Were gone to their fair bed,
And Sigurd wrapped

The bed-gear round her.

“Ah! now the Hun King
His queen in arms holdeth,
While love 1T go lacking,
And all things longed for
With no delight

But in dreadful thought.”

These dreadful things
Thrust her toward murder:
—*“Listen, Gunnar,

For thou shalt lose

My wide lands,

Yea, me myself!

Never love I my life,

With thee for my lord—

“T will fare back thither
From whence I came,

To my nighest kin

And those that know me
There shall T sit

Sleeping my life away,
Unless thou slayest
Sigurd the Hun King,
Making thy might more
E'en than his might was!

“Yea, let the son fare
After the father,
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And no young wolf

A long while nourish!
For on each man licth
Vengeance lighter,

And peace shall be surer
If the son live not.”

Adrad” was Gunnar,
Heavy-hearted was he,
And in doubtful mood
Day-long he sat,

For naught he wotted,
Nor might see clearly
What was the seemliest
Of deeds to set hand to;
What of all deeds

Was best to be done:
For he minded the vows
Sworn to the Volsung,
And the sore wrong
To be wrought against Sigurd.

Wavered his mind

A weary while,

No wont it was

Of those days worn by,

That queens should flee

From the realms of their kings.

“Brynhild to me

Is better than all,

The child of Budli

Is the best of women.

Yea, and my life

Will I lay down,

Ere I am twinned®

From that woman’s treasure.”

He bade call Hogni

To the place where he bided;
With all the trust that might be,
Trowed® he in him.

“Wilt thou bewray Sigurd
For his wealth’s sake?—
Good it is to rule

O’er the Rhine’s metal;
And well content

Great wealth to wield,

Biding in peace

* And blissful days.”

T afraid. 8 separated. ? believed.
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Oae thing alone Hogni
Had for an answer:
“Such doings for us

Are naught seemly to do;
To rend with sword
Oaths once sworn,

Oaths once sworn,

And troth once plighted.

“Nor know we on mould,
Men of happier days,

The while we four

Rule over the folk;

While the bold in battle,
The Hun King, bides living.

“And no nobler kin

Shall be known afield,

If our five sons

We long may foster;

Yea, a goodly stem

Shall surely wax.

—But I clearly see

In what wise it standeth,
Brynhild’s sore urging
O’ermuch on thee beareth.

“Guttorm shall we

Get for the slaying,

Our younger brother
Bare of wisdom;

For he was out of

All the oaths sworn,

All the oaths sworn,
And the plighted troth.”

Easy to rouse him

Who of naught reckethl
—Deep stood the sword
In the heart of Sigurd.

There, in the hall,

Gat the high-hearted vengeance;
For he cast his sword

At the reckless slayer:

Out at Guttorm

Flew Gram the mighty,

The gleaming steel

From Sigurd’s hand.

Down fell the slayer
Smitten asunder;
The heavy head
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And the hands fell one way,
But the feet and such like
Aback where they stood.

Gudrun was sleeping
Soft in the bed,

Empty of sorrow

By the side of Sigurd:
When she awoke

With all pleasure gone,
Swimming in blood

Of Frey’s beloved.

So sore her hands

She smote together,

That the great-hearted

Gat raised in bed;

—*“O Gudrun, weep not

So woefully,

Sweet lovely bride,

For thy brethren live for thee!

“A young child have I

For heritor;

Too young to win forth
From the house of his foes.—
Black deeds and ill

Have they been a-doing,
Evil redet®

Have they wrought at last.

“Late, late, rideth with them
Unto the Thing,!!

Such sister’s son,

Though seven thou bear,—
—But well I wot

Which way all goeth;

Alone wrought Brynhild
This bale against us.

“That maiden loved me
Far before all men,

Yet wrong to Gunnar

I never wrought;
Brotherhood I heeded

And all bounden oaths,
That none should deem me
His queen’s darling.”

Weary sighed Gudrun,
As the king gat ending,
And so sore her hands

10 counsel. 11 3ssembly place.
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She smote together,

That the cups arow

Rang out therewith,

And the geese cried on high
That were in the homefield.

Then laughed Brynhild
Budli’s daughter,
Once, once only,

From out her heart;
When to her bed

Was borne the sound
Of the sore greeting
Of Giuki’s daughter.

Then, quoth Gunnar,

The king, the hawk-bearer,
“Whereas, thou laughest,
O hateful woman,

Glad on thy bed,

No good it betokeneth:
Why lackest thou else
Thy lovely hue?

Feeder of foul deeds,
Fey!? do I deem thee,

“Well worthy art thou
Before all women,

That thine eyes should see
Atli?® slain of us;

That thy brother’s wounds
Thou shouldst see a-bleeding,
That his bloody hurts

Thine hands should bind.”

“No man blameth thee, Gunnar,
Thou hast fulfilled death’s measure
But naught Atli feareth

All thine ill will;

Life shall he lay down

Later than ye,

And still bear more might

Aloft than thy might.

“T shall tell thee, Gunnar,

Though well the tale thou knowest,
In what early days

Ye dealt abroad your wrong:

Young was I then,

Worn with no woe,

1% fated.
8 who contrived the marriage of Gunnar and Brynhild.
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Good wealth I had
In the house of my brother!

“No mind had I

That a man should have me,
Or ever ye Giukings,

Rode into our garth;!4

There ye sat on your steeds
Three kings of the people—
—Ah! that that faring!®
Had never befallen!

“Then spake Atli

To me apart,

And said that no wealth
He would give unto me,
Neither gold nor lands

If I would not be wedded;
Nay, and no part

Of the wealth apportioned,
Which in my first days
He gave me duly;

Which in my first days

He counted down.

“Wavered the mind
Within me then,

If to fight I should fall
And the felling of folk,
Bold in byrny

Because of my brother;
A deed of fame

Had that been to all folk,
But to many a man
Sorrow of mind.

“So I let all sink

Into peace at the last:
More grew I minded
For the mighty treasure,
The red-shining rings
Of Sigmund’s son;

For no man’s wealth elsc
Would I take unto me.

“For myself had I given
To that great king

Who sat amid gold

On the back of Grani;1®
Nought were his eyen

" home, dwelling.
1 Sigurd’s horse.
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Like to your eyen,

Nor in any wise

Went his visage with yours;
Though ye might deem you
Due kings of men.

“One I loved,

One, and none other,
The gold-decked may
Had no doubtful mind;
Thereof shall Adi

Wot full surely,

When he getteth to know
I am gone to the dead.

“Far be it from me,
Fecble and wavering,
Ever to love
Another’s love—
—Yet shall my woe
Be well avenged.”

Up rose Gunnar,

The great men’s leader,
And cast his arms
About the queen’s neck;
And all went nigh
One after other,

With their whole hearts
Her heart to turn.

But then all these

From her neck she thrust,
Of her long journey

No man should let her.

Then called he Hogni

To have talk with, him:
“Let all folk go

Forth into the hall,

Thine with mine—

—O need sore and mightyl—
To wot if we yet

My wife’s parting may stay.
Till with time’s wearing
Some hindrance wax.”

One answer Hogni
Had for all;

“Nay, let hard need
Have rule thereover,
And no man let'” her
Of her long journey!

prevent.
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Never born again,
May she come back thence!

“Luckless she came

To the lap of her mother,
Born into the world

For utter woe,

To many a man

For heart-whole mourning.”

Upraised he turned

From the talk and the trouble,
To where the gem-field

Dealt out goodly treasure;

As she looked and beheld

All the wealth that she had,
And the hungry bondmaids,
And maids of the hall.

With no good in her heart

She donned her gold byrny,
Ere she thrust the sword-point
Through the midst of her body:
On the bolster’s far side

Sank she adown,

And, smitten with sword,

Still bethought her of redes.®

“Let all come forth

Who are fain!® the red gold,

Or things less worthy

To win from my hands;

To cach one I give

A necklace gilt over,

Wrought hangings and bed-gear,
And bright woven weed.”?°

All they kept silence,

And thought what to speak,
Then all at once

Answer gave:

“Full enow are death-doomed,
Fain are we to live yet,

Maids of the hall

All meet work winning.”

From her wise heart at last
The linen-clad damsel,
The one of few years
Gave forth the word:

“I will that none driven

18 counsels. 19 desirous of.

» clothes.
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By hand or by word,
For our sake should lose
Well-loved life.

“Thou on the bones of you
Surely shall burn,

Less dear treasure

At your departing

Nor with Menia’s Meal?!

Shall ye come to see me.”

“Sit thee down, Gunnar, -
A word must [ say to thee
Of the life’s ruin

Of thy lightsome bride—
—Nor shall thy ship

Swim soft and sweetly

For all that I

Lay life adown.

“Sooner than ye might deem

Shall ye make peace with Gudrun,

For the wise woman

Shall lull in the young wife
The hard memory

Of her dead husband.

“There is a may born
Reared by her mother,
Whiter and brighter
Than is the bright day;
She shall be Swanhild,??
She shall be Sunbeam.

“Thou shalt give Gudrun
Unto a great one,
Noble, well-praised
Of the world’s folk;
Not with her goodwill,
Or love shalt thou give her; -
Yet will Atli
Come to win her,
. My very brother,
Born of Budli.

—“Ah! many a memory
Of how ye dealt with me,
How sorely, how evilly
Ye ever beguiled me,
How all pleasure left me
The while my life lasted!—
% 2old.
8 daughter of Sigurd and Gudrun.
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“Fain wilt thou be
Oddrun to win,”

But thy good liking
Shall Atli let;

But in secret wise
Shall ye win together,
And she shall love thee
As I had loved thee, .
If in such wise

Fate had willed it.

“But with all ill
Shall Atli sting thee,

Into the strait worm-close?3

Shall he cast thee.

“But no long space

Shall slip away

Ere Atli too

All life shall lose.

Yea, all his weal

With the life of his sons,
For a dreadful bed
Dights Gudrun for him,
From a heart sore laden,

With the sword’s sharp edge.

“More seemly for Gudrun,
Your very sister,

In death to wend after
Her love first wed;

Had but good rede

To her been given,

Or if her heart

Had been like to my heart.

—"“Faint my speech groweth—

But for our sake

Ne'er shall she lose

Her life beloved;

The sea shall have her,
High billows bear her
Forth unto Jonakr’s24
Fair land of his fathers.

“There shall she bear sons,
Stays of a heritage,

Stays of a heritage,
Jonakr’s sons;

And Swanhild shall she
Send from the land,

3 the grave.
% Gudrun's third husband.
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That may born of her,
The may born of Sigurd.

“Her shall bite

The rede of Bikki,?®
Whereas for no good
Wins Jormunrek life;
And so is clean perished
All the kin of Sigurd,
Yea, and more greeting,
And more for Gudrun.

“And now one prayer

Yet pray I of thee—

The last word of mine
Here in the world—

So broad on the field

Be the burg of the dead
That fair space may be left
For us all to lie down,

All those that died

At Sigurd’s deathl

“Hang round that burg
Fair hangings and shields,
Web by Gauls woven,

And folk of the Gauls:
There burn the Hun King
Lying beside me.

“But on the other side
Burn by the Hun King
Those who served me
Strewn with treasure;
Two at the head,
And two at the feet,
Two hounds therewith,
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35 After Swanhild has married the aged Ermanarich, she
is accused of infidelity by Bikki, one of Ermanarich’s fol-
lowers. She is punished by being torn to pieces by wild

horses.

And two hawks moreover:
Then is all dealt
With even dealing.

“Lay there amidst us

The ring-dight metal,

The sharp-edged steel,

That so lay erst;

When we both together

Into one bed went,

And were called by the name
Of man and wife.

“Never, then, belike
Shall clash behind him
Valhall’s bright door
With rings bedight:
And if my fellowship
Followeth after,

In no wretched wise
Then shall we wend.

“For him shall follow
My five bondmaids,

My eight bondsmen,
No borel2® folk:

Yea, and my fosterer,
And my father’s dower
That Budli of old days
Gave to his dear child.

“Much have I spoken,

More would I speak,

If the sword would give me
Space for speech;

But my words are waning,

My wounds are swelling—
Naught but truth have I told—
—And now make I ending.”

2 jow born.
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Beowulf

(In a modern version by |. Duncan Spaeth)

The most important of Old English poems, anonymous like most of the poetry of our
Teutonic forebears and like many epics of other peoples, presents numerous puzzling
questions. There exists no clue in Old English literature to the time, the place, the author-
ship, or the circumstances of the composition of Beowulf.

Written in the Wessex tongue, the manuscript (Cottonian collection, British Museum,
Vitellius A.xv) dates from about 1000 A.0. How much earlier than this the poem was com-
posed has been the subject of much conjecture.

Pagan and Christian elements are commingled in Beowulf. Plainly heathen and intoler-
able to Christian teaching are: the observing of omens, the attribution of power to Wyrd
(ice. fate), cremation, blood-revenge, and the praise of worldly glory—all woven into the
poem. On the other hand, the assumption of God’s dominion over the world, of the Devil’s
agency among men, of the existence of Heaven and Hell, of a Last Judgment, and of the
noxiousness of Sin—are all Christian. The author’s familiarity with the Bible—his refer-
ences to the stories of Creation, Cain, and the Deluge—are striking. In some cases where
pagan points of view survive in the poem, they are transformed by Christian thinking: the
heathen curse on the treasure has been garbed in Christian language; and if Wyrd is still
considered a power, God is shown controlling Wyrd. Some scholars have been quick to
account for this seemingly inconsistent presence in Beowulf of pagan and Christian con-
cepts and customs by suggesting that the poem was made during the continental days of
the Teutons and revised imperfectly by Christian hands in England. But scholarly research
bas proved such a theory untenable. The setting of the poem is certainly one of a Christian
society; and however pagan the materials of the plot may be, the interpretation of them
bespeaks a Christian author. The Christian is the basic part of Beowulf.

The now discredited attempt to place the composition of this epic back in the pre-
British days of the race, is born as much as anything else of a desire to make a truly national
hero out of the hero of the poem, such as are the heroes of most folk-epics. But the central
figure of this Old English epic seems to have been not an Angle, a Saxon, or a Jute. Beowulf
was a Geat, and his people lived in what is now the southern part of Sweden. (Prof.
Spaeth’s otherwise splendid version of the poem erroneously assumes that the Geats were
Jutes.) Hygelac, Beowulf’s uncle, is an historical person known to us (in the chronicle of
Gregory of Tours) as Chochilaicus; and we are able to date his raid on the Frisian coast,
referred to in the epic, as having occurred about 516 a.p. If we may attempt a chronology
of Beowulf’s career, basing it on what is historically ascertainable, the hero would have
been born about 490, visited the Danes to rid them of Grendel in 510, and ascended the
throne in 530. Thereafter, we are told, he reigned for fifty years; though how literally we
should accept that poetic formula is open to question. At any rate, before being acceptable
for legendary treatment, our hero must have been considered as dead for an appreciable
time—and by then the English had been long in possession of Britain. The Christian color-
ing of the poem would make impossible a date earlier than the late seventh century.
Scholars have proved, by linguistic and other tests, that Beowwulf was composed some time
around 750.

Of the actual author of the epic one thing seems fairly certain: that he lived in some
Anglian part of the island, in Mercia or Northumbria. His familiarity with court life, his
broad Christian view, and his patent appeal to a royal audience would seem to make him
some noble ecclesiastic. He was certainly a_man well versed in Scandinavian heroic lore
and the poetry of his own people, and he was a man of cultivated taste.
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Why he should have chosen to celebrate a Scandinavian hero’s exploits in Denmark and
Sweden is the chief puzzle surrounding his poem. Acquaintance with the Scandinavian
sagas makes it plain that he was not merely a translator. The violence and wildness of
Scandinavian literature is nothing akin to his style, which greatly resembles other Old
English poems in tone. Like many another poet since, he seems to have taken his material
from an older time, where his imagination could have free heroic play.

For however historical the skeleton of his story may once have been, the three exploits,
the recounting of which is the business of his poem, are fables out of folklore. The fights
with Grendel and his dam are paralleled in a number of tales, particularly in the Grettissaga;
the fight with the dragon at once brings to mind the similar combat of Sigmund the
Volsung, itself recounted by the gleeman in the poem (XIII).

Beowulf thus must be admitted as curiously combined in contradiction. History and
fable, the pagan and the Christian, the real (as in the descriptions of fights, banquets, and
funeral rites) and the unreal (as in the idealization of hero and court) are found inter-
mingling. Yet, for all that, there is no reason to postulate multiple authorship of the poem
or to doubt that what we have is substantially the work its anonymous author composed.
Beowulf is not comparable in artistic merit to the Iliad or the Nibelungeniied, nor can it be
hailed as a national epos. But it is none the less a dignified noble poem, technically unex-
celled in Old English poetry. And it affords us invaluable insight into the heroic ways of
life of the Teutonic peoples, as well as into the best qualities of the newer culture they were
building in England. If for no other reason than that it is the first poem of importance in our
or any other modern literature, it is worthy of esteem.

Though not a national epic, Beowulf mirrors clearly the old Germanic ideals: valor, the
love of glory, honor, duty, the loyalty of the retainer, and the generosity of the lord. The
tone is vigorous and gloomy. It is on the darker emotions that the poet, typical of his people,
dwells; even the scenic descriptions tend toward the grim. And, typically, it is the sea and
the battle that enkindle the imagination of this descendant of sea-fighters.

The narrative is concerned with three exploits of its hero:

I. On behalf of the Scyldings, Beowulf fights Grendel and

II. slays Grendel’s mother at the bottom of the sea.

I11. Some fifty years elapse, during which Beowulf has returned to his people, the Geats,
and has become their king. He engages in mortal combat with the Fire-Dragon.!

The best edition of Beowulf is F. Klaeber’s (1928), which provides a full commentary.
Also valuable are R. W. Chambers, Beowulf (1921); W. W. Lawrence, Beowulf and Epic
Tradition (1932). Prof. Spaeth’s full-blooded rendition of Beowwulf is here reprinted, by
kind permission of the Princeton University Press, from his Old English Poetry (1921).

1 An analysis of the versification of Beowulf will be found in the essay on The Literary
Medium in the Appendix.
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The Myth of the Sheaf-Child*

List to an old-time lay of the Spear-Danes,
Full of the prowess of famous kings,
Deeds of renown that were done by the heroes;
Scyld the Sheaf-Child from scourging foemen,
From raiders a-many their mead-halls® wrested. 5
He lived to be feared, though first as a waif,
Puny and frail he was found on the shore.

1Scyld (“Shield”) had been found as an outcast babe
adrift in an open boat lying upon a sheaf of wheat. This

story closely resembles that of the infant Moses.
2 Home or palaces where they drank mead.

He grew to be great, and was girt with power
Till the border-tribes all obeyed his rule,

And sea-folk hardy that sit by the whale-path® 10
Gave him tribute, a good king was he.

Many years after, an heir was born to him,

A goodly youth, whom God had sent

To stay and support his people in need.

(Long time leaderless living in woe, 15
The sorrow they suffered He saw full well.)

The Lord of Glory did lend him honor,

® Such metaphors as this one for the sea are very common
in Old English poetry. They are known as ‘“kennings.”
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Beowulf’s* fame afar was borne,

Son of old Scyld in the Scandian lands.

A youthfui heir must be open-handed, 20
Furnish the friends of his father with plenty,
That thus in his age, in the hour of battle,
Willing comrades may crowd around him

Eager and true. In every tribe

Honorable deeds shall adorn an earl. a5
The aged Scyld, when his hour had come,

Famous and praised, departed to God.

His faithful comrades carried him down

To the brink of the sea, as himself had bidden,
The Scyldings’ friend, before he fell silent, 30
Their lord beloved who long had ruled them.
Out in the bay a boat was waiting

Coated with ice, 'twas the king’s own barge.
They lifted aboard their bracelet-bestower,

And down on the deck their dear lord laid, 35
Hard by the mast. Heaped-up treasure

Gathered from far they gave him along.

Never was ship more nobly laden

With wondrous weapons and warlike gear.
Swords and corselets covered his breast, 40
Floating riches to ride afar with him

Out o'er the waves at the will of the sea.

No less they dowered their lord with treasure,
Things of price, than those who at first

Had launched him forth as a little child 45
Alone on the deep to drift o’er the billows.

They gave him to boot a gilded banner,

High o’er his head they hung it aloft.

Then set him adrift, let the surges bear him.

Sad were their hearts, their spirits mournful; 50
Man hath not heard, no mortal can say

Who found that barge’s floating burden.

The Line of the Danish Kings and the Building
of Heorot

Now Beowulf® was king in the burgs of the Scyld-
ings,

Famed among folk. (His father had left

The land of the living.!) From his loins was
sprung 55

Healfdene the royal, who ruled to old age,

Gray and battlegrim, the bold-hearted Scyldings.

¢Not the hero of the poem, but some ancestor of
Hrothgar.

® Not the hero of the poem; the latter is first mentioned
at line 192,

8 died.
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Childrén four to this chief of the people

Woke unto life, one after another;

Heorogar and Hrothgar, and Halga the brave, 60
And winsome Sigeneow, a Scylfing she wedded;
Saewela’s queen they say she became.

To Hrothgar was given such glory in battle,
Such fame he won, that his faithful band

Of youthful warriors waxed amain. 65
So great had grown his guard of kinsmen,

That it came in his mind to call on his people

To build a mead-hall, mightier far

Than any ¢'er seen by the sons of men,
Wherein to bestow upon old and young, 70
Gifts and rewards, as God vouchsafed them,

Save folk-share lands and freemen’s lives.’

Far and wide the work was published;

Many a tribe, the mid-earth round,

Helped to fashion the folk-stead fair. 75
With speed they built it, and soon ’twas finished,
Greatest of halls. Heorot® he named it,

Whose word was law o'er lands afar;

Nor failed in his promise, but freely dealt

Gifts at the feast. The fair hall towered 80
Wide-gabled and high, awaiting its doom,

The sweep of fire; not far was the time

That ancient feuds should open afresh,

And sword-hate sunder sons from fathers.’

In the darkness dwelt a demon-sprite 85
Whose heart was filled with fury and hate,
When he heard each night the noise of revel
Loud in the hall, laughter and song.

To the sound of the harp the singer chanted

Lays he had learned, of long ago; %
How the Almighty had made the earth,
Wonder-bright lands, washed by the ocean;

How he set, triumphant, sun and moon

To lighten all men that live on the earth.

He brightened the land with leaves and branches;
Life he created for every being, 96
Each in its kind, that moves upon earth.

So, happy in hall, the heroes lived,

Wanting naught, till one began

To work them woe, a wicked fiend. 100
The demon grim was Grendel called,
March-stalker huge, the moors he roamed.

The joyless creature had kept long time

The lonely fen, the lairs of monsters,

" He would not dispose of the property of the people or
the lives of men. )

8 “Hart,” probably named for_ its decoration of antlers.

® We know nothing of this final disaster to Heorot, here
prophesied.
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Cast out from men, an exile accurst. 108

On offspring of Cain, the killing of Abel

Was justly avenged by the Judge Eternal.

Nought gained by the feud the faithless mur-
derer;'°

He was banished unblest from abode of men.

And hence arose the host of miscreants, 110

Monsters and elves and eldritch sprites,

Warlocks and giants, that warred against God;

Jotuns and goblins;'! He gave them their due.

The Ravaging of Heorot Hall by the Monster
Grendel

When night had fallen, the fiend crept near

To the lofty hall, to learn how the Danes s

In Heorot fared, when the feasting was done.

The aethelings'? all within he saw

Asleep after revel, not recking of danger,

And free from care. The fiend accurst,

Grim and greedy, his grip made ready; 120

Snatched in their sleep, with savage fury,

Thirty warriors; away he sprang

Proud of his prey, to repair to his home,

His blood-dripping booty to bring to his lair.

At carly dawn, when day-break came, 125

The vengeance of Grendel was revealed to all;

Their wails after wassail were widely heard,

Their morning-woe. The mighty ruler,

The aetheling brave, sat bowed with grief.

The fate of his followers filled him with sorrow, 130

When they traced the tracks of the treacherous foe,

Fiend accurst. Too fierce was that onset,

Too loathsome and long, nor left them respite.

The very next night, anew he began

To maim and to murder, nor was minded to
slacken 135

His fury of hate, too hardened in crime.

"Twas casy to find then earls who preferred

A room elsewhere, for rest at night,

A bed in the bowers, when they brought this news

Of the hall-foe’s hate; and henceforth all 140

Who escaped the demon, kept distance safe.

10 This legend that giants are descendants of Cain, the
first murderer, was widely known.

11t is impossible to define clearly the various kinds of
monsters here mentioned.

12 nobles, retainers of the king.
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So Grendel wrongfully ruled the hall,

One against all till empty stood

That lordly mansion, and long remained so.

For the space of twelve winters the Scyldings’
Friend!® 145

Bore in his breast the brunt of this sorrow,

Measureless woe. In mournful lays

The tale became known; 'twas told abroad

In gleemen’s songs, how Grendel had warred

Long against Hrothgar, and wreaked his hate 150

With murderous fury through many a year,

Refusing to end the feud perpetual,

Or decently deal with the Danes in parley,

Take their tribute for treaty of peace;

Nor could their leaders look to receive 155

Pay from his hands for the harm that he wrought.

The fell destroyer kept feeding his rage

On young and old. So all night long

He prowled o’er the fen and surprised his victims,

Death-shadow dark. (The dusky realms 160

Where the hell-runes haunt are hidden from men.)

So the exiled roamer his raids continued;

Wrong upon wrong in his wrath he heaped.

In midnights dark he dwelt alone

"Mongst Heorot’s trophies and treasures rich. 165

Great was the grief of the gold-friend of Scyldings,

Vexed was his mood that he might not visit

His goodly throne, his gift-seat proud,

Deprived of joy by the judgment of God.

Many the wise men that met to discover 170

Ways of escape from the scourge of affliction.

Often they came for counsel together;

Often at heathen altars they made

Sacrifice-offerings, beseeching their idols

To send them deliverance from assault of the
foe. 175

Such was their practice, they prayed to the Devil;*

The hope of the heathen on hell was fixed,

The mood of their mind. Their Maker thcy knew
not,

The righteous Judge and Ruler on high.

The Wielder of Glory they worshipped not, 180

The Warden of Heaven. Woe be to him

Whose soul is doomed through spite and envy,

In utter despair and agony hopeless

Forever to burn. But blessed is he

Who, after this life, the Lord shall seek, 185

Eager for peace in the arms of the Father.

8 A kenning for “king.”
14 Note the Christian element in this passage.
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The Voyage of Beowulf to the Hall of Hrothgar

Thus boiled with care the breast of Hrothgar;

Ceaselessly sorrowed the son of Healfdene,

None of his chieftains might change his lot.

Too fell was the foe that afflicted the people 190

With wrongs unnumbered, and nightly horrors.

Then heard in his home king Hygelac’s thane,'®

The dauntless Jute'® of the doings of Grendel.

In strength he outstripped the strongest of men

That dwell in the earth in the days of this life. 195

Gallant and bold, he gave command

To get him a boat, a good wave-skimmer.

Q’er the swan-road, he said, he would seek the
king

Noble and famous, who needed men.

Though dear to his kin, they discouraged him
not; 200

The prudent in counsel praised the adventure,

Whetted his valor, awaiting good omens.

So Beowulf chose from the bands of the Jutes
Heroes brave, the best he could find;

He with fourteen followers hardy, 205
Went to embark; he was wise in seamanship,
Showed them the landmarks, leading the way.
Soon they descried their craft in the water,
At the foot of the cliff. Then climbed aboard
The chosen troop; the tide was churning

Sea against sand; they stowed away

In the hold of the ship their shining armor,
War-gear and weapons; the warriors launched
Their well-braced boat on her welcome voyage.

a10

Swift o’er the waves with a wind that favored, 215
Foam on her breast, like a bird she flew;

A day and a night they drove to secaward,

Cut the waves with the curving prow,

Till the seamen that sailed her sighted the land,
Shining cliffs and coast-wise hills,

Headlands bold. The harbor opened,

Their cruise was ended. Then quickly the sailors,
The crew of Weder-folk,!? clambered ashore,
Moored their craft with clank of chain-mail,
And goodly war-gear. God they thanked 235
That their way was smooth o’er the surging waves.

220

18 Beowulf, the hero of the poem.

16 “Geat” (in the original) refers to a tribe in Sweden,
not to the Jutes of southern Denmark or to those who
settled southern England.

¥ Another name for the Geats.
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High on the shore, the Scylding coast-guard
Saw from the cliff where he kept his watch,
Glittering shields o'er the gang-plank carried,
Polished weapons: it puzzled him sore,

He wondered in mind who the men might be.
Down to the strand on his steed came riding
Hrothgar’s thane, with threatening arm

Shook his war-spear and shouted this challenge:
“Who are ye, men, all mailed and harnessed, 235
That brought yon ship o’er the broad sea-ways,
And hither have come across the water,

To land on our shores. Long have I stood

As coast-guard here, and kept my sea-watch,
Lest harrying foe with hostile fleet 240
Should dare to damage our Danish'® land.
Armed men never from overseas came

More openly hither. But how do ye know

That law of the land doth give ye leave

To come thus near. I never have seen 245
Statelier earl upon earth than him,—

Yon hero in harness. No house-carl he,

In lordly array, if looks speak true,

And noble bearing. But now I must learn

Your names and country, ere nearer ye come, 250
Underhand spies, for aught I know,

In Danish land. Now listen ye strangers,

In from the sea, to my open challenge:

Heed ye my words and haste me to know

What your errand and whence ye have come.” 255

230

v
Beowulf's Words with the Coast-Guard

Him the hero hailed with an answer,

The war-troop’s leader, his word-hoard unlocked:
“In truth we belong to the tribe of the Jutes;
We are Hygelac’s own hearth-companions.
Far among folk my father was known,

A noble chieftain, his name was Ecgtheow.
Honored by all, he ended his days

Full of winters and famed in the land.

Wise men everywhere well remember him.
Hither we fare with friendly purpose 265
To seek thy lord, the son of Healfdene,

The land-protector. Instruct us kindly.

Bound on adventure we visit thy lord,

The prince of the Danes. Our purpose is open;
Nought keep we secret; thou surely wilt know 270
If the tale we were told is true or not:

That among the Scyldings a monster strange,

18 The action of Parts I and II of the poem takes place
in Denmark; of Part III in Sweden.
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A nameless demon, when nights are dark,
With cruel cunning, for cause unknown,
Works havoc and slaughter. I have in mind
A way to help your wise king Hrothgar,
Your ruler to rid of the ravening foe,
If ever his tide of troubles shall turn,
The billows of care that boil in his breast
Shall cool and subside, and his sorrow be cured; 280
Else, failing my purpose, forever hereafter
He shall suffer distress, while stands on its hill,
Mounting on high, his matchless hall.”
Straight answered the coast-guard, astride his horse,
The warrior brave: “Twixt words and deeds 285
A keen-witted thane, if he thinks aright,
Must well distinguish and weigh the difference.
Your words I believe, that you wish no evil
To the Scylding lord. I will let you bring
Your shields ashore and show you the way.
My comrades here shall keep the watch,
From meddling foe defend your craft,
Your fresh-tarred boat, fast by the beach,
And faithfully guard her till again she bear
With curving bow, o’er the bounding main, 295
Her master well-loved to the Wedermark.
Fortune oft favors the fighter who yields not;®
Hero unflinching comes unhurt from the fray.”
Landward they hastened, leaving behind them
Fast at her moorings the full-bosomed boat,
The ship at anchor. Shone the boar-heads,
Gleaming with gold, o’er the guards of their
helmets:
Bright and fire-forged the beast kept watch.
Forward they pressed, proud and adventurous,
Fit for the fight, till afar they descried
The high-peaked radiant roof of the hall.
Of houses far-praised, 'neath heaven by the people
That inhabit the earth, this house was most famous,
The seat of King Hrothgar; its splendor gleamed
bright
O'er many a land. Their leader well-armed
Showed them the shining shield-burg of heroes,
And set them right on the road to their goal.
Then, wheeling his steed, he wished them farewell:
“*Tis time that I leave you; the Lord of Heaven,
The Father Almighty in mercy keep you 315
Safe on your journey; seaward I turn
Watch to keep and ward against foe.”
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19 A good example of the strong belief in fate linked to
an equally strong practical wisdom. A later expression is
“Trust God and keep your powder dry.”

2
v

Beowulf's Arrival at the Hall and the Manner of
his Reception

The street was stone-paved; straight it led

To the goal of their journey. Glistened their
byrnies?

Stout and strong-linked; sang the rings

Of their iron mail as they marched along,

In armor and helmet right up to the hall.

Sea-voyage-sated, they set their shields,

"Their linden-woods broad, along the wall.

As they bent to the bench, their byrnies clat-
tered. 325

They stacked their spears that stood in a row,

Ashwood tipped with iron above;

Well-equipped was the warlike band.

A stately Dane the strangers addressed,

Asked who they were and whence they had
come: 330

“Whence do ye bear your burnished shields,

Your visored helmets and harness gray

Your heap of spear-shafts? A servant of Hrothgar's,

His herald, am 1. Hardier strangers,

Nobler in mien, have I never seen.

"Tis clear you come to the court of Hrothgar,

Not outlaws and beggars, but bent on adventure.”

To him gave answer the hero brave,

The lord of the Weders these words returned,

Bold 'neath his helmet: “We are Hygelac’s men, 340

His board-companions. I am Beowulf called.

Ready am I the ruler to answer,

To say to thy lord, the son of Healfdene,

Why we have come his court to seek,

If he will graciously grant us a hearing.” 345

Woulfgar replied: (he was prince of the Wendles,

His noble renown was known to many,

His courage in war, and wisdom in counsel)

“I will carry thy quest to the king of the Danes,

And ask him whether he wishes to grant 3s0

The boon thou dost ask of the breaker-of-rings,

To speak to himself concerning thy journey;

And straight will I bring thee the answer he sends.”

Swiftly he hied him where Hrothgar sat,

White-haired and old, his earls around him.

Stately he strode, till he stood in the presence

Of the king of the Danes,—in courtly ways

Was Wulfgar skilled; he spoke to his lord:

“Hither have fared from a far country,

® coats of mail.
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A band of Jutes o’er the bounding sea. 360
Their leader and chief by his chosen comrades
Is Beowulf called; this boon they ask:
That they may find with thee, my lord,
Favor of speech; refuse them not,

But grant them, Hrothgar, gracious hearing
In armor clad, they claim respect

Of choicest earls; but chiefly their lord
Who lately hither hath led his comrades.”

365

vi
Hrothgar's Welcome to Beowulf

Hrothgar spoke, the Scyldings’ protector:

“Beowulf I knew in his boyhood days;

His aged father was Ecgtheow named.

To him, to take home, did Hrethel give

His only daughter. Their dauntless son

Now comes to my court in quest of a friend.

My sea-faring men whom I sent afar 375

To the land of the Jutes, with generous gifts,

In token of friendship, have told me this,

That the power of his grip was so great it equalled

The strength of thirty stout-armed thanes.

Him bold in battle, the blessed God

Hath sent in his mercy, to save our people

—So I hope in my heart—from the horror of
Grendel.

I shall offer him gold for his gallant spirit.

Go now in haste, and greet the strangers;

Bid to the hall the whole of the company;

Welcome with words the warrior band,

To the home of the Danes.” To the hall door went

Woulfgar the courtly, and called them in:

“My master commands me this message to give
you,

The lord of the Danes your lineage knows; 390

Bids me to welcome you, brave-hearted warriors,

Bound on adventure o'er the billowy main.

Ye may rise now and enter, arrayed in your armor,

Covered with helmets, the king to greet.

But leave your shields, and your shafts of slaugh-
ter, 395

Here by the wall to await the issue.”

Then rose the leader, around him his comrades,

Sturdy war-band; some waited without,

Bid by the bold one their battle-gear to guard.

Together they hastened where the herald led
them, 400

Under Heorot’s roof. The hero went first,

Strode under helmet, till he stood by the hearth.

Beowulf spoke, his byrnie glistened,

His corslet chain-linked by cunning of smithcraft:

370
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“Hail, king Hrothgar! Hygelac’s thane 405

And kinsman am 1. Known is the record

Of deeds of renown I have done in my youth.

Far in my home, I heard of this Grendel;

Sca-farers tell the tale of the hall:

How bare of warriors, this best of buildings

Deserted stands, when the sun goes down

And twilight deepens to dark in the sky.

By comrades encouraged, I come on this journey.

The best of them bade me, the bravest and wisest,

To go to thy succor, O good king Hrothgar; 415

For well they approved my prowess in battle,

They saw me themselves come safe from the con-
flict

When five of my foes I defeated and bound,

Beating in battle the brood of the monsters.

At night on the sea with nicors I wrestled,

Avenging the Weders, survived the sea-peril,

And crushed in my grip the grim sea-monsters®

That harried my neighbors. Now I am come

To cope with Grendel in combat single,

And match my might against the monster, alone.

I pray thee therefore, prince of the Scyldings, 426

Not to refuse the favor I ask,

Having come so far, O friend of the Shield-Danes,

That I alone with my loyal comrades,

My hardy companions, may Heorot purge.

Moreover they say that the slaughterous fiend

In wanten mood all weapons despises.

Hence,—as I hope that Hygelac may,

My lord and king, be kind to me,—

Sword and buckler I scorn to bear, 435

Gold-adorned shield, as I go to the conflict.

With my grip will I grapple the gruesome fiend,

Foe against foe, to fight for our life.

And he that shall fall his faith must put

In the judgment of God. If Grendel wins,

He is minded to make his meal in the hall

Untroubled by fear, on the folk of the Jutes,

As often before he fed on the Danes.

No need for thee then to think of my burial.

If T lose my life, the lonely prowler

My blood-stained body will bear to his den,

Swallow me greedily, and splash with my gore

His lair in the marsh; no longer wilt then

Have need to find me food and sustenance.

To Hygelac send, if I sink in the battle,

This best of corslets that covers my breast,

Heirloom of Hrethel,?? rarest of byrnies,

The work of Weland.*® So Wyrd will be done.”

B Cf. Part IX.

 His grandfather, once king of the Geats.

B The smith of Norse and English myth. Cf. Deor’s
Lament.
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vt

The Feasting in Heorot and the Customs of the
Hall

Hrothgar spoke, the Scyldings’ defender:

“Thou hast come, dear Beowulf, to bring us
help, 455

For the sake of friendship to fight our battles.

Hrothgar recounts the exploits of Beowulf’s father (15 lines).

Sad is my spirit and sore it grieves me

To tell to any the trouble and shame

That Grendel hath brought me with bitter hate,
The havoc he wrought in my ranks in the hall. 460
My war-band dwindles, driven by Wyrd

Into Grendel’s grasp; but God may easily

End this monster’s mad career.

Full often they boasted, my beer-bold warriors,
Brave o’er their ale-cups, the best of my fighters, 465
They’d meet in the mead-hall the mighty Grendel,
End his orgies with edge of the sword.

But always the mead-hall, the morning after,

The splendid building, was blood-bespattered;
Daylight dawned on the drippings of swords; 470
Soiled with slaughter were sills and benches,
My liege-men perished, and left me poor.

Sit down to the board; unbend thy thoughts;
Speak to my men as thy mood shall prompt.”
For the band of the Jutes a bench was cleared; 475
Room in the mead-hall was made for them all.
Then strode to their seats the strong-hearted heroes.
The warriors’ wants a waiting-thane served;
Held in his hand the highly-wrought ale-cup,
Poured sparkling mead, while the minstrel sang 480
Gaily in Heorot. There was gladness of heroes,

A joyous company of Jutes and of Danes.

vt
Unferth Taunts Beowulf

Then up spoke Unferth, Ecglaf’s son,

Who sat at the feet of the Scylding ruler;

He vented his jealousy. The journey of Beowulf, 485
His sea-adventure, sorely displeased him.

It filled him with envy that any other

Should win among men more war-like glory,
More fame under heaven than he himself:

“Art thou the Beowulf that battled with Brecca, 490
Far out at sea, when ye swam together,

What time you two made trial of the billows,
Risking your lives in reckless folly,

On the open sea? None might dissuade you,
Friend nor foe, from the fool-hardy venture, 495
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When straight from the shore you struck for the
open,

Breasted the waves and beat with your arms

The mounting billows, measured the sea-paths

With lusty strokes. Stirred was the ocean

By wintry storms. Seven days and nights

Your sea-strife lasted; at length he beat you,

His strength was the better; at break of day

He made the beach where the Battle-Reamas

Dwell by the shore; and straightway returned

To his people beloved in the land of the Brond-
ings, 505

Where liegemen and towns and treasure were his.

In sooth I say, the son of Beanstan

His boast against thee made good to the full.

But now I ween a worse fate awaits thee,

Though thy mettle be proved in many a battle 510

And grim encounter, if the coming of Grendel

Thou darest abide, in the dead of the night.”

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow:

“What a deal of stuff thou hast talked about
Brecca,

Garrulous with drink, my good friend Unferth. 515

Thou hast lauded his deeds. Now listen to mel

More sea-strength had I, more ocean-endurance,

Than any man else, the wide earth round.

"Tis true we planned in the pride of our youth

This ocean-adventure, and vowed we would risk 520

Our lives in the deep, each daring the other.

We were both of us boys, but our boast we ful-
filled.

Our naked swords as we swam from the land,

We held in our grasp, to guard against whales.

Not a stroke could he gain on me, strive as he
would, - 525

Make swifter speed through the swelling waves,

Nor could I in swimming o’ercome him at sea.

Side by side in the surge we labored

Five nights long. At last we were parted

By furious seas and a freezing gale.

Night fell black; the norther wild

Rushed on us ruthless and roughened the sea.

Now was aroused the wrath of the monsters,

But my war-proof ring-mail woven and hand-
locked,

Served me well ’gainst the sea-beasts’ fury;

The close-linked battle-net covered my breast.

I was dragged to the bottom by a blood-thirsty
monster,

Firm in his clutch the furious sea-beast

Helpless held me. But my hand came free,

And my foe I pierced with point of my sword. 540

With my battle-blade good *twas given me to kill

The dragon of the deep. by dint of mv blow.”
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Beowulf Completes the Story of his Swimming
Adventure with Brecca. Hrothgar's Departure
from the Hall

“Thus sore beset me sea-beasts thronging,

Murderous man-eaters. I met their charges,

Gave them their due with my goodly blade.

They failed of their fill, the feast they expected

In circle sitting on the sea-floor together

With me for their meal. I marred their pleasure.

When morning came, they were cast ashore

By the wash of the waves; their wounds proved
fatal, 550

Bloated and dead on the beach they lay.

No more would they cross the course of the ships,

In the chop of the channel charge the sailors.

Day broke in the east, bright beacon of God;

The sea fell smooth. I saw bold headlands,

Windy walls; for Wyrd oft saveth

A man not doomed, if he dauntless prove.

My luck did not fail me, my long sword finished

Nine of the nicors. Ne'er have I heard

Of fiercer battle fought in the night,

Of hero more harried by horrors at sea.

Yet I saved my life from the sea-beasts’ clutch.

Worn with the struggle, I was washed ashore

In the realm of the Finns by the run of the
tide,

The heave of the flood. I have failed to hear 565

Of like adventure laid to thee,

Battle so bitter. Brecca did never,—

Neither of you was known to achieve

Deed so valiant, adventure so daring,

Sword-play so nimble; not that I boast of it, 570

But mark me Unferth, you murdered your
brothers,

Your closest of kin. The.curse of hell

For this you will suffer, though sharp be your wit.

In sooth I say to you, son of Ecglaf,

Never had Grendel such grim deeds wrought, 575

Such havoc in Heorot, so harried your king

With bestial fury, if your boasted courage

In deeds as well as in words you had proved.

But now he has found he need not fear

Vengeance fierce from the Victory-Scyldings, 580

Ruthless attack in return for his raids.

He takes his toll of your tribe as he pleases,

Sparing none of your spearmen proud.

He ravens and rages and recks not the Dane folk,

Safe from their sword-play. But soon I will teach
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How the Jute-folk fight. Then freely may go

To the mead-hall who likes, when the light of
morning,

The next day’s dawn, the dark shall dispel,

And the heaven-bright sun from the south shall
shine.”

Glad in his heart was the giver of rings, 590
Hoped to have help, the hoar-headed king;
The Shield-Danes’ shepherd was sure of relief,
When he found in Beowulf so firm a resolve.
There was laughter of heroes. Loud was their
revelry,
Words were winsome, as Wealhtheow rose, 595
Queen of Hrothgar, heedful of courtesy,
Gold-adorned greeted the guests in the hall.
First to her lord, the land-defender,
The high-born lady handed the cup;
Bade him be gleeful and gay at the board,
And good to his people. Gladly he took it,
Quaffed from the beaker, the battle-famed king.
Then leaving her lord, the lady of the Helmings
Passed among her people in each part of the hall,
Offered the ale-cup to old and young, 6os
Till she came to the bench where Beowulf sat.
The jewel-laden queen in courteous manner
Beowulf greeted; to God gave thanks,
Wise in her words, that her wish was granted,
That at last in her trouble a trusted hero 610
Had come for comfort. The cup received
From Wealhtheow’s hand the hardy warrior,
And made this reply, his mind on the battle;
Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow:
“I made up my mind when my mates and I
Embarked in our boat, outbound on the sea,
That fully I'd work the will of thy people,
Or fall in the fight, in the clutch of the fiend.
I surely shall do a deed of glory,
Worthy an earl, or end my days,
My morning of life, in the mead-hall here.”
His words pleased well the wife of Hrothgar,
The Jutish lord’s boast. The jewelled queen
Went to sit by the side of her lord.
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Renewed was the sound of noisy revel, 625
Wassail of warriors. Brave words were spoken.
Mirth in the mead-hall mounted high,

Till Healfdene’s son the sign did give

That he wished to retire. Full well he knew
The fiend would find a fight awaiting him,
When the light of the sun had left the hall,
And creeping night should close upon them,
And shadowy shapes come striding on
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Dim through the dark. The Danes arose.

Hrothgar again gave greeting to Beowulf,

Wished him farewell; the wine-hall lofty

He left in his chargc These last words spoke he:

“Never before have I full entrusted

To mortal man this mighty hall,

Since arm and shield I was able to lift.

To thee alone I leave it now,

To have and to hold it. Thy hardihood prove!

Be mindful of glory; keep watch for the foe!

No reward shalt thou lack if thou live through this
fight.”

635
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x
Beowulf's Watch in Heorot

Then Hrothgar went with his warrior-band, 645

The Arm-of-the-Scyldings, out of the hall.

Would the war-lord Wealhtheow seek,

The queen for his bed-mate. The best of kings

Had placed in the hall, so heroes report,

A watch against Grendel, to guard his house, 650

Deliverance bring to the land of the Danes.

But the lord of the Jutes, joyfully trusted

In the might of his arm and the mercy of God

Off he stripped his iron byrnie,

Helmet from head, and handed his sword,

Choicest of bladcs, to his body-thane,

And bade him keep the battle armor.

Then made his boast once more the warrior,

Beowulf the bold, ere his bed he sought,

Summoned his spirit; “Not second to Grendel 660

In combat I count me and courage of war.

But not with the sword will I slay this foeman,

Though light were the task to take his life.

Nothing at all does he know of such fighting,

Of hewing of shields, though shrewd be his
malice 665

Ill deeds to contrive. We two in the night

Shall do without swords, if he dare to meet me

In hand to hand battle. May the holy Lord

To one or the other award the victory,

As it seems to Him right, Ruler all-wise.”

Then he sought his bed. The bolster received

The head of the hero. In the hall about him,

Stretched in sleep, his sailormen lay.

Not one of them thought he would ever return

Home to his country, nor hoped to see 675

His people again, and the place of his birth.

They had heard of too many men of the Danes

O'ertaken suddenly, slain without warning,

In the royal hall. But the Ruler on High
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Through the woof of fate to the Wederfolk gave 680

Friendship and help, their foes to o’ercome,

By a single man’s strength to slay the destroyer.
Thus all may learn that the Lord Almighty
Wields for aye the Wyrds of men.

XI

Beowulf's Fight with Grendel
Now Grendel came, from his crags of mist 685
Across the moor; he was curst of God.
The murderous prowler meant to surprise
In the high-built hall his human prey.
He stalked neath the clouds, till steep before him
The house of revelry rose in his path, 690
The gold-hall of heroes, the gaily adorned.
Hrothgar’s home he had hunted full often,
But never before had he found to receive him
So hardy a hero, such hall-guards there.
Close to the building crept the slayer,
Doomed to misery. The door gave way,
Though fastened with bolts, when his fist fell

on it.
Maddened he broke through the breach he had
made;

Swoln with anger and eager to slay,
The ravening fiend o'er the bright-paved floor 700
Furious ran, while flashed from his eyes
An ugly glare like embers aglow.
He saw in the hall, all huddled together,
The heroes asleep. Then laughed in his heart
The hideous fiend; he hoped ere dawn
To sunder body from soul of each;
He looked to appease his lust of blond,
Glut his maw with the men he would slay.
But Wyrd had otherwise willed his doom;
Never again should he get a victim
After that night. Narrowly watched
Hygelac’s thane how the horrible slayer
Forward should charge in fierce attack.
Nor was the monster minded to wait:
Sudden he sprang on a sleeping thane,
Ere he could stir, he slit him open;
Bit through the bone-joints, gulped the blood,
Greedily bolted the body piecemeal.
Soon he had swallowed the slain man wholly,
Hands and feet. Then forward he hastened,
Sprang at the hero, and seized him at rest;
Fiercely clutched him with fiendish claw.
But quickly Beowulf caught his forearm,
And threw himself on it with all his weight.
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Straight discovered that crafty plotter, 738
That never in all midearth had he met

In any man a mightier grip.

Gone was his courage, and craven fear

Sat in his heart, yet helped him no sooner.

Fain would he hide in his hole in the fenland, 730
His devil’s den. A different welcome

From former days he found that night!

Now Hygelac's thane, the hardy, remembered
His evening’s boast, and bounding up,

Grendel he clenched, and cracked his fingers; 735
The monster tried flight, but the man pursued;
The ravager hoped to wrench himself free,
And gain the fen, for he felt his fingers
Helpless and limp in the hold of his foe.
"Twas a sorry visit the man-devourer

Made to the Hall of the Hart that night.
Dread was the din, the Danes were frighted
By the uproar wild of the ale-spilling fray.
The hardiest blenched as the hall-foes wrestled
In terrible rage. The rafters groaned;

"Twas wonder great that the wine-hall stood,
Firm ’gainst the fighters’ furious onslaught,
Nor fell to the ground, that glorious building.
With bands of iron 'twas braced and stiffened
Within and without. But off from the sill

Many a mead-bench mounted with gold

Was wrung where they wrestled in wrath together.
The Scylding nobles never imagined

That open attack, or treacherous cunning,
Could wreck or ruin their royal hall,

The lofty and antlered, unless the flames
Should some day swallow it up in smoke.
The din was renewed, the noise redoubled;
Each man of the Danes was mute with dread,
That heard from the wall the horrible wail,
The gruesome song of the godless foe,

His howl of defeat, as the fiend of hell
Bemoaned his hurt, The man held fast;
Greatest he was in grip of strength,

Of all that dwelt upon earth that day.
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XII
The Defeat of Grendel

Loath in his heart was the hero-deliverer

To let escape his slaughterous guest.

Of little use that life he deemed

To human kind. The comrades of Beowulf
Unsheathed their weapons to ward their leader, 770
Eagerly brandished their ancient blades,

The life of their peerless lord to defend.
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Little they deemed, those dauntless warriors,
As they leaped to the fray, those lusty fighters,
Laying on boldly to left and to right,

Eager to slay, that no sword upon earth,

No keenest weapon, could wound that monster:
Point would not pierce, he was proof against iron;
'Gainst victory-blades the devourer was charmed.
But a woful end awaited the wretch. 780
That very day he was doomed to depart,

And fare afar to the fiends’ domain.

775

Now Grendel found, who in former days

So many a warrior had wantonly slain,

In brutish lust, abandoned of God, 785
That the frame of his body was breaking at last.
Keen of courage, the kinsman of Hygelac
Held him grimly gripped in his hands.
Loath was each to the other alive.

The grisly monster got his death-wound:

A huge split opened under his shoulder;
Crunched the socket, cracked the sinews,
Glory great was given to Beowulf.

But Grendel escaped with his gaping wound,
O’er the dreary moor his dark den sought,
Crawled to his lair. "Twas clear to him then,
The count of his hours to end had come,

Done were his days. The Danes were glad,
The hard fight was over, they had their desire.
Cleared was the hall, "twas cleansed by the hero 800
With keen heart and courage, who came from afar.
The lord of the Jutes rejoiced in his work,

The deed of renown he had done that night.
His boast to the Danes he bravely fulfilled;
From lingering woe delivered them all; 8ot
From heavy sorrow they suffered in heart;

From dire distress they endured so long;

From toil and from trouble. This token they saw:
The hero had laid the hand of Grendel

Both arm and claws, the whole forequarter 810
With clutches huge, 'neath the high-peaked roof.
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XI1n

The Celebration of the Victory and the Song
of the Gleeman

When morning arrived, so runs the report,
Around the gift-hall gathered the warriors;
The folk-leaders fared from far and near,
The wide ways o’er, the wonder to view, 815
The wild beast’s foot-prints, Not one of them felt
Regret that the creature had come to grief.
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When they traced his retreat by the tracks on the
moor;

Marked where he wearily made his way,

Harried and beaten, to the haunt of the nicors,2*

Slunk to the water, to save his life. 8a1

There they beheld the heaving surges,

Billows abrim with bloody froth,

Dyed with gore, where the gruesome fiend,

Stricken and doomed, in the struggle of death 825

Gave up his ghost in the gloom of the mere,

His heathen soul for hell to receive it.

Then from the mere the thanes turned back,

Men and youths from the merry hunt,

Home they rode on their horses gray,

Proudly sitting their prancing steeds.

Beowulf’s prowess was praised by all.

They all agreed that go where you will,

"Twixt sea and sea, at the south or the north,

None better than he, no braver hero,

None worthier honor could ever be found,

(They meant no slight to their master and lord,

The good king Hrothgar their ruler kind.)

830
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Now and again the noble chiefs

Gave rein to their steeds, and spurred them to
race, 840

Galloped their grays where the ground was smooth.

Now and again a gallant thane,

Whose mind was stored with many a lay,

With songs of battle and sagas old,

Bound new words in well-knit bars,

Told in verse the valor of Beowulf,

Matched his lines and moulded his lay.

845

Here is introduced an episode of the Nibelungen Legend.
The gleeman tells how Sigmund the Volsung, with his son and
nephew Fitela, ranged the forests and slew wild beasts. Later,
when Fitela was no longer with him, Sigmund killed a dragon
and won a great treasure,

When the lay was ended, they urged once more
Their racers fleet to fly o’er the plain.

As the morning sped, and the sun climbed higher,
Many went in, the marvellous sight 851
More closely to scan. The king himself,

With a troop of trusty retainers about him,

Strode from his bower; the bestower-of-rings
Came, and with him the queen, in state, 855
The meadow-path trod, by her maidens attended.

% sea-beasts.

XIv

Hrothgar's Praise of Beowulf, and Beowulf's
Reply

Hrothgar spoke when he reached the hall,

Stood on the step, and stared at the roof

Adorned with gold, and Grendel’s hand:

“Prompt be my heart to praise the Almighty 860

For the sight I behold. Much harm have I suffered,

And grief from Grendel, but God still works

Wonder on wonder, the Warden of Glory.

But a little while since, I scarcely dared,

As long as I lived to look for escape 86s

From my burden of sorrow, when blood-stained
stood,

And dripping with slaughter, this stately hall.

Wide-spread woe my warriors scattered;

They never hoped this house to rid,

While life should last, this land-mark of people, 870

Of demons and devils. 'Tis done by the hero.

By the might of the Lord this man has finished

The feat that all of us failed to achieve

By wit or by war. And well may she say,

—Whoever she be,—that bore this son, 875

That the Ancient of Days dealt with her graciously,

And blest her in child-birth. Now Beowulf, hear!

I shall henceforth hold thee, hero beloved,

As child of my own, and cherish thee fondly

In kinship new. Thou shalt never lack

Meed of reward that is mine to give.

For deeds less mighty have I many times granted

Fullest reward to warriors feebler,

In battle less brave. Thy boldness and valor

Afar shall be known; thy fame shall live 883

To be great among men. Now God the Almighty

With honor reward thee, as ever he doth.”

880

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow

“Gladly we fought this good fight through,
Fearlessly faced the foe inhuman,

Grappled him gruesome; it grieves me sore

That the man-beast himself you may not see,
Dead in the hall, fordone in the fray.

I meant to master the monster quickly,

To his death-bed pin him by power of my grip, 85
Hold him hard till my hand could strangle him,
Bringing him low, but he broke away.

In vain I tried to prevent his escape.

The Lord was unwilling; I lost my hold

On the man-destroyer; too strong was the monster,
Too swift on his feet. But to save his life go1
He left behind him the whole of his fore-paw,
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Arm and shoulder. "Twas a useless shift,
Profiting nothing. He ne’er will prolong
His life by the loss, the loathly slayer,
Sunk in sin; but sorrow holds him,

Caught in the grasp of its grip relentless,
In woful bonds to await in anguish,

Guilty wretch, the rest of his doom,

As the Lord Almighty shall mete it to him.”

905

910

More silent seemed the son of Ecglaf,®®

Less boastful in bragging of brave deeds done,
When all of them, looking aloft, beheld

The hand on high, where it hung ’neath the roof,
The claw of the fiend; each finger was armed 9!5
With a steel-like spur instead of a nail,

The heathen’s handspikes, the horrible paw

Of the evil fiend. They all declared

No iron blade could ¢’er have bit

On the monstrous bulk of the man-beast’s hide, 920
Or hewn away that woful talon.

XV
The Feasting and Giving of Treasure in the Hall

Now orders were given the guest-hall to cleanse,

And furnish it fresh. Forth went hurrying

Men and maids. To the mead-hall they went

And busily worked. Woven tapestries, 925

Glinting with gold, hung gay on the walls,

Marvellous wonders for men to look upon.

Ruin and wreck had been wrought in the building,

Though braced within by iron bands, 929

The hinges were wrenched, the roof alone stood

Undamaged and sound, when the sin-spotted

wretch,

The demon destroyer, in despair of his life,

Turned and made off,—not easy it is

To escape from death, essay it who will.

(So each of us all to his end must come,

Forced by fate to his final abode

Where his body, stretched on the bier of death,

Shall rest after revel.) Now right was the hour

For Healfdene’s heir to enter the hall;

The king himself would come to the feast.

I never have heard of nobler bearing

"Mongst ranks of liegemen surrounding their lord

As they took their seats, the trusty comrades,

And fell to feasting. Freely quaffed

Many a mead-cup the mighty kinsmen,

Hrothgar and Hrothulf, the high hall within.

Heorot was filled with a friendly host.
 Unferth.

935
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(Far was the day when the Scylding host
Should treachery plot, betraying each other.)
Then Healfdene’s son bestowed on Beowulf
A gold-adorned banner for battle-reward,
A rich-broidered standard, breast-plate and helmet.
The swordmen assembled saw the treasures
Borne before the hero. Beowulf drank
The health of Hrothgar, nor had reason to feel 955
Ashamed before shieldmen to show his reward.
Never were offered by earls that I heard of,
In token of friendship four such treasures,
Never was equalled such ale-bench bounty.
Round the ridge of the helmet a rim of iron,
Wound with wire, warded the head,
That the offspring of files, with fearful stroke,
The hard-tempered sword-blade, might harm it
not,
When fierce in the battle the foemen should join.
At a sign from the king, eight stallions proud, 965
Bitted and bridled, were brought into hall.?®
On the back of one was a wondrous saddle,
Bravely wrought and bordered with jewels,
The battle-seat bold of the best of kings,
When Hrothgar himself would ride to the sword-
lay. 970
(Nor flinched from the foe the famous warrior
In the front of the fight where fell the slain.)
To the hero delivered the lord of the Scyldings,
The heir of Ing, both armor and horses,
Gave them to Beowulf, and bade him enjoy them.
Thus royally, the ruler famous, 976
The heroes’ hoard-guard, heaped his bounty;
Repaid the struggle with steeds and trophies,
Praised by all singers who speak the truth.

950
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XVI

The King's Gifts to Beowulf's Men, and the
Gleeman’s Lay of Finn

The Lord of the earls then added gifts, 980
At the mead-bench remembered the men, each one,
That Beowulf brought o’er the briny deep,

With ancient heirlooms and offered to pay

In gold for the man that Grendel had slain,

As more of them surely the monster had killed 985
Had not holy God and the hero’s courage
Averted their doom. (So daily o'errules

The Father Almighty the fortunes of .men.
Therefore is insight ever the best,

And prudence of mind; for much shall suffer 990

% Riding a horse directly into a hall was common. Cf.
Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, p. 71.
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Of lief and of loath who long endures

The days of his life in labor and toil.)
Now music and song were mingled together,
In the presence of Hrothgar, ruler in war.
Harp was struck and hero-lays told.

Along the mead-bench the minstrel spread
Cheer in hall, when he chanted the lay

Of the sudden assault on the sons of Finn.

The episode which follows alludes obscurely to details of a
feud between Frisians and Danes. The Finnsburg fragment
contains a portion of the same story; and one of the heroes,
Hnzf, is also mentioned in Widsith.

995

Xvil

The Lay of Finn Ended. The Speech of the Queen

The lay was ended,
The gleeman’s song. Sound of revelry
Rose again. Gladness brightened
Along bench and board. Beer-thanes poured
From flagons old the flowing wine.
Wealhtheow the queen walked in state,
Under her crown, where uncle and nephew
Together sat,—they still were friends.
There too sat Unferth, trusted counsellor,
At Hrothgar’s feet; though faith he had broken
With his kinsmen in battle, his courage was proved.
Then the queen of the Scyldings spoke these
words: 1010
“Quaff of this cup my king and my lord,
Gold-friend of men. To thy guests be kind,
To the men of the Jutes be generous with gifts.
Far and near thou now hast peace.
I have heard thou dost wish the hero for son,
To hold as thy own, now Heorot is cleansed,
The jewel-bright hall. Enjoy while thou mayest,
Allotment of wealth, and leave to thy heirs
Kingdom and rule when arrives the hour
That hence thou shalt pass to thy place appointed.
Well I know that my nephew Hrothulf 1031
Will cherish in honor our children dear,
If thou leavest before him this life upon earth;
He will surely requite the kindness we showed
him,
Faithfully tend our two young sons, 1025
When to mind he recalls our care and affection,
How we helped him and housed him when Ae was
a child.”
She turned to the bench where her two boys sat,
Hrethric and Hrothmund, and the rest of the
youth,
A riotous band, and right in their midst,
Between the two brothers, Beowulf sat.

1000
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XVIII
The Queen’s Gifts to Beowulf

With courteous bow the cup she offered,
Greeted him graciously and gave him to boot
Two armlets rare of twisted gold,

A robe and rings, and the rarest collar;

A better was never known among men,
Since Hama brought to his bright-built hall
The jewelled necklace, the gem of the Brisings.?!

1035

The narrative is interrupted for fourteen lines to teli of the
subsequent history of Wealhthcow's gift; how Beowulf gave
it to Hygelac, who wore it on his famous raid against the

. Frisians, in which he was slain by the Franks.

Before the warriors Wealhtheow spoke:

“Accept, dear Beowulf, this bright-gemmed collar;
Make happy use of this heirloom jewelled, 1041
This ring and robe and royal treasure;

Be brave and bold. My boys instruct

In gentle manners; mine be the praise.

Thou hast done such a deed that in days to come
Men will proclaim thy might and valor 1046
To the ends of the earth, where the ocean-wave
Washes the windy walls of the land.

I wish thee joy of thy jewelled treasure,
Long be thy life; enlarge thy prosperity,
Show thee a friend to my sons in deed.
Here each earl to the other is faithful,
True to his liege-lord, loyal and kind.

My warriors obey me, willing and prompt.
The Danes carousing, do as I bid.”

She went to her seat, the wine flowed free;
"Twas a glorious feast. The fate that impended,
None of them knew, though near to them all.

1050

1055

When darkness came, the king of the Danes
Went to his rest in the royal bower; 1060
But a throng of his kinsmen kept the hall

As they used to do in the days of old.

They cleared the boards and covered the floor
With beds and bolsters. One beer-thane there

Lay down to sleep with his doom upon him. 1065
They placed by their heads their polished shields,
Their battle-boards bright, on the bench nearby.
Above each earl, within easy reach,

Was his helmet high and his harness of mail

And the spear-shaft keen. "Twas their custom so,
That always at rest they were ready for war 1071

# According to Norse mythology the Brising jewel
belonged to the goddess Freya. In later times it was stolen
from the king of the Ostrogoths by Hama. Beowulf’s
jewels are compared to this famous necklace.
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At home or abroad, where'er they might be,
At what hour soever for aid might call
Their lord and king; they were comrades true.

END OF THE FIRST ADVENTURE
XIX

The Coming of Grendel's Dam to Avenge her Son

Then sank they to sleep, but sorely paid 1075

One poor wretch for his sleep that night.

The same thing fell, as in former days

When Grendel his raids on the gold-hall made,

Before the fiend had found his match,

Caught in his sins. "T'was seen that night

An avenger survived the villainous fiend,

Although they had ceased from their sorrow and
care.

"Twas Grendel’s mother, a monstrous hag.

She remembered her loss. She had lived in the deep,

In a water-hell cold, since Cain had become 1085

The evil slayer of his only brother,

His kin by blood; accursed he fled,

Marked by murder, from men’s delights,

Haunted the wilds; from him there sprung

Ghastly demon-shapes, Grendel was one.

1080

1090

‘The omitted lines break the narrative to turn back to the
Grendel fight.

Now grim and vengeful

His mother set out on her errand of woe,
Damage to wreak for the death of her son.
Arrived at Heorot, the Ring-Danes she found
Asleep in the hall. Soon was to come
Surprise to the earls, when into the hall
Burst Grendel’s dam. (Less grim was the terror,
As terror of woman in war is less,
—The fury of maidens, than full-armed men’s,
When the blood-stained war-blade with wire-

bound hilt, 1100
Hard and hammer-forged, hurtling through air
Hews the boar from the helmet’s crest.)
Many the swords that were suddenly drawn,
Blades from the benches; buckler and shield
Were tightly grasped; no time for the helmet, 1105
For harness of mail, when the horror was on them.
The monster was minded to make for the open;
Soon as discovered, she sought to escape.
Quickly she seized a sleeping warrior,
Fast in her clutch to the fens she dragged him. x110
He was to Hrothgar of heroes the dearest,
Most trusted of licgemen between the two seas,
Comrade the nearest, killed in his sleep,

1095
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The bravest in battle. Nor was Beowulf there,
They had elsewhere quartered the earl that night,
After the giving of gifts in the hall. 1116
There was shouting in Heorot; the hand she seized,
The bloody talon, she took away.

Sorrow was renewed in the nearby dwellings,
Bad was the bargain that both had made 1120
To pay for their friends with further lives lost.
With grief overcome was the gray-haired king,
When he learned that his thane was alive no more,
His dearest comrade by death o’ertaken;
Quick from his bower was Beowulf fetched,
The hero brave. At break of dawn,

He with his comrades came to the place
Where the king in sorrow was waiting to see
Whether God the Wielder of All would grant him
A turn in his tide of trouble and woe. 1130
Then entered the room the ready hero;

With his band of brave men the boards resounded.
He cagerly greeted the aged ruler,

Delayed not to ask the lord of the Ingwines
If his night had passed in peace and quiet.

1125
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XX

Hrothgar Describes the Haunt of the Monster and
Asks Beowulf to Undertake a Second
Adyenture

Hrothgar spoke, the Scylding defender:

“Speak not of peace for pain is renewed

'Mongst all the Danes. Dead is Zschere,

Elder brother of Irmenlaf,

My comrade true and counsellor trusted, 1140

My right-hand friend when in front of the combat

We stood shoulder to shoulder, when shieldburg
broke,

And boar-crests crashed in battle together.

Earls should ever like Aschere be.

On Heorot’s floor he was foully slain

By warlock wild. I wot not whither

The prey-proud fury hath fled to cover,

Glutted and gorged. With gruesome claws

And violence fierce she avenged thy deed,

The slaying of Grendel her son last night,

Because too long my loyal thanes

He had hunted and hurt, In the hall he fell,

His life was forfeit. To the fray returned

Another as cruel, her kin to avenge;

Faring from far, the feud re-opened.

Hence many a thane shall mourn and think

Of the giver of gifts with grief renewed,

And heart-woe heavy. The hand lies low

1145
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That fain would have helped and defended you all.

I have heard my people, the peasant folk 1160

Who house by the border and hold the fens,

Say they have seen two creatures strange,

Huge march-stalkers, haunting the moorland,

Wanderers outcast, One of the two

Seemed to their sight to resemble a woman;

The other manlike, a monster misshapen,

But huger in bulk than human kind,

Trod an exile’s track of woe.

The folk of the fen in former days

Named him Grendel. Unknown his father,

Or what his descent from demons obscure.

Lonely and waste is the land they inhabit,

Wolf-liffs wild and windy headlands,

Ledges of mist, where mountain torrents

Downward plunge to dark abysses,

And flow unseen. Not far from here

O’er the moorland in miles, a mere expands:

Spray-frosted trees o’erspread it, and hang

O'er the water with roots fast wedged in the rocks.

There nightly is seen, beneath the flood, 1180

A marvelous light. There lives not the man

Has fathomed the depth of the dismal mere.

Though the heather-stepper, the strong-horned
stag,

Seek this cover, forspent with the chase,

Tracked by the hounds, he will turn at bay, 1185

To die on the brink ere he brave the plunge,

Hide his head in the haunted pool.

Wan from its depths the waves are dashed,

When wicked storms are stirred by the wind,

And from sullen skies descends the rain.

In thee is our hope of help once more.

Not yet thou hast learned where leads the way

To the lurking-hole of this hatcher of outrage.

Seek, if thou dare, the dreaded spot!

Richly I pay thee for risking this fight,

With heirlooms golden and ancient rings,

As I paid thee before, if thou come back alive.”
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XXI

The Arrival of Hrothgar and Beowulf at Grendel's
Mere

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow:

“Sorrow not, gray-beard, nor grieve o'er thy friend!
Vengeance is better than bootless mourning. 1300
To each of us here the end must come

Of life upon earth: let him who may

Win glory ere death. I deem that best,

31

The lot of the brave, when life is over.
Rise, O realm-ward, ride we in haste,
To track the hag that whelped this Grendel.
I tell thee in truth, she may turn where she will,
No cave of ocean nor cover of weod,
No hole in the ground shall hide her from me.
But one day more thy woe endure, 1210
And nurse thy hope as I know thou wilt.”
Sprang to his feet the sage old king,
Gave praise to God for the promise spoken.
And now for Hrothgar a horse was bridled,
A curly-maned steed. The king rode on,
Bold on his charger. A band of shield-men
Followed on foot. Afar they saw
Footprints leading along the forest.
They followed the tracks, and found she had
crossed
Over the dark moor, dragging the body 1220
Of the goodliest thane that guarded with Hrothgar
Heorot Hall, and the home of the king.
The well-born hero held the trail;
Up rugged paths, o’er perilous ridges,
Through passes narrow, an unknown way,
By beetling crags, and caves of the nicors.
With a chosen few he forged ahead,
Warriors skilled, to scan the way.
Sudden they came on a cluster of trees
Overhanging a hoary rock,
A gloomy grove; and gurgling below,
A stir of waters all stained with blood.
Sick at heart were the Scylding chiefs,
Many a thane was thrilled with woe,
For there they beheld the head of Aschere
Far beneath at the foot of the cliff.
They leaned and watched the waters boil
With bloody froth. The band sat down,
While the war-horn sang its summons to battle.
They saw in the water sea-snakes a many, 1240
Wave-monsters weird, that wallowed about.
At the base of the cliff lay basking the nicors,
Who oft at sunrise ply seaward their journey,
To hunt on the ship-trails and scour the main,
Sea-beasts and serpents. Sudden they fled,
Wrathful and grim, aroused by the hail
Of the battle-horn shrill. The chief of the Jutes,
With a bolt from his bow a beast did sunder
From life and sea-frolic; sent the keen shaft
Straight to his vitals. Slow he floated,
Upturned and dead at the top of the waves.
Eager they boarded their ocean-quarry;
With barb-hooked boar-spears the beast they gaffed,
Savagely broached him and brought him to shore,
Wave-plunger weird. The warriors viewed 135
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The grisly stranger. But straightway Beowulf
Donned his corslet nor cared for his life. . . .

The narrative is here broken with a description of
Beowulf’s armor and the sword Hrunting, lent him by Unferth.

XXII
Beowulf's Fight with Grendel's Dam

To Hrothgar spoke the son of Ecgtheow:

“Remember, O honored heir of Healfdene,

Now that I go, thou noble king,

Warriors’ gold-friend, what we agreed on,

If I my life should lose in thy cause,

That thou wouldst stand in stead of my father,

Fulfil his office when I was gone.

Be guardian, thou, to my thanes and kinsmen, 1265

My faithful friends, if 1 fail to return.

To Hygelac send, Hrothgar beloved,

The goodly gifts thou gavest to me.

May the lord of the Jutes, when he looks on this
treasure,

May Hrethel’s son, when he sees these gifts,

Know that I found a noble giver,

And joyed, while I lived, in a generous lord.

This ancient heirloom to Unferth give,

To the far-famed warrior, my wondrous sword

Of matchless metal, I must with Hrunting 1275

Glory gain, or go to my death.”

1260

1270

After these words the Weder-Jute lord

Sprang to his task, nor staid for an answer.
Swiftly he sank ’neath the swirling flood;

"Twas an hour’s time ere he touched the bottom.
Soon the sea-hag, savage and wild, 1281
Who had roamed through her watery realms at will,
For winters a hundred, was 'ware from below,
An carthling had entered her ocean domain.
Quickly she reached and caught the hero;
Grappled him grimly with gruesome claws.
Yet he got no scratch, his skin was whole;
His battle-sark shielded his body from harm.
In vain she tried, with her crooked fingers,
To tear the links of his close-locked mail.
Away to her den the wolf-slut dragged
Beowulf the bold, o’er the bottom ooze.
Though eager to smite her, his arm was helpless.
Swimming monsters swarmed about him,
Dented his mail with dreadful tusks.

Sudden the warrior was 'ware they had come
To a sea-hall strange and seeming hostile,
Where water was not nor waves oppressed,
For the caverned rock all round kept back

1285

1290

1295
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The swallowing sea. He saw a light, 1300
A flicker of flame that flashed and shone.

Now first he discerned the sea-hag monstrous,

The water-wife wolfish. His weapon he raised,
And struck with his sword a swinging blow.
Sang on her head the hard-forged blade

Its war-song wild. But the warrior found
That his battle-flasher refused to bite,

Or maim the foe. It failed its master

In the hour of need, though oft it had cloven
Helmets, and carved the casques of the doomed

1305

In combats fierce. For the first time now 1311
That treasure failed him, fallen from honor.

But Hygelac’s earl took heart of courage;

In mood defiant he fronted his foe.

The angry hero hurled to the ground, 1315

In high disdain, the hilt of the sword,
The gaudy and jewelled; rejoiced in the strength
Of his arm unaided. So all should do

Who glory would find and fame abiding,

In the crash of conflict, nor care for their lives. 1320
The Lord of the Battle-Jutes braved the encounter;
The murderous hag by the hair he caught;
Down he dragged the dam of Grendel

In his swelling rage, till she sprawled on the floor.
Quick to repay in kind what she got, 1335
On her foe she fastened her fearful clutches;
Enfolded the warrior weary with fighting;

The sure-footed hero stumbled and fell.

As helpless he lay, she leapt on him fiercely;
Unsheathed her hip-knife, shining and broad, 1330
Her son to avenge, her offspring sole.

But the close-linked corslet covered his breast,
Foiled the stroke and saved his life.

All had been over with Ecgtheow’s son,
Under the depths of the ocean vast,

Had not his harness availed to help him,
His battle-net stiff, and the strength of God.
The Ruler of battles aright decided it;

The Wielder all-wise awarded the victory:
Lightly the hero leaped to his feet.

1335

1340
XXIII
Beowulf’'s Victory and Return to Heorot

He spied 'mongst the arms a sword surpassing,
Huge and ancient, a hard-forged slayer,
Weapon matchless and warriors’ delight,
Save that its weight was more than another
Might bear into battle or brandish in war;
Giants had forged that finest of blades.
Then seized its chain-hilt the chief of the Scyldings;

1345
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His wrath was aroused, reckless his mood,

As he brandished the sword for a savage blow.

Bit the blade in the back of her neck, 1350

Cut the neck-bone, and cleft its way

Clean through her flesh; to the floor she sank;

The sword was gory; glad was the hero.

A light flashed out from the inmost den,

Like heaven’s candle, when clear it shines

From cloudless skies. He scanned the cave,

Walked by the wall, his weapon upraised;

Grim in his hand the hilt he gripped.

Well that sword had served him in battle.

Steadily onward he strode through the cave,

Ready to wreak the wrongs untold,

That the man-beast had wrought in the realm of
Danes. . . .

He gave him his due when Grendel he found

Stretched as in sleep, and spent with the battle.

But dead was the fiend, the fight at Heorot 1365

Had laid him low. The lifeless body

Sprang from the blows of Beowulf’s sword,

As fiercely he hacked the head from the carcass.

1355

1360

But the men who were watching the water with
Hrothgar

Suddenly saw a stir in the waves,

The chop of the sea all churned up with blood

And bubbling gore. The gray-haired chiefs

For Beowulf grieved, agreeing together

That hope there was none of his home-returning,

With victory crowned, to revisit his lord. 1375

Most of them feared he had fallen prey

To the mere-wolf dread in the depths of the sea.

When evening came, the Scyldings all

Forsook the headland, and Hrothgar himself

Turned homeward his steps. But sick at heart 1380

The strangers sat and stared at the sea,

Hoped against hope to behold their comrade

And leader again.

1370

Now that goodly sword

Began to melt with the gore of the monster;
In bloody drippings it dwindled away.
"Twas a marvellous sight: it melted like ice,
When fetters of frost the Father unlocks,
Unravels the ropes of the wrinkled ice,
Lord and Master of months and seasons.
Beheld in the hall the hero from Juteland
Treasures unnumbered, but naught he took,
Save Grendel's head, and the hilt of the sword,
Bright and jewelled,—the blade had melted,
Its metal had vanished, so venomous hot
Was the blood of the demon-brute dead in the

cave 1395

1385

1390

Soon was in the sea the slayer of monsters;

Upward he shot through the shimmer of waves;

Cleared was the ocean, cleansed were its waters,

The wolfish water-hag wallowed no more;

The mere-wife had yielded her miserable life. 1400

Swift to the shore the sailors’ deliverer

Came lustily swimming, with sea-spoil laden;

Rejoiced in the burden he bore to the land.

Ran to meet him his inailéd comrades,

With thanks to God who gave them their leader

Safe again back and sound from the deep. 1406

Quickly their hero’s helmet they loosened,

Unbuckled his breastplate. The blood-stained waves

Fell to a calm ’neath the quiet sky.

Back they returned o'er the tracks with the foot-
prints, 1410

Merrily measured the miles o'er the fen,

Way they knew well, those warriors brave;

Brought from the holm-cliff the head of the mon-
ster;

"T'was toil and labor to lift the burden,

Four of their stoutest scarce could carry it 1415

Swung from a spear-pole, a staggering load. . . .

Thus the fourteen of them, thanes adventurous,

Marched o'er the moor to the mead-hall of
Hrothgar. .

Tall in the midst of them towered the hero;

Strode among his comrades, till they came to the
hall. 1420

In went Beowulf, the brave and victorious,

Battle-beast hardy, Hrothgar to greet.

Lifting by the hair the head of Grendel,

They laid it in the hall, where the heroes were
carousing, 1424

Right before the king, and right before the queen;

Gruesome was the sight that greeted the Danes.

XXIV, XXV

Beowulf’s Story of his Fight, and Hrothgar's
Counsel

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgthieow:

“Gladly we offer this ocean-booty,

That here thou lookest on, lord of the Scyldings,
For sign of victory, son of Healfdene. 1430
Hard was the fight I fought under water;

That combat nearly cost me my life.

Soon had been ended the ocean-encounter,

Had God in his mercy not given me aid.

No help I got from the good blade Hrunting; 1435
The well-tried weapon worthless proved.

By the grace of God, who guided me friendless,
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A splendid old sword I spied on the wall,

Hanging there, huge; by the hilt I grasped it,

And seeing my chance, I struck amain 1440

At the seacave’s wardens, when sudden the blade

Melted and burned, as the blood gushed out,

The battle-gore hot. The hilt I saved

From the villainous fiends, and avenged their
crimes, ,

The murder of the Danes, as was meet and due.

I promise thee now, in peace thou shalt sleep 1446

In Heorot hall, with the whole of thy band.

Thou and thy thanes may throng within

As ye used of yore, both young and old.

Thou need'st not fear renewal of strife, 1450

Harm to thy folk at the hands of the fiends.”

The golden hilt was given to the king;

The jewelled work of the giants of old

Came into hand of the hoary warrior.

On the death of the demons, the Danish lord
kept it, 1455

Wondersmiths’ work. When the world was rid

Of the evil fiend, the enemy of God,

Guilty of murder, and his mother too,

The trophy passed to the peerless lord,

The goodliest king, that gave out treasure

Between the two seas on Scandia’s isle.

Hrothgar gazed on the golden hilt,

Relic of old, where was writ the tale

Of a far-off fight, when the flood o’erwhelmed,

The raging sea, the race of the giants 1465

(They wantonly dared to war against God;

Then rose in his wrath the Ruler Eternal,

'Neath the heaving billows buried them all.)

On the polished gold of the guard of the hilt,

Runes were writ that rightly told, 1470

To him that read them, for whom that weapon,

Finest of sword-blades, first was made,

The splendid hilt with serpents entwined.

All were silent, when the son of Healfdene,

The wise king spoke: “Well may he say,

The aged ruler, who aye upholds

Truth and right, 'mid the ranks of his people,

Whose mind runs back to by-gone days,

This guest is born of a goodly breed.

Thy fame shall fly afar among men,

Beowulf my friend, firmly thou holdest

Both wisdom and might. My word will I keep,

The love that I proffered. Thou shalt prove a
deliverer

To thy folk and followers in far-off years,

A help to the heroes. Not Heremod thus,

1460

1475

1480

1485
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Ecgwela’s heir, did offer at need

His strength to the Scyldings; instead, he brought
Slaughter and death on the sons of the Danes.
Swoln with wrath he slew his comrades,
His friends at the board and fled alone,
Ill-famed earl, an outcast from men.
Though God endowed him with gifts of strength,
With boldness and might above all men,

And prospered him greatly, yet he grew to be
Blood-thirsty and cruel. No bracelets he gave 1495
To the Danes as was due, but dwelt in gloom,
Reaped the reward of the woful strife,

And wearisome feud. Take warning from him.

1490

Hrothgar now declivers a long sermon to Beowulf on the
dangers of pride, the fickleness of fortune, and the brevity of
life, and ends by asking him to sit down to the feast, promising
more gifts on the morrow.

Beowulf hastened, happy in mood,
To seek his bench as bid by the king.
Once more, as of old, for the earls in hall,
The famous in battle, the board was set
For feasting anew. When night with its shadows
O’erwhelmed the world, the heroes arose.
The gray-haired ruler his rest would seek,
The Scylding his bed; and Beowulf too,
The lusty warrior, longed for his sleep.
Soon an attendant showed the way
To the stranger from far, spent with his faring.
With courtly custom, he cared for his needs. 1510
All that to warriors, overseas wandering,
Was due in those days, he did for the guest.
High-gabled and gold-decked, the gift-hall towered;
The stout-hearted hero slept soundly within,
Till the raven black, with blithe heart hailed 1515
The bliss of heaven, and bright the sun
Came gliding o'er earth. Then, eager to start,
The warriors wakened; they wished to set out
On their homeward journey. The hero brave
Would board his ship, and back again sail.
The hardy one bade that Hrunting be brought
To the son of Ecglaf:?® the sword he offered him;
Thanked him for lending the lovely weapon;
Called it a war-friend, keen in the battle;
Not a word in blame of the blade he uttered, 1525
Great-hearted hero. Now hastened the guests,
Eager to part, and armed for their voyage.
Their dauntless leader, beloved of the Danes,
Came to the high-seat, and to Hrothgar the king
The bold-in-battle now bade farewell. 1530
# Unferth.
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XxV1
Beowulf's Leave-Taking of Hrothgar

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow:
“Now we sea-farers would make known our desire;
Far-travelled wanderers, we wish to return
To Hygelac now. A hearty welcome
We here have found, thou hast harbored us well.
If ever on earth I may anywise win, 1536
Master of men, more of thy love
Than now I have won, for another adventure
Of arms and war I am eager and willing.
[f ever I hear, o'er the ocean-ways 1540
That neighbor-tribes threaten annoyance or war,
As feud-secking foemen afore time assailed thee,
A thousand thanes to thee will I bring,
Heroes to help thee. For Hygelac, I know,
Though young in years will yield me aid;
The people’s Shepherd will surely help me
By word and deed to do thee service,
And bring thee spear-shafts to speed thee in battle,
Thy might to strengthen when men thou needest.
If ever Hrethric, heir of thy line, 1550
Should come to sojourn at the court of the Jutes,
A host of friends he will find awaiting him.
Who boasts himself brave, abroad should travel.”
The aged Hrothgar answering spoke:
“To utter these words, the All-wise Lord 1555
Hath prompted thy heart; more prudent counsel
From one in years so young as thou,
I never have heard. Thou art hardy in strength,
And sage in spirit, and speakest well.
If ever it happen that Hrethel’s heir
Be stricken by spear and slain in battle,
If sickness or sword assail thy lord,
And thou survive him, I think it likely
The Seca-Jutes in vain will seek for a better
As choice for their king, their chief to become 1565
And rule o’er the thanes, if thou be willing
The lordship to hold. The longer I know thee
The better I like thee, Beowulf my friend.
Thou hast brought it about that both our peoples,
Jutes and the Spear-Danes, shall be joined in
peace. 1570
They shall cease from war, the strife shall be ended,
The feuds of aforetime, so fiercely waged.
While I rule this realm, our riches we share;
Many shall travel with treasure laden,
Each other to greet, o’er the gannet’s bath;
Q’er the rolling waves the ringéd prow

1545
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Tokens of friendship shall freely bring
And bind our people in peace together,
Toward friend and foe, in faith as of old.”
Still other treasures, twelve in all, 1580

Healfdene’s heir in the hall bestowed

On Beowulf brave, and bade him take them

And seek his people, and soon return.

Then kissed the king, of kin renowned,

The thane beloved. The lord of the Scyldings 1585

Fell on his neck. Fast flowed the tears

Of the warrior gray; he weighed both chances

But held to the hope, though hoary with years,

That each should see the other again,

And meet in the mead-hall. The man was so
dear 1590

That he could not restrain the storm in his breast.

Locked in his heart, a hidden longing

For the man he loved so, left him no peace,

And burnt in his blood. Beowulf went;

The gold-decked hero the grass-way trod,

Proud of his booty. The boat awaited

Its owner and master, where at anchor it rode.

As they went on their way, the warriors praised

The bounty of Hrothgar, the blameless king.

None was his equal till age snatched away

The joy of his manhood,—no mortal it spares.

1595

1600

XXVII
Beowulf's Return Voyage to Hygelac

Then came to the coast the comrades brave,

The lusty warriors, wearing their ring-nets,

Their chain-linked corslets. The coast-guard saw
them,

The same that at first had spied them coming; 1605

This time he chose not to challenge them harshly,

But gave them his greeting, galloping toward them.

Said th; Weder-folk would welcome the sight of
them,

Boarding their ship in shining armor.

Then by the sands, the seaworthy craft,

The iron-ringed keel, with arms was laden,

With horses and treasure. On high the mast

Towered above the treasures of Hrothgar.

To the man who had waited as watchman aboard,

Beowulf gave a gold-bound sword. 1615

(Oft on the mead-bench that heirloom precious

Its owner would honor.) When all had embarked,

They drove for the deep, from Daneland’s shore.

1610
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Then soon did the mast its sca-suit wear,

A sail was unfurled, made fast with ropes,
The sea-wood sang as she sped o’er the ocean,
No baffling head-wind hindered her course;
The foamy-necked floater flew o’er the billows,
The sea-craft staunch o’er the salt-sea waves,

Till they came in sight of the cliffs of Jutland 1635
The well known capes, and the wind-driven keel,
Grating the sand, stood still on the shore.

Soon was at hand the harbor-watch eager.

Long had he looked for his loved companions,
Scanning the sea for their safe return. 1630
The broad-bosomed boat to the beach he moored
With anchor-ropes fast, lest the force of the waves
That comely craft should cast adrift.

Then Beowulf bade them bring ashore

His treasure-cargo of costly gold

And weapons fine; not far was the way

To Hygelac’s hall, where at home he dwelt,
The king and his comrades, close by the sea.

1620

1635

END OF THE SECOND ADVENTURE

After the death of Hygelac and his son, Beowulf became king
of the Jutes, and ruled over them fifty years. In his old age his
people were harried by a fire-dragon, whom the hero went out
to fight. It seems that an outlaw, banished and flying for shelter,
had come upon a treasure hid in a deep cave or barrow, guarded
by a dragon. Long years before, an earl, the last of his race,
had buried the treasure. After his death the dragon, sniffing
about the stones, had found it and guarded it three hundred
years, until the banished man discovered the place, and carried
off one of the golden goblets. In revenge the dragon made
nightly raids on Beowulf’s realm, flying through the air, spitting
fire, burning houses and villages, even Beowulf's hall, the “gift-
stool” of the Jutes. Becowulf had an iron shield made against
the dragon’s fiery breath, and with eleven companions, sought
out the hill-vault near the seca. These events are related in
Sections XXVIII-XXXV of the Beowulf MS.

XXXV

Beowulf's Fight with the Fire Dragon

Before attacking the fire-dragon, Beowulf once more, and
for the last time, makes his “battle-boast” in the presence of
his followers.

Beowulf said to them, brave words spoke he:
“Brunt of battles I bore in my youth, 1640
One fight more I make this day.

I mean to win fame defending my people,

If the grim destroyer will seek me out,

Come at my call from his cavern dark.”

Then he greeted his thanes each one, 1645
For the last time hailed his helmeted warriors,
His comrades dear. “I should carry no sword,
No weapon of war gainst the worm should bear,
If the foe I might slay by strength of my arm,
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As Grendel I slew long since by my hand. 1650
But I look to fight a fiery battle,
With scorching puffs of poisonous breath.
For this I bear both breastplate and shield;
No foot will I flinch from the foe of the barrow.
Wyrd is over us, each shall meet 1655
His doom ordained at the dragon-cliff!
Bold is my mood, but my boast I omit
'Gainst the battleflier. Abide ye here,
Heroes in harness, hard by the barrow,
Cased in your armor the issue await:
Which of us two his wounds shall survive,
Not yours the attempt, the task is mine.
"Tis meant for no man but me alone
To measure his might ’gainst the monster fierce.
I get you the gold in glorious fight, 1665
Or battle-death bitter shall bear off your lord.”

Uprose with his shield the shining hero,
Bold ’neath his helmet. He bore his harness
In under the cliff; alone he went,
Himself he trusted; no task for faint-heart.
Then saw by the wall the warrior brave,
Hero of many ‘a hard-fought battle,
Arches of stone that opened a way;
From the rocky gate there gushed a stream,
Bubbling and boiling with battle-fire.
So great the heat no hope was there
To come at the hoard in the cavern’s depth,
Unscathed by the blast of the scorching dragon.
He let from his breast his battlecry leap,
Swoln with rage was the royal Jute,
Stormed the stout-heart; strong and clear
Through the gloom of the cave his cry went ring-

ing.

Hate was aroused, the hoard-ward knew
The leader’s hail. Too late ’twas now
To parley for peace. The poisonous breath 1685
Of the monster shot from the mouth of the cave,
Reeking hot. The hollow earth rumbled.
The man by the rock upraised his shield,
The lord of the Jutes, ’gainst the loathly dragon.
Now kindled for battle the curled-up beast; 1690
The king undaunted with drawn sword stood,
("Twas an heirloom olden with edge of lightning)
Each was so fierce he affrighted the other.
Towering tall 'neath tilted shield,
Waited the king as the worm coiled back,
Sudden to spring: so stood he and waited.
Blazing he came in coils of fire
Swift to his doom. The shield of iron
Sheltered the hero too short a while,—
Life and limb it less protected 1700
Than he hoped it would, for the weapon he held
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First ume that day he tried in battle;

Wyrd had not willed he should win the fight.

But the lord of the Jutes uplifted his arm,

Smote the scaly worm, struck him so fierce 1705

That his ancient bright-edged blade gave way,

Bent on the bone, and bit less sure

Than its owner had need in his hour of peril.

That sword-stroke roused the wrath of the cave
guard;

Fire and flame afar he spurted,

Blaze of battle; but Beowulf there

No victory boasted: his blade had failed him,

Naked in battle, as never it should have,

Well-tempered iron. Nor easy it was

For Ecgtheow’s heir,?® honored and famous,

This earth to forsake, forever to leave it;

Yet he must go, against his will

Elsewhere to dwell. So we all must leave

This fleeting life.—Erelong the foes,

Bursting with wrath, the battle renewed. 1720

The hoard-ward took heart, and with heaving
breast

Came charging amain. The champion brave,

Strength of his people, was sore oppressed,

Enfolded by flame. No faithful comrades

Crowded about him, his chosen band,

All acthelings’ sons, to save their lives,

Fled to the wood. One of them only

Felt surging sorrow; for nought can stifle

Call of kin in a comrade true.

1710

1715

1725

XXXVI

Wiglaf's Reproach to his Comrades.
Beowulf Mortally Wounded

The shield-thane beloved, lord of the Scylfings, 1730
Wiglaf was called, 'twas Weohstan’s son,
Zlfheré’s kinsman. When his king he saw

Hard by the heat under helmet oppressed,

He remembered the gifts he had got of old,
Lands and wealth of the Waegmunding line, 1735
The folk-rights all that his father’s had been;

He could hold no longer, but hard he gripped
Linden shield yellow and ancient sword. . . .

The intervening lines tell the history of the sword and the
feuds in which it has participated.

For the first time there the faithful thane,
Youthful and stalwart, stood with his leader, 1740
Shoulder to shoulder in shock of battle.

Nor melted his courage, nor cracked his blade,

 Beowulf,
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His war-sword true, as the worm found out
When together they got in grim encounter.
Wiglaf in wrath upbraided his comrades, 1745

Sore was his heart as he spake these words:
“Well I mind when our mead we drank

In the princely hall, how we promised our lord
Who gave us these rings and golden armlets,
That we would repay his war-gifts rich, 1750
Helmets and armor, if haply should come

His hour of peril; us hath he made

Thanes of his choice for this adventure;
Spurred us to glory, and gave us these treasures
Because he deemed us doughty spearmen, 1755
Helmeted warriors, hardy and brave.

Yet all the while, unhelped and alone,
He meant to finish this feat of strength,
Shepherd of men and mightiest lord

Of daring deeds. The day is come,—

Now is the hour he needs the aid

Of spearmen good. Let us go to him now,
Help our hero while hard bestead

By the nimble flames. God knows that 1
Had rather the fire should ruthlessly fold
My body with his, than harbor me safe.
Shame it were surely our shields to carry
Home to our lands, unless we first

Slay this foe and save the life

Of the Weder-king. Full well I know

To leave him thus, alone to endure,

Bereft of aid, breaks ancient right.

My helmet and sword shall serve for us both,
Shield and armor we share to-day.”

1760

1765

1770

Waded the warrior through welter and reck; 1775
Buckler and helmet he bore to his leader;
Heartened the hero with words of hope:
“Do thy best now, dearest Beowulf,

Years ago, in youth, thou vowedst,

Living, ne'er to lose thine honor,

Shield thy life and show thy valor.

I stand by thee to the end!”

After these words the worm came on,
Snorting with rage, for a second charge;

All mottled with fire his foes he sought,
The warriors hated. But Wiglaf’s shield
Was burnt to the boss by the billows of fire;
His harness helped not the hero young.
Shelter he found ’neath the shield of his kinsman,
When the crackling blaze had crumbled his own.
But mindful of glory, the mighty hero 1791
Smote amain with his matchless sword.

Down it hurtled, driven by anger,

1780

1785
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Till it stuck in the skull, then snapped the blade,
Broken was Naegling, Beowulf’s sword, 1795
Ancient and gray. "Twas granted him never

To count on edge of iron in battle;

His hand was too heavy, too hard for his strokes,
As I have heard tell, for every blade

He brandished in battle: the best gave way,
And left him helpless and hard bestead.
Now for a third time neared the destroyer;
The fire-drake fierce, old feuds remembering,
Charged the warrior who wavered an instant;
Blazing he came and closed his fangs

On Beowulf’s throat; and throbbing spurts

Of life-blood dark o’erdrenched the hero.

1800

1805

XXXVII
The Slaying of the Dragon

Then in the hour of utmost peril,

The stripling proved what stock he came of;

Showed his endurance and dauntless courage. 1810

Though burnt was his hand when he backed his
kinsman,

With head unguarded the good thane charged,

Thrust from below at the loathly dragon,

Pierced with the point and plunged the blade in,

The gleaming-bright, till the glow abated 1815

Waning low. Ere long the king

Came to himself, and swiftly drew

The war-knife that hung at his harness’ side,

And cut in two the coiléd monster.

So felled they the foe and finished him bravely, 1820

Together they killed him, the kinsmen two,

A noble pair. So needs must do

Comrades in peril. For the king it proved

His uttermost triumph, the end of his deeds

And work in the world. The wound began, 1825

Where the cave-dragon savage had sunk his teeth,

To swell and fever, and soon he felt

The baleful poison pulse through his blood,

And burn in his breast. The brave old warrior

Sat by the wall and summoned his thoughts, 1830

Gazed on the wondrous work of the giants:

Arches of stone, firm-set on their pillars, -

Upheld that hill-vault hoar and ancient.

Now Beowulf’s thane, the brave and faithful,

Dashed with water his darling lord,

His comrade and king, all covered with blood

And faint with the fight; unfastened his helmet.

Beowulf spoke despite his hurt,

His piteous wound; full well he knew

His years on carth were ended now,

1835

1840
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His hours of glad life, gone for aye

His days allotted, and death was near:

“Now would I gladly give to a son

These weapons of war, had Wyrd but granted
That heir of my own should after me come, 1845
Sprung from my loins. This land have I ruled
Fifty winters. No folk-king dared,

None of the chiefs of the neighboring tribes,

To touch me with sword or assail me with terror
Of battle-threats. I bided at home, 1850
Held my peace and my heritage kept,

Seeking no feuds nor swearing false oaths.
This gives me comfort, and gladdens me now,
Though wounded sore and sick unto death.

As I leave my life, the Lord may not charge me
With killing of kinsmen. Now quickly go, ~ 1856
Wiglaf beloved, to look at the hoard,

Where hidden it rests 'neath the hoary rock.

For the worm lies still, put asleep by his wound,
Robbed of his riches. Then rise and haste] 1860
Give me to see that golden hoard,

Gaze on the store of glorious gems,

The easier then I may end my life,

Leave my lordship that long I held.”

XXXVIII

The Rescue of the Hoard and the Death of
Beowulf

Swiftly, ’tis said, the son of Weohstan 1865

Obeyed the words of his bleeding lord,

Maimed in the battle. Through the mouth of the
cave

Boldly he bore his battle-net in.

Glad of the victory, he gazed about him;

Many a sun-bright jewel he saw,

Glittering gold, strewn on the ground,

Heaped in the den of the dragon hoary,

Old twilight-flier,—flagons once bright,

Wassail cups wondrous of warriors departed

Stript of their mountings, many a helmet

Ancient and rusted, armlets a many,

Curiously woven. (Wealth so hoarded,

Buried treasure, will taint with pride,

Him that hides it, whoever it be.)

Towering high o'er the hoard he saw

A gleaming banner with gold inwoven,

Of broidure rare, its radiance streamed

So bright, he could peer to the bounds of the cave,

Survey its wonders; no worm was seen.

Edge of the sword had ended his life.

Then, as they -say, that single adventurer

1870

1875

1880
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Plundered the hoard that was piled by the giants;
Gathered together old goblets and platters,
Took what he liked; the towering banner,
Brightest of beacons, he brought likewise.
The blade of Beowulf, his brave old chief,
With edge of iron had ended the life

Of him that had guarded the golden hoard
For many a year, and at midnight hour
Had spread the terror of surging flames

In front of the den, till death o’ertook him.
So Wiglaf returned with treasure laden,
The high-souled hero hastened his steps,
Anxiously wondered if he should find

The lord of the Weders alive where he left him 1900
Sapped of his strength and stretched on the ground.
As he came from the hill he beheld his comrade,
His lord of bounty, bleeding and faint,
Near unto death. He dashed him once more
Bravely with water, till burden of speech
Broke from his breast, and Beowulf spoke,
Gazing sad at the gold before him:

“For the harvest of gold that here I look on,
To the God of Glory I give my thanks.

To the Ruler Eternal I render praise

That ere I must go, he granted me this,
To leave to my people this priceless hoard.
"Twas bought with my life; now look ye well
To my people’s need when I have departed.
No more I may bide among ye here.

Bid the battle-famed build on the foreland
A far-seen barrow when flames have burnt me.
High o’er the headland of whales it shall tower,
A beacon and mark to remind my people.
And sailors shall call it in years to come
Beowulf’s Barrow, as back from afar

O’er the glooming deep they drive their keels.”

1800

1895

1905

1910

1915

1920

The great-hearted king unclasped from his neck
A collar of gold and gave to his thane,
The brave young warrior, his bright-gilt helmet,
Breastplate and ring. So bade him farewell: 1926
“Thou art the last to be left of our house.
Wyrd hath o’erwhelmed our Waegmunding line,
Swept my kinsmen swift to their doom,
Earls in their prime. I must follow them.” 1930
These words were the last that the warrior gray
Found, ere the funeral-flames he chose.
Swift from his bosom his soul departed
To find the reward of the faithful and true.

In the following lines of Section XXXIX of the MS., the narra-
tive doubles back upon itself to repeat the description of Beowulf
and the Dragon lying dead before the cave, and to report
Wiglaf's second reproach to the deserters.

39
XL
Beowulf's Death Announced to the People.
The Speech of the Herald.
Then Wiglaf bade the battle-work tell 1935

To the sorrowful troop that had sat all day

At the sea-cliff’'s edge, their shields in hand,

In dread and in hope, yet doubtful of either:
Their dear lord’s return, or his death in the fight.
The herald that came to the headland riding, 1940
Nought kept back of the news that befell,

But truthfully told them the tidings all:

“Now lies low the lord of the Weders;

The generous giver of gifts to the Jutes,

Sleeps his battle-sleep, slain by the worm. 1945
At his side lies stretched his slaughterous foe,
Fordone by the dagger. The dragon fierce
Would take no wound from touch of sword;
Its blade would not bite. At Beowulf’s side
Wiglaf sits, the son of Weohstan;

By the hero dead, the hero living

At his head keeps watch with woful heart
O’er friend and foe.”

1950

The Herald now warns of rencwed attacks on the Jutes by
Franks and Frisians, and alludes to the origin of the feud in the
famous raid in which Hygelac was slain. He further warns of
renewed attacks by the Swedes, now that Beowulf is dead, and
refers to the origin of the wars between Swedes and Jutes and
to a famous battle at “Ravenswood.” The episodic digression
over, the Herald returns to present events.

XLI
The Herald's Speech Concluded

“Tis time we hasten
To see where lies our lord and king,
Our giver of bounty, and bear him away
To the funeral pyre; of precious gems
Not a few shall melt in the fire with him.
The hoard he won, the wealth untold,
The priceless treasure he purchased so dear, 1960

1055

- And bought with his life at the bitter end,

The flame shall enfold it, the fire consume.
No warrior one keepsake shall carry away,
No necklace be worn by winsome maid.
In sorrow rather, and reft of her gold,
Alone she shall tread the track of an exile,
Now our lord lies low, his laughter stilled,
His mirth and revel. Now many a spear
Shall morning-cold be clasped in the hand
And held on high. No harp shall sound 1970
The warriors to wake, but the wan-hued raven

1965
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Shall croak o'er the carcass and call to the eagle,
To tell how he fared at the feast after battle

When he and the gray wolf gorged on the slain.”
Thus ended his tale, his tidings of woe, 1975
The faithful thane, nor falsely reported
Wyrd or word. The warriors rose;

To the Eagles’ Cliff they came in sadness,
With welling tears, the wonder to see.
Lying helpless, their lord they found
Stretched on the ground, the giver of rings.
The end had come to him, open-handed
King of the Weders, warrior brave.

That day a fearful death he had found.

A stranger thing they saw near by:

The loathsome monster lying dead

On the field where they fought, the fiery dragon,
The gruesome beast was burnt and charred.
Fifty feet in full he measured

In length, as he lay, along the ground.

"Twas his wont at night to wing aloft

And dip to earth as his den he sought;
Now he lay dead, his night-revels over.
Scattered a{:out were bowls and flagons,
Golden platters, and priceless swords, 1995
With rust eaten through, as though they had lain
Winters a thousand in the womb of the earth.
O'er that heritage huge, the hoard of aforetime,
A spell had been woven to ward off despoilers,
And none might touch the treasure-vault hidden;
Save that God alone, the Lord of victory, 2001
The Guardian of men, might grant the power
To unlock the hoard, and lift the treasure,

To such a hero as to Him seemed meet.

1980
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XLII

Beowulf's Body Carried to the Funeral Pyre and
the Dragon Cast into the Sea.

Wiglaf spoke, the son of Weohstan: 2005

“Let us go once more to gaze at the marvels

Still left 'neath the rock; I will 1-ad you in

Where your hands may touch great heaps of gold,

Bracelets and rings. Let the bier be ready

When out of the cave we come again,

To bear away the warrior brave,

Our lord beloved, where long he shall bide, .

Kept in the sheltering care of God.”

The son of Weohstan, warrior brave,

Called on the folk-men, far and wide,

From house and home to hasten and bring

Wood for the pyre of the peerless man,

2010

2015
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His funeral pile. “Now fire shall consume,
The wan flame wax o'er the warrior strong,

Who oft stood firm in the iron shower, 2020

When the storm of arrows, sent from the bow-
string,

Flew o'er the shicld-wall, and the fleet-winged
shaft,

Feathered behind, pushed home the barb.”

Now the wise young warrior, Weohstan’s son,
Seven men called, of the king’s own thanes, 2025
The best of the band; the bravest he gathered,
Himself the eighth, they sought the den

Of the hateful beast; one bore in his hand

A lighted torch and led the way.

No lots were drawn for the dragon’s hoard, 3030
When they saw it lying, loose in the cave,
Uncared for, unguarded, unclaimed by a soul;
There was none to hinder as they hurried away,
Laden with spoils and splendid heirlooms.

Q’er the edge of the cliff they cast the dragon, 2035
Into the sea, the scaly worm;

Let the waves engulf the gold-hoard’s keeper.

On a wagon they loaded the wondrous treasure,
Gold past counting. The gray-haired king

They bore to the pyre, on the Point of Whales. 2040

XLIII
The Burning of Beowulf's Body

Then built for Beowulf the band of the Jutes
A funeral pyre; ‘twas firmly based.

They hung it with helmets as he had bidden,
With shining byrnies and battle-shields.

In the midst they laid, with loud lament,
Their lord beloved, their leader brave.

On the brow of the cliff they kindled the blaze,
Black o'er the flames the smoke shot up;
Cries of woe, in the windless air,

Rose and blent with the roar of the blast,

Till the frame of the body burst with the heat
Of the seething heart. In sorrowing mood

2045

2050

- They mourned aloud their leader dead.

Joined in the wail a woman old,*®
With hair upbound for Beowulf grieved,
Chanted a dreary dirge of woe,
Dark forebodings of days to come,
Thick with slaughter and throes of battle,
Bondage and shame. The black smoke rose.
High on the headland they heaped a barrow, 2060
Lofty and broad ’twas built by the Weders,
Far to be seen by sea-faring men.

% Perhaps his wife.

2055
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Ten days long they toiled to raise it,

The battle-king’s beacon. They built a wall

To fence the brands of the funeral burning, 2065
The choicest and best their chiefs could devise.

In the barrow they buried the bracelets and rings,
All those pieces of precious treasure

That bold-hearted men had brought from the cave,
Returned to earth the heirloom of heroes, 2070
The gold to the ground, again to become

As useless to men as of yore it had been.

Around the barrow the battle-brave rode,
Twelve in the troop, all true-born aethelings,

;1

To make their lament and mourn for the king;
To chant a lay their lord to honor. 2076
They praised his daring; his deeds of prowess
They mentioned in song. For meet it is

That men should publish their master’s praise,
Honor their chieftain, and cherish him dearly 2080
When he leaves this life, released from the body.
Thus joined the men of the Jutes in mourning
Their hero’s end. His hearth-companions
Called him the best among kings of the earth,
Mildest of men, and most beloved,

Kindest to kinsmen, and keenest for fame.

2085

The Venerable Bede

(673735)
Account of the Poet Cedmon

To the Benedictine monastery at Wearmouth came a
boy of seven to study in its school, and when, a few
years later, the same order founded another monastery
at Jarrow, he pursued his studies there, and there con-
tinued them for the rest of his holy days. Loving the
life of “learning, teaching, and writing,” the services
in the church, and the routine of monastic discipline,
Bede became the pre-eminent scholar of his time, and
the first great one in England. The piety of his nature
~was such as to win him the title of Venerable after his
death.

He wrote many books, all in Latin—among them
The Art of Meter, A Book of Hymns, On Orthog-
raphy. But most important was his Historia Ecclesias-
tica Gentis Anglorum (731?), or the Ecclesiastical
History of the English People—a source second to none
in furnishing us with valuable knowledge of Old Eng-
lish history. The fervor of Christianity is fresh in his
writing, and his style is simple and unaffected. It is he
who gives us the account of the first Old English poet,
Czdmon. So highly did King Alfred prize this book,
that he had it translated for his people into the West
Saxon dialect.

It is by kind permission of Scott, Foresman and Co.
that we print in this section Prof. Stith Thompson’s
translations of the Venerable Bede, Deor’s Lament,
The Dream of the Rood, The Riddles, and Alfred's
Preface, from Faust and Thompson, Old English
Poems (1018).

From The Ecclesiastical History!
(Translated by Stith Thompson)

In the monastery of this abbess [Hild] was a cer-
tain brother especially distinguished and gifted with
the grace of God, because he was in the habit of
making poems filled with piety and virtue. What-
ever he learned of holy writ through interpreters
he gave forth in a very short time in poetical lan-
guage with the greatest of sweetness and inspira-
tion, well wrought in the English tongue. Because
of his songs the minds of many men were turned
10 from the thoughts of this world and incited toward
a contemplation of the heavenly life. There were,
to be sure, others after him among the Angles who
tried to compose sacred poetry, but none of them
could equal him; because his instruction in poetry
was not at all from men, nor through the aid of
any man, but it was through divine inspiration and
as a gift from God that he received the power of
song. For that reason he was never able to com-
pose poetry of a light or idle nature, but only the
20 one kind that pertained to religion and was fitted
to the tongue of a godly singer such as he.
This man had lived the life of a layman until
he was somewhat advanced in years, and had never

! From Alfred’s Old English version of Bede’s Ecclesias-
tical History of the English People.
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learned any songs. For this reason often at the
banquets where for the sake of merriment it was
ruled that they should all sing in turn at the harp,
when he would see the harp approach him, he
would arise from the company out of shame and
go home to his house. On one occasion he had
done this and had left the banquet hall and gone
out to the stable to the cattle which it was his
duty to guard that night. Then in due time he lay
down and slept, and there stood before him in his
dream a man who hailed him and greeted him
and called him by name: “Cedmon, sing me some-
thing.” Then he answered and said: “I can not
sing anything; and for that reason I left the
banquet and came here, since 1 could not sing.”
Once more the man who was speaking with him
said: “No matter, you must sing for me.” Then
he answered: “What shall I sing?” Thereupon the
stranger said: “Sing to me of the beginning of
things.” When he had received this answer he
began forthwith to sing, in praise of God the
Creator, verses and words that he had never heard,
in the following manner:

Now shall we praise  the Prince of heaven,
The might of the Maker and his manifold

thought,

The work of the Father:  of what wonders he
wrought,

The Lord everlasting ~ when he laid out the
worlds.

for the race of men

the holy Ruler.

the Ward of mankind,
at last established
the Almighty Lord.

He first raised up
The heaven as a roof,
Then the world below,
The Lord everlasting,

As a home for man,

Then he arose from his sleep, and all that he
had sung while asleep he held fast in memory;
and soon afterward he added many words like
unto them befitting a hymn to God. The next
morning he came to the steward who was his
master and told him of the gift he had received.
The steward immediately led him to the abbess
and related what he had heard. She bade assemble

20
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all the wise and learned men and asked Czdmon
to relate his dream in their presence and to sing
the song that they might give their judgment as
to what it was or whence it had come. They all
agreed that it was a divine gift bestowed from
Heaven. They then explained to him a piece of
holy teaching and bade him if he could, to turn
that into rhythmic verse. When he received the
instruction of the learned men, he departed for
his house. In the morning he returned and de-
livered the passage assigned him, turned into an
excellent poem.

Thereupon, the abbess, praising and honoring
the gift of God in this man, persuaded him to
leave the condition of a layman and take monastic
vows. And this he did with great eagerness. She
received him and his household into the monastery
and made him one of the company of God’s serv-
ants and commanded that he be taught the holy
writings and stories. He, on his part, pondered on
all that he learned by word of mouth, and just
as a clean beast chews on a cud, transformed it
into the sweetest of poetry. His songs and poems
were so pleasing that even his teachers came to
learn and write what he spoke. He sang first of
the creation of the carth, and of the origin of
mankind, and all the story of Genesis, the first
book of Moses; and afterwards of the exodus of
the Children of Israel from the land of Egypt and
the entry into the Promised Land; and many other
stories of the Holy Scriptures; the incarnation of
Christ, and his suffering and his ascension into
heaven; the coming of the Holy Ghost and the
teaching of the apostles; and finally he wrote many
songs concerning the future day of judgment and
of the fearfulness of the pains of hell, and the bliss
of heaven; besides these he composed many others
concerning the mercies and judgments of God. In
all of these he strove especially to lead men from
the love of sin and wickedness and to impel them
toward the love and practice of righteousness; for
he was a very pious man and submissive to the
rules of the monastery. And he burned with zeal
against those who acted otherwise. For this reason
it was that his life ended with a fair death.



Deor’s Lament
(Translated by Stith Thompson)

An especial interest attaches to the Old English
poem, Deor’s Lament. Like its poetically inferior com-
_panion Widsith, it affords us a glimpse of the life of
the scop, or poet, and shows his dependence on the
lord’s favor. But Widsith recounts with pride a singer’s
triumphs at many courts, while the scop in this poem
reflects ruefully on an esteem now lost to him and is
put to the hard necessity of remembering others whose
day of glory was brief. It is this tone of personal expres-
sion which makes Deor’s Lament an authentic lyric,
probably the earliest in our literature.

To Weland! came woes and wearisome trial,

And cares oppressed  the constant earl;

His lifelong companions  were pain and sorrow,

And winter<old weeping:  his ways were oft
hard,

After Nithhad had struck

Cut the supple sinew-bands
carl.

That has passed over:

the strong man low, 5
of the sorrowful

so this may depart!
Beadohild bore  her brothers’ death

Less sorely in soul  than herself and her plight
When she clearly discovered  her cursed condi-

tion, 10
That unwed she should bear a babe to the
world.
She never could think  of the thing that must
happen.

That has passed over:  so this may depart!

of M=zthhild’s? life:

1The blacksmith of the Norse gods. The story referred
to in the first three stanzas of the poem is as follows: The
crafty king, Nithhad, captures Weland, fetters him (ac-
cording to some accounts, hamstrings him), and robs him
of the magic ring that gives him power to fly. Beadohild,
Nithhad’s daughter, accompanied by her brothers, goes to
Weland and has him mend rings for her. In this way he
recovers his own ring and his power to fly. Before leaving
he kills the sons of Nithhad, and, stupefying Beadohild
with liquor, puts her to shame.

3 The references in this stanza are obscure.

Much have we learned

How the courtship of Geat  was crowned with
grief, 15

How love and its sorrows allowed him no
sleep.

That has passed over:  so this may depart!

Theodoric® held
The town of the Mearings:
many.
That has passed over:

for thirty winters
that was told unto

so this may depart! 30

We all have heard  of Eormanric*

Of the wolfish heart:  a wide realm he had

Of the Gothic kingdom.  Grim was the king.

Many men sat  and bemoaned their sorrows,

Woefully watching  and wishing always 25

That the cruel king  might be conquered at last.
That has passed over:  so this may depart!

Sad in his soul  he sitteth joyless,

Mournful in mood.  He many times thinks

That no end will e'er come  to the cares he
endures. 30

Then must he think  how throughout the world

The gracious God  often gives his help

And manifold honors  to many an earl

And sends wide his fame;  but to some he gives
Woces.

Of myself and my sorrows

That I was happy once
scop,

Dear to my lord.  Deor was my name.

Many winters I found a worthy following,

Held my lord’s heart, till Heorrenda came,

I may say in truth 35
as the Heodenings’

The skillful singer, and -received the land-
right 40

That the proud helm of earls  had once prom-
ised to me!

That has passed over:

$King of the Goths.

¢King of the Goths and uncle to Theodoric. He died
about 375 A.D. He put his only son to death, had his wife
torn to pieces, and ruined the happiness of many people.

so this may depart!
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Riddles

(Translated by Stith Thompson)

Among the best of Old English poems are the Riddles, which, however they lack the
conciseness demanded of a modern riddle, afforded free imaginative play to their authors.
As we find them in the Exeter Book, a manuscript of the cleventh century, they are without
the titles that would answer the implied question; these have been furnished by scholars.
The Riddles were probably intended to test the wits of guests at banquets; but the lively
descriptions with which the poets embroidered the various subjects, involved a healthy
poetic exercise, and have moreover given us many valuable clues to the daily habits and

interests of our forebears.

Many of the Riddles have been shown to be free developments of Latin originals, and
they all scem to be of Christian composition. Some critics have claimed, without much
proof, that they are the work of Cynewulf. They are more likely the work of many hands.

Suggested readings: F. Tupper, The Riddles of the Exeter Book (1910), and A. J.

Wyatt, Old English Riddles (1912).

A Storm

At times I am fast  confined by my Master,
Who sendeth forth  under the fertile plain
My broad bosom,  but bridles me in.

He drives in the dark  a dangerous power

To a narrow cave,  where crushing my back 5
Sits the weight of the world.  No way of escape

Can I find from the torment; so I tumble

about

The homes of heroes.  The halls with their
gables,

The tribe-dwellings tremble;  the trusty walls
shake,

Steep over the head.
Over all the country
Till 1 press in my fury
Obeying His bidding  who bound me fast
In fetters at first ~ when he fashioned the world,
In bonds and in chains, with no chance of
escape 15
From his power who points out  the paths I
must follow.
Downward at times
Stir up the streams;
The flint-gray flood:
Lashes the wall. A lurid mountain 20
Rises on the deep:  dark in its trail
Stirred up with the sea  a second one comes,
And close to the coast it clashes and strikes
On the lofty hills.  Loud soundeth the boat,
The shouting of shipmen.  Unshaken abide 325

Still seems the air 10
and calm the waters,
from my prison below,

I drive the waves,
to the strand I press
the foamy wave

The stone cliffs steep
waters,

The dashing of waves,

Crowds to the coast.

The sailors are certain
craft

With its terrified guests

through the strife of the
when the deadly tumult

Of cruel strife
if the sea drive their

on the grim rolling

tide; 30

They are sure that the ship  will be shorn of its
power,

Be deprived of its rule, and will ride foam-
covered

On the ridge of the waves. Then ariseth a
panic,

Fear among folk  of the force that commands
me,

Strong on my storm-track. ~ Who shall still that
power? 35

At times I drive  through the dark wave-

vessels

That ride on my back, and wrench them
asunder

And lash them with sea-streams;  or I let them
again

Glide back together. It is the greatest of noises,
Of clamoring crowds,  of crashes the loudest, 40
When clouds as they strive  in their courses shall
strike ‘
Edge against edge;
In flight o'er the folk
A stream of flame;
Dark over men

inky of hue

bright fire they sweat,
destruction they carry
with a mighty din. 45
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Fighting they fare.  They let fall from their
bosom

A deafening rain  of rattling liquid,

Of storm from their bellies. In battle they
strive,

The awful army;  anguish arises,

Terror of mind  to the tribes of men, 50

Distress in the strongholds,  when the stalking
goblins,

The pale ghosts shoot  with their sharp weapons.

The fool alone fears not  their fatal spears;

But he perishes too  if the true God send

Straight from above  in streams of rain, 55

Whizzing and whistling  the whirlwind’s, ar-
rows,

The flying death.  Few shall survive

Whom that violent guest  in his grimness shall
visit.

I always stir up  that strife and commotion;

Then I bear my course  to the battle of clouds, 60

Powerfully strive  and press through the tumult,

Over the bosom of the billows;  bursteth loudly

The gathering of elements.  Then again I de-
scend

In my helmet of air

And lift on my back

Minding the mandates

So I, a tried servant,

Now under the earth;
waves

I drive to the depths;
heaven,

I stir up the streams,  or strive to the skies, 70

Where I war with the welkin.  Wide do I travel,

Swift and noisily.  Say now my name,

Or who raises me up ~ when rest is denied me,

Or who stays my course  when stillness comes
to me?

and hover near the land,
the load I must bear, 65
of the mighty Lord.
sometimes contend:
now from over the

now dropping from

A Bible'

A stern destroyer  struck out my life,

Deprived me of power;  he put me to soak,

Dipped me in water, dried me again,

And set me in the sun,  where I straightway
lost

Here a codex, or manuscript, of a Bible is in the
writer’s mind. He discusses first the killing of the animal
and the preparation of the skin for writing; next the
writing and binding of the book; and finally the use the
book will be to men.

45

The hairs that I had.  Then the hard edge

Of the keen knife cut me  and cleansed me of
soil;

Then ﬁng’crs folded me.
bird

With speedy drops  spread tracks often

Over the brown surface, swallowed the tree-
dye,

A deal of the stream,  stepped again on me, 10

Traveled a black track. ~ With protecting boards

Then a crafty one covered me,  enclosed me with
hide,

Made me gorgeous with gold.
and rejoice

At the smith’s fair work

The fleet quill of the

Hence I am glad

with its wondrous

adornments.
Now may these rich trappings, and the red
dye’s tracings, 15

And all works of wisdom

Of the Sovereign of nations!
penancel

If the children of men

spread wide the fame
Read me not as a

will cherish and use

me,
They shall be safer and sounder  and surer of
victory,
More heroic of heart  and happier in spirit, 30
More unfailing in wisdom.  More friends shall
they have,
Dear and trusty,  and true and good,
And faithful always, = whose honors and riches
Shall increase with their love, and who cover
their friends
With kindness and favors  and clasp them fast 25
With loving arms. I ask how men call me
Who aid them in need. = My name is far famed.
I am helpful to men, and am holy myself.

A Bookworm

To me that seemed
when I heard of that

A moth ate a word.

A curious happening
wonder,

That a worm should swallow
man,

A thief in the dark  eat a thoughtful discourse

And the strong base it stood on.  He stole, but
he was not

A whit the wiser
swallowed.

the word of a

[}
when the word had been
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The Old English Period

The Dream of the Rood'

(Translated by Stith Thompson)

The monks had taught the English to write and it
was the men of their calling who were the chief pre-
servers of writings. Indeed the Church provided many
authors of Old English letters. It is not strange, there-
fore, that the bulk of our early literature should be
religious in character. Czdmon, the “first English
poet” of whom Bede tells us, began with a Hymn, and
proceeded to versify parts of the Bible, a practice in
which he had imitators (the authors of Genesis, Exo-
dus, Daniel, etc.).

Of the Old English religious poems we possess, none
is more delicate than The Dream of the Rood. It has
often been argued as coming from the pen of Cynewulf
because of a certain passage in his Elene. One feels in
this history of the Holy Cross, traced from the day
when first it “was felled at the forest’s edge” to the day
when “a glory was given” it, the eloquence of pro-
found devotion.

Lo, I shall tell you  the truest of visions,

A dream that I dreamt  in the dead of night
While people reposed  in peaceful sleep.

I seemed to see  the sacred tree

Lifted on high  in a halo of light, 5
The brightest of beams; . that beacon was wholly
Gorgeous with gold;  glorious gems stood

Fair at the foot; and five were assembled,

At the crossing of the arms.  The angels of God
looked on,

Fair through the firmament. It was truly no
felon’s cross, 10

For beholding his sufferings  were the holy
spirits,

The men of earth  and all of creation.

Wondrous was that victory-wood, and 1

wounded and stained
With sorrows and sins. I saw the tree of glory
Blessed and bright  in brilliant adornments, 15
Made joyous with jewels.  Gems on all sides
Full rarely enriched  the rood of the Savior.
Through the sight of that cross I came to
perceive

Its stiff struggle of old,  when it started first

! The Rood was the cross on which Christ was crucified.

To bleed on the right side. I was broken and
cast down with sorrow; 20

The fair sight inspired me with fear. I saw that
fervid beacon

Change its clothing and color.
covered with blood

Fearful and grimy with gore.

* gold 'twas adorned.

Then I lay and looked  for a long time

And saw the Savior's  sorrowful tree 35

Until I heard it lift high its voice.

The worthiest of the wood-race  formed words
and spoke:

“It was ages ago ~ —I shall always remember—
When first I was felled  at the forest’s edge,
My strong trunk stricken.  Then strange ene-

mies took me 30
And fashioned my frame to a cross;  and their
felons I raised on high.
On their backs and shoulders they bore me to
the brow of the lofty hill.

At times it was

At times with

There the hated ones solidly set me. I saw there
the Lord of Mankind
Struggling forward with courage  to climb my

sturdy trunk.

I dared not then oppose  the purpose of the
Lord, 35

So I bent not nor broke  when there burst forth
a trembling

From the ends of the earth.  Easily might I

Destroy the murderers,  but I stood unmoved.

“The Young Hero unclothed him  —it was

the holy God—

Strong and steadfast;  he stepped to the high
gallows, 40

Not fearing the look of the fiends,  and there he
freed mankind.

At his blessed embrace I trembled,  but bow to
the earth I dared not,
Or forward to fall to the ground,  but fast and

true I endured.
As a rood I was raised up;  a royal King I bore,
The Head of heaven. I held me unbending. 45
Dark nails through me they drove;  so that das
tardly scars are upon me,
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Wounds wide open;  but not one of them dared
I to harm. )

They cursed and reviled us together.
ered all over with blood,

That flowed from the Savior’s side

soul had left the flesh.

I was cov-

when his

Sorrowful the sights I have seen on that hill, so
Grim-visaged grief:  the God of mankind I saw
And his frightful death.  The forces of darkness
Covered with clouds  the corpse of the Lord,

the shadows darkened

Under the cover of clouds.  Creation all wept,

The king'’s fall bewailed.  Christ was on the
rood. 56

“Finally from afar  came faithful comrades

To the Savior’s side, and I saw it all.

Bitter the grief that I bore,  but I bowed me low
to their hands;

My travail was grievous and sore.
then God Almighty,

From loathsome torment they lifted him.
warriors left me deserted,

To stand stained with blood.
wounded with nails.

Limb-weary they laid him there,
Lord’s head they stood.

They beheld there the Ruler of heaven;
he halted there a while to rest,

Tired after the terrible struggle. A tomb then
they began to make, 65

His friends in sight of his foes.  Of the fairest
of stone they built it,

And set their Savior upon it.
they chanted,

Lamented their Master at evening,
made their journey home,

Tired from their loved Lord’s side.
left him with the guard.

We crosses stood there  streaming with blood,

And waited long  after the wailing ceased 71

Of the brave company.  The body grew cold,

The most precious of corpses.  Then they pulled
us down,

All to the earth  —an awful fate!

They buried us low in a pit.  But the loved dis-
ciples of Christ, 75

His faithful friends made search  and found me
and brought me to light,

And gorgeously decked me
silver.

“Now mayst thou learn,

That the work of the wicked

borne,

The shining radiance;

They took

60
The
I was stricken and
and at their

and

A sorrowful dirge
when they
And they

with gold and with

my beloved friend,
I have worthily

47

The most trying of torments,  The time is now

come . 8o

When through the wide world
and honored,

That all manner of men,
tion,

I am worshiped

and the mighty crea-

Hold sacred this sign.  On me the Son of God

Death-pangs endured.  Hence, dauntless in
glory,

I rise high under heaven, and hold out salva-
tion 8

To each and to all
ence.
“Long ago I was the greatest
ous of torments,
Most painful of punishments,
aright )
The road of life  for the race of men.
“Lo, a glory was given by the God of Crea-
tion
To the worthless wood
heaven—
Just as Mary, his mother,
Received grace and glory
And homage and worship
“And now I bid thee, my best of comrades,
That thou reveal  this vision to- men.
Tell them I am truly  the tree of glory,
That the Savior sorrowed  and suffered upon me
For the race of men  and its many sins,
And the ancient evil  that Adam wrought. 100
“He there tasted of death;  but in triumph he
rose,
The Lord in his might  and gave life unto men.
Then he ascended to heaven,  and hither again
Shall the Savior descend  to seek mankind
On the day of doom,  the dreaded Ruler 105
Of highest heaven,  with his host of angels.
Then will he adjudge  with justice and firmness
Rewards to the worthy ~ whose works have de-
served them,
Who loyally lived
Then a feeling of fear
For the warning they had
Master:
He shall demand of many
be found
To consent for the sake  of his Savior to taste
The bitter death  as He did on the cross.
They are filled with fear and few of them
think s
What words they shall speak  in response to
Christ.

who have awe in my pres-
and most griev-

till I pointed

90
—by the Warden of

the maiden blessed,
from God Almighty,
over other women.

their lives on the earth.
shall fill every heart 110
in the words of their

where the man may
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Then no fecling of fright  or fear need he have

Who bears on his breast  the brightest of tokens,

But there shall come to the kingdom  through
the cross and its power

All the souls of the saved  from the sorrows of

earth, 120
Of the holy who hope  for a home with their
Lord.”
Then I adored the cross  with undaunted
courage,

With the warmest zeal,  while I watched alone

And saw it in secret. My soul was eager

To depart on its path, but I have passed
through many 125

An hour of longing.  Through all my life

[ shall seek the sight  of that sovereign tree

Alone more often  than all other men

And worthily worship it. My will for this serv-
ice :

Is steadfast and sturdy,  and my strength is ever

In the cross of Christ. My comrades of old, 131

The friends of fortune,  all far from the earth

Have departed from the world and its pleas-
ures and have passed to the King of
Glory,

Now live in the heavens

Are waning in glory.

For the time to come
Lord,

~

\.A

with the high Father,
And I wait daily 135
when the cross of the

\
Little 11f known concerning the greatest of Old Eng-
lish poets, Unsubstantiated claims have been made
to connect this works with a Cynewulf, Bishop of Lin-
disfarne (d. 783?), or with a priest of the same name
whom we kndw to have been living in 803. It is clear
that he lived /in the mid-ighth century, probably in
Nonhumbri?f His poems (cf. Old English Literature,
above) prive him familiar with the world of the
church $nd of the court. Like his ancestors, as we see
from the passage here quoted, he loved the sea as well
as the batde. ®

The Christ is a poem in three parts dealing respec-
tively with the Birth of Christ, His Ascension, and the
Last Judgment. Although obscure and difficult to fol-
low, the poem is studded with splendid imaginative
passages. We quote one such with the kind permis-
sion of the Princeton University Press, from Prof.
Spaeth’s Old English Poetry (1921).

Consult A. S. Cook, The Christ of Cynewulf (1900),
and C. W. Kennedy, The Poems of Cynewulf (1910)
for further study.
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Which once so plainly  appeared to my sight,
Shall summop my soul  from this sorrowful life,
And bring me to that bourne  where bliss is un-

ending 139
And happiness of heaven,  where the holy saints
All join in a banquet, where joy is eternal.
May he set me where always  in after time

I shall dwell in glory  with God’s chosen ones
In delights everlasting. = May the Lord be my
friend,

Who came to earth  and of old on the cross 145

Suffered and sorrowed  for the sins of men.

He broke there our bonds  and bought for us
life

And a heavenly home.
filled

With blessings and bliss,
with remorse.

To the Son was his journey
ful

And crowned with triumph,
with his troops,

With his gladsome guests

The Almighty Judge’s,
angels,

And the host of the holy ~ who in heaven before

Dwelt in glory  when their God arrived, 155

The Lord Most High,  at his home at last.

The hearts were now
which once burned
successful and joy-

150

when he came

into God’s kingdom,
and brought joy to the

N Cynewu]f

- From The Christ
(Translated” by |. Duncan Spaeth)

Our life is likest a long sea-voyage:

O’er the water cold in our keels we glide,

O’er Ocean’s streams, in our stallions of the deep
We drive afar. "Tis a dreary waste

Of ceaseless surges we sail across, 5
In this wavering world, o’er wind-swept tracts

Of open sea. Anxious the struggle,

Ere we bring at last our barks to land,

O’er the rough sea-ridges. Our rescue is near;

The Son of God doth safely guide us, 10
Helps us in to our harbor of refuge;

Shows from the deck the sheltered waters

Where smoothly to anchor our ancient chargers,
Hold with the hawsers our horses of the deep.
Then fix we our hope on that haven of safety 15
That the Prince of Glory prepared for us all,

The Ruler on high, when He rose to heaven.



King Alfred the Great
(849-901)

Today prose is likely to be thought of popularly as the “natural” means of literary
expression, and poetry as the more pretentious and artificial. The fact is, however, that in
the literature of most peoples recorded poetry will be found anteceding (often by cen-
turies) any recorded literary prose. Thus it had been in Greece and Rome, and thus it was
in Europe after the Fall of Rome. Singing is common to all mankind; the composition of
written prose begins only under circumstances provided by a more sophisticated society.
The swiftness and vividness of poetry stir the imagination—even of the illiterate; the logic
and orderliness of prose appeal primarily to our reasoning faculties. In Old England, as we
have seen, there had been a considerable bulk of poetry in the native tongue. But it is not
until we come to Alfred that we find a literary man writing English prose.

When Alfred succeeded to the West-Saxon throne in 871, the Northumbrian and
Mercian learning, which had produced the best part of Old English poetry, had been extin-
guished by the barbarian Danes, who were now threatening southern England. It was the
historic courage of Alfred that kept them back, and saved for us whatever we now possess
of the older literature. Having established peace for his kingdom, he set himself to educa-
tional tasks. Already a mature man, he studied Latin himself, and welcomed scholars to aid
him in his work. With them, he translated books he thought most needful: Bede’s Ecclesi-
astical History, Pope Gregory’s Pastoral Care, St. Augustine’s Soliloquies, Bocthius’ Con-
solation of Philosophy, and Orosius’ Universal History. Under his direction the invaluable
Anglo-Saxon Chronicle was begun. And we are particularly indebted to his care for the
preservation of Beowulf, the poems of Cynewulf, and the other fragments (like The Sea-
farer and The Wanderer, etc.), all which remain to us only in the Wessex dialect.

Consult: The Cambridge History of English Literature (1920), Vol. I, chapter 6; J. A.
Giles, The Whole Works of King Alfred the Great, three vols. (1858); S. Brooke, King
Alfred as Educator of His People and Man of Letters (1901); and G. F. Browne, King
Alfred’s Books (1920).

From the Preface to His Translation of Gregory's “Pastoral Care”
(Translated by Stith Thompson)

King Alfred sends greetings to Werferth in loving
and friendly words. I let thee know that it has
often come to my mind what wise men there were
formerly throughout England among both the
clergy and the laity, and what happy times there
were then throughout England, and how the kings
who held sway over the people in those days
obeyed God and his ministers; and how they pre-
served both their peace and their morality and
good order at home and also extended their pos-
sessions abroad; and how prosnerous they were
both with war and with wisdom; and how zealous
the clergy were both in teaching and in learning,
and.in all the services they owed to God; and how
foreigners came to the land in search of wisdom

and learning, and how we should now have to
secure them from abroad if we were to have them.
So complete was this decay in England that there
were very few on this side of the Humber who
could understand their rituals in English or trans-
late a Latin letter into English; and I feel sure
that there were not many beyond Humber. So
few there were that I cannot remember a single
one south of the Thames when I began to reign.

10 Almighty God be thanked that we have any

supply of teachers among us now. . . .

Then I considered all this, and brought to mind
also how, before it had all been laid waste and
burned, the churches throughout all England stood
filled with treasures and books; and there was a
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great multitude of God's servants, but they knew
very little about the books, for they could not under-
stand anything in them, since they were not written
in their own language—as if they spoke thus:
“Our fathers who held these places of old loved
wisdom and through it acquired wealth and be-
queathed it to us. Here we may still see their
tracks, but we cannot follow them, and hence we
have now lost both the wealth and the wisdom,
since we would not incline our hearts after their
example.”

When I called all this to mind, I wondered very
much, considering all the good and wise men who
were formerly throughout England and all the
books that they had perfectly learned, that they
had translated no part of them into their own
language. But soon I answered myself and said:
“They did not expect that men should ever become
as careless and that learning should decay as it has;
they neglected it through the desire that the
greater increase of wisdom there should be in the
land the more should men learn of foreign lan-
guages.”

I then considered that the law was first found
in the Hebrew tongue, and again when the Greeks
learned it, they translated it all into their own
language. And the Romans likewise when they
had learned it, they translated it all through learned
scholars into their own language. And all other
Christian people have turned some part into their
own language. Wherefore it seems to me best, if it
seems so to you, that we should translate some
books that are most needful for all men to know

10
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into the language which we can all understand,
and that we should bring about what we may very
easily do with God’s help if we have tranquillity;
namely, that all youths that are now in England of
free birth, who are rich enough to devote them-
selves to it, be put to learning as long as they are
not fitted for any other occupation, until the time
that they shall be able to read English writing with
ease: and let those that would pursue their studies
further be taught more in Latin and be promoted
to a higher rank. When I brought to mind how
the knowledge of Latin had formerly decayed
throughout England, and yet many knew how to
read English writing, I began among other various
and manifold troubles of this kingdom to turn
into English the book that is called in Latin
Pastoralis and in English The Shepherd’s Book,
sometimes word for word, sometimes thought by
thought, as I had learned it from Plegmund my
archbishop, and Asser my bishop, and Grimbald my
priest, and John my priest. After I had learned it
so that I understood it and so that I could interpret
it clearly, I translated it into English. I shall send
one copy to every bishopric in my kingdom; and
in each is a book-mark worth fifty mancuses. And
I command in God’s name that no man take the
book-mark from the book or the book from the
monastery. It is not certain that there will be such
learned bishops as, thanks be to God, we now have
nearly everywhere. Hence I wish the books to
remain always in their places, unless the bishop
wishes to take them with him, or they be lent out
anywhere, or any one be copying them.



THE MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD

The Norman Conquest

caNDINAVIAN Vikings, of the same blood as those Danes whose invasions

into southern England Alfred had checked, in the early tenth century

conquered the strip of northern France still called, after these Northmen,

Normandy. Intermarrying with the French, adopting the French lan-

guage and civilization, they rapidly became in cultural respects Frenchmen. When

William, Duke of Normandy, asserting his pretensions to the English crown, fought
Harold at Hastings, it was the culture of France that he brought with him.

The victory of the Conqueror in 1066 was cataclysmic for England. Under William
and his successors, England became a country of two peoples and two languages.
The mass of the people, now in subjection, continued to speak the old English tongue.
Their French rulers, the court, the nobility, and the clergy spoke and wrote French,
which became the language of school and law-court. Only the illiterate used the
English which was soon decaying in vocabulary and form. Written literature being
for the wealthy with leisure to read, the elegant precise French tongue was for
some while the language of letters. A number of the best writers of French literature
lived at the English court, writing for a class that thought of itself as French. The
self-confident critic of those days would probably have prophesied that henceforth
the literature of England would be written in French or Latin.

The very division of England into French lord and English subject, as Sir Walter
Scott points out in Ivanhoe, has been recorded on our language. The Englishman
knew animals as he tended them in the fields; the Frenchman was interested in them
only as they appeared on his table. And so we still refer to the live animals by the
English word, and to the cooked flesh by the French: from Old English we get
ox, sheep, calf, and swine; from the French come correspondingly beef, mutton, veal,
and pork.

But living in England, the Norman lords could not continue being Frenchmen.
Intermixing of the two cultures was bound to ensue. After two centuries the demarca-
tions between Norman and Englishman became vague; by the fourteenth century one
language and one nation had emerged. The common cause against the French in the
wars of Edward III, with the great victories of Crécy and Poitiers in 1346 and 1356,
nationalized sentiment in England and completed the fusion.

The new language, fundamentally the English we speak today, possessed a vocabu-
lary larger than the French or the Old English, for it encompassed both. Words of
intellectual, artistic, and theological significance came from the French, and these
preponderated in number. But the basic part of our language—the common household

51
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words, the words of daily experience—these were from Old English. Thus, words of
chivalric connotation (e.g. banner, battie, captain, homage), of the law (e.g. baron,
duke, reign, attorney), of theology (e.g. cloister, penance), of sports (e.g. chase,
leveret), of ideas (e.g. art, nature, glory, science) are French in origin. And those like
mother, father, home, house, love, hate, foot, head, heart, hand, cold, hot, sweet,
bitter, eat, drink, sleep etc. are from Old English. When the fusion was truly com-
plete the two languages, in forming one language, had so modified each other that
the powerful Old English lost its needless thunder, and the graceful French acquired
greater strength. Both languages, too, in the process of inter-penetration, lost much
of their inflection, so that English has become the most flexible of modern tongues,
encumbered by few forms and rules. The total result of this union of Old English
and Norman-French has been a language without equal as a sensitive instrument for
literature. That, as much as anything else, explains why England’s pamcular con-
tribution to western civilization has been her poetry.

The Norman Conquest effected a reorganization of English society. The years
preceding the Conquest had witnessed a gradual decay of the Old English order, and
William was thus enabled the more readily to force by his sword a feudal system
upon the country. Confiscating the land, the Conqueror redistributed it in the form
of large estates to his more powerful lords; and lesser soldiers also shared in the
spoils. But all these gifts came from the hand of the king, and placed the lords of
the land under fealty to him. When the large estates were divided among the tenants,
the latter were thus likewise bound in service to the lords. The feudal tenant, bare-
headed, had to take the oath of becoming the lord’s liege man “for life and limb and
carthly regard,” and swore to be faithful “for life and death.” Thus the king by the
very structure of feudalism had centralized English society in his own person.

It was a structure that inevitably doomed the traditions of Old English litera-
ture. The old heroic poetry had been made to immortalize exploits dear to the
memory of the race; the new poetry was made for the entertainment of a court. In
feudal society, the family of the lord of the manor was the nucleus of cultural interest.
The necessities of life were provided by the labor of his tenants; his own duties con-
sisted in his being ready to fight for his superior in the feudal scale. He was a man
with much leisure, when at home; he did not stoop to becoming literate—reading
and writing were well enough for men of the Church. Literature was for him an
amusement, an escape from boredom, and he maintained his minstrel to dispel ennui
and delight his guests by reciting poetry. With such an audience, literature left the
“heroic” and became sophisticated and “polite” in tone.

In Provence a new impulse was given poetry by the development of Troubadour
Poetry (cf. below)—a lyric art, light, decorative, and self-conscious. At about the
same time in the North of France there appeared the poetry of the trouvéres (the
equivalent in northern French dialect of #rowbadours). The first creations of the
trouvéres bore some resemblance to the older heroic poetry. Thus The Song of Roland
(cf. below), like Beowulf, has its base in historical fact, and sings the deeds of a hero
of the people. On the other hand, all the medieval French epics (called chansons de
geste, ic. “songs of deeds™) are products of a feudal age, and as such are conceived
in the conventions of chivalry. The knightly code of T4e Song of Roland is of another
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civilization when compared with the simple ethics of Beowwulf. And as time went on.
the poets turned further away from the poetry of celebration towards a more refined
poetry, a literature of sentiment and courtliness, aristocratic, ornate, and tending
towards the artificial. ' .

The meeting of East and West in the First (1095) and later Crusades, greatly
affected the narrative art of the trouvéres. The Song of Roland itself seems simple,
direct, and primitive compared with subsequent French poetry. The Europeans’
contact with Oriental magnificence and luxury, color and grace, accelerated the break
with the values of the Dark Ages. The Oriental treatment of women as delicate crea-
tures, the objects of romantic attention, also left its mark on the Christian knights;
and the spread of the Provengal love poetry owes not a little to the Crusaders’ experi-
ences. Acquaintance with the East brought to Western Europe a taste for the
marvelous, the imaginative, and the colorful.

The French narrative poems fall into three subject-groups: “The Matter of
France,” “The Matter of Britain,” and “The Matter of Rome.” “The Matter of
France” is to be found in the epic poems dealing with the deeds of Charlemagne and
his knights; of this category, the earliest of the three in time of composition, The Song
of Roland, is the greatest. The other two classes of stories are much more imbued with
feudal ideals; in them are to be found in full elaboration not only the conduct of
chivalric relations, but, as well, the artifices of courtly love learned from the trouba-
dours. They are plainly the literature of a leisured class that wishes to be entertained.
“The Matter of Britain” deals with Celtic legend, particularly connected with Arthur
and his knights. The medieval reinterpretations and distortions of the stories of classi-
cal antiquity, the legends about Troy being the chief, constitute “The Matter of
Rome.”

It must not be supposed from what we have said that popular literature was quite
dead all this while. On the contrary, a fresh, pungent literature was having wide cur-
rency among the lower strata of feudal society, most important being the fabliaux
(usually humorous stories and often aimed as satire at the clergy and women), the
beast-epics (also put to satiric purposes, and admirably adapted to folk-lore), and the
ballads (tragic, comic, and romantic narrative songs). But all these were communi-
cated orally, and were not to be preserved in writing till a later date.

In short, the most important recorded literature of the twelfth and thirteenth
centuries of England is the aristocratic French art inspired and made by the trouba-
dours and trouvéres. Among the pieces of French literature written in England are
some of considerable historical importance: Wace’s Roman de Brut and Roman de
Rou.

Important studies of this period are: W. H. Schofield, History of English Literature
from the Norman Conquest to Chaucer, chapter III (1906) and J. Vising, Anglo-
Norman Language and Literature (1923). A scholarly account of medieval French
literature is to be found in Karl Voretsch, Introduction to the Study of Old French
Literature (1931).
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No traces of any literature in the English tongue are to be found for a century
after the Conquest. And when, towards 1200, the first pieces of English writing did
appear, they were chiefly sermons, homilies, prayers, and lives of saints—usually
adapted from Latin or French. These religious works formed the bulk of English
literature to the time of Chaucer. One of the earliest, the Poema Morale (c. 1170),
urging a life of devoutness, is important for its form: it is not only the first English
poem in rhymed couplets, but it also introduces the line of seven accents (the so-called
“fourteener”) which was to have wide currency throughout the Renaissance. A poet
to use the same line, but unrhymed, is Orm in his Ormulum (c. 1200), a metrical
translation of the Gospel, whose fantastic spelling (originating in its author’s desire
to record the exact values of each sound) is valuable indication of how Middle Eng-
lish was pronounced. The Ancren Riwle (12377) is the best piece of early devotional
prose: a series of careful instructions for women desirous of the ascetic life. The most
vigorous religious poem of the next century is the Handlyng Synne (c. 1303), written
in eight-syllable couplets: a collection of homilies and illustrative stories attacking
luxurious clergy, greedy landlords, fashionable women, and knightly sports; particu-
larly interesting is the vocabulary, which mixes French with English words. The
taste for religious stories was perhaps responsible for the Cursor Mundi (1320); be-
cause most books are being made for the French and are only idle romances, the
author undertakes the telling, in twenty-four thousand lines of four-stress couplets,
of various Biblical tales; the number of manuscripts proves this work to have been
very popular.

Of all these pious authors the identity of only one is known to us in any detail:
Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290?-1349). At the age of nineteen he left Oxford to
become a hermit, and his life was celebrated for its sanctity. An ardent mystic, his
work is all inspired by his enthusiastic love of God. The author of many Latin and
English works, he has been most remembered for a long poem, The Pricke of Con-
science,' an uneven though vivid picture of the world’s misery and the horrors of
Hell, and on the importance to every man of the good life.

Perhaps the most beautiful of the mystical poems of the period is Thomas de
Hales’s Love Rune. Simple yet tender, and artistically wrought, the poem tells of
mystic union with Christ. Its form is important, being stanzaic; each unit consists of
eight lines.

Somewhat later than the religious writers, English secular poets began to make
their entry on the literary scene, most of them taking the cue from what in French
was amusing the feudal lords. There is some ironic justice in the fact that the first
secular literature in the reawakened tongue of the old Teutons, should have been
designed to immortalize an ancient Celtic hero, the Briton Arthur. The legends
which had, during centuries, collected around the person of Arthur, make their first
significant appearance in the Latin History of the British Kings (c. 1147) by the

1 Some recent scholars question Rolle’s authorship of this poem.
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Welsh chronicler Geoffrey of Monmouth. In what pretends to be history, there is
- chiefly fiction, including his attribution of the first British settlement to a descendant
of Zneas, one Brutus. But what is of importance in Geoffrey’s book is the particular
attention he pays to Arthur, whom he rather amazingly makes conqueror of Pict,
Scot, Anglo-Saxon, and Roman. This fabulous picture of Arthur was accepted by the
Normans as historical. The first of them to make poetical capital of the Arthurian
stories was the trouvére Gaimar, who added his bit to Arthur’s splendor. Other
French writers followed Gaimar’s lead, each elaborating the legend. The Anglo-
Norman, Robert Wace, made a free transcription of Geoffrey in the Roman de Brut
(c. 1155), in which Arthur becomes the type chivalric hero. It is chiefly a paraphrasing
of Wace which is the occasion (c. 1205) of the first English secular poem, Layamon’s
Brut (cf. below). With Layamon, who may be called the “first” English poet, the
Arthurian legends become a part of English literature, in which they have played an
important role in nearly every century since.

Following the Bruz, there are a number of English narrative poems, mostly copies
from the French, which we have styled zhe metrical romances. They owe their in-
spiration to the creations of the trouvéres, and are, like their originals, concerned with
knightly adventure and the aid of damsels in distress. King Horn (c. 1250) is a
metrical romance of faithful and persevering love told with forceful directness;
Havelok the Dane (c. 1300) deals with chivalric exploit and courage rewarded; Guy
of Warwick (c. 1300) is somewhat religious in its account of a hero who leaves his
wife so that he may deserve her love by noble achievement; and Sir Bevis of Hamp-
ton (c. 1300) is filled with characters and incidents confusingly thrown together to
exhibit the prowess of a bold knight. If these did nothing more than pave the way
for the later metrical romance, the beautiful Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, they
served a noble function. For taken in terms of their own worth, these earlier romances
fall short of their French antecedents in artistry. The reason is plain. It was not till
the time of Chaucer that the English language had won its final victory over the
French; in the thirteenth century courtly readers still preferred their literature in
French. These English romances, therefore, aimed at a more popular audience. They
did strive, it is true, after the tone of “high life”; they did incorporate the wonderful,
the sentimental, and the magical. But the English audience, lower in the social scale,
had less patience with refinements of style and subtleties of sentiment. The English
romances, in consequence, are coarser than the French, more rapid in the telling,
though just as unreal. They are superior only in their occasional insetting of descrip-
tions of scenery, details which give them a kind of homeliness lacking in the French.
So far as the versification goes, it is generally crude, however important to the future
of English verse.

This absence of artifice is to be seen also in the first English lyrics (cf. below)
extant. The French troubadours (cf. below) had evolved a highly elaborate lyric art
in which the system of Courtly Love was developed—a complex system we can de-
scribe here only briefly. In feudal society marriage was too much bound up with
matters of property and inheritance to be concerned with love; among the nobility
marriage was an affair of business. Moreover, the medieval Church was not inter-
ested in encouraging romantic passion as a virtue. It is only in more recent times that
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marriage has been linked with romance. The channel provided by the Middle Ages
for the expression of romantic attachment was the system of Courtly Love, originating.
among the aristocracy, and having little relation to the everyday life of humbler folk.
According to the conventions of Courtly Love, the poet is always the abject lover of
his lady (usually the wife of some lord), and exemplifies in himself the virtues of
complete obedience to her will, silence to her rebukes, consciousness of his unworthi-
ness to have her return his love, and despair over his unsatisfied longing. “Humility,
Courtesy, Adultery, and the Religion of Love,” says a critic, are the characteristics of
the system. The husband is never considered; if there is an enemy, it is a rival poet.
The whole arrangement was often a game to amuse a noble lady; but undoubtedly
it sometimes masked a real situation.

The Courtly Love poetry was to have an important influence on many great Euro-
pean lyrists, including Dante, Petrarch, and Chaucer. But the earliest English lyrics,
though shaped by French form and sentiment, are notably free from artifice. Fresh-
ness and truth are in their welcome of the spring after hard winter, and sincerity in
their protestations of love. And that seems to be because they are the poetry of the
yeoman and the peasant, rather than of the courtier and the knight.

But by the fourteenth century the English language had greatly displaced French
in courtly circles, and so we find later Middle English literature permeated with the
traditions of Courtly Love, not only in the romances but also in such lyrics as
Chaucer’s. As the language gained in aristocratic favor, the literature took on the
tone of its patronage. At this time, moreover, a variation of the romance, the Allegory,
was already a form of great importance, and had become the most characteristic ex-
pression of Courtly Love ideals. In it virtues, vices, passions, and desires were personi-
fied; and thus all the subtleties of Courtly Love could be presented concretely. By far
the most significant allegory of the Middle Ages was the French Romance of the Rose
(cf. below). Against a setting of refinement and leisure, the first part of the poem pre-
sents the idealized life of love, singing, and dancing. The work had an enormous
influence, and was translated into most European tongues. Chaucer, who himself
translated part of it, shows everywhere its effect upon him. And Sir Gawain and the
Green Knight is one of the great English poems that follow in its tradition. Even a
satire so removed in purpose and subject as Langland’s Vision of Piers Plowman
adopts its personifications and its device of a dream-vision, as does the exquisite elegy
The Pearl.

And here we have named the four great contributions to poetry in the fourteenth
century, when English became at last the undisputed medium for the literature of
Britain: The Pearl, Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, The Vision of Piers Plowman,
and the work of Chaucer. The Pearl (c. 1370), the first English elegy, a moving
lament on the death of a little girl, is a mystical dream-allegory written in a compli-
cated twelve-line stanza that employs both alliteration and rhyme; the poet, falling
asleep at the grave of his lost Margaret, is transported in his dream to a radiant land
where by her direction he has sight of the city of Heaven. It has been argued that the
same anonymous poet is also author of the finest of the allegories, Sir Gawain and the
Green Knight (cf. below), which sets forth the qualities of the perfect knight. It is
one of the most precious gems in our literature. Far different is the preoccupation -
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with the injustices suffered by common-folk, to be read in the vigorous Vision of
Piers Plowman (cf. below); yet even in this courageous pioneering the ties, as we
have said, with French literature are to be seen. Finally, there stands the unique
achievement of Chaucer, the first giant in English literature, the poet who, at once,
embodies the tendencies of his time and far outdistances them.

The record of Middle English literature has been, thus far, one in which the
populace finds little voice. And indeed the literature of the Church and of Chivalry,
from the homily to the allegory, has little to do with the average man’s daily experi-
ences or interests. Nevertheless there were two important bodies of literature which
found their patronage among the common people: the drama and the ballads. Arising
in connection with services in the Church, the earliest drama developed in the hands
of the clergy; but in the fourteenth century grocers, glovers, water-drawers, dyers,
cappers, thatchers, tailors, cooks, and other tradesmen were putting aside their crafts
on festival-days to enact for their fellow-citizens plays, whose themes were taken from
the Bible and the lives of saints (cf. Introduction to Everyman). These were humble
beginnings out of which grew one of the chief glories of English literature, its drama.

The Ballads (cf. below) form the second significant portion of Middle English
popular literature. Many lovers of literature find them without rival in interest. Cer-
tainly they present a wide variety of appeal, for they include subjects that are tragic,
heroic, romantic, humorous, and fanciful. They possess, in addition, a kind of charm
peculiar to themselves—a delightful mixing of the crudely simple with the strangely
subtle.

Chaucer died in 1400, a year that ushered in a fairly unproductive century in our
literature. His genius cast its shadow over his successors, many of whom were content
to imitate him. But there was a more vital reason why the fifteenth century is so unin-
teresting to- the student of letters: England was torn by long civil strife during the
War of the Roses. In the midst of such stress there was little leisure or desire for
poetry among its patrons. The significant literature of this period is almost limited
to the popular drama and the ballads. Of the fifteenth century courtly writers only
one is of great importance, Thomas Malory. His Morte Darthur, a retelling of many
of the Arthurian legends, is perhaps our first piece of great literary prose. It has been,
moreover, the source-book for later writers on Arthur and his knights.

The end of the War of the Roses marks as well the termination of the English
Middle Ages. After the peace, powerful new forces began to operate on English life,
and new philosophies gave birth to a new literature.

In addition to the bibliographies in the various Introductions to this section, the
following books are recommended:

J. E. Wells, Manual of the Writings in Middle English 1050-1400, a full bibliog-
raphy of the period; C. S. Baldwin, English Medieval Literature (1914); W. P. Ker,
English Literature, Medieval (1912); and W. H. Schofield, History of English Litera-
ture from the Norman Conquest to Chaucer (1906)—excellent historical studies.

E. Verrier, Richard Rolle (1930); F. J. Furnivall, Early English Poems and Lives
of Saints (1862).

J. D. Bruce, The Evolution of Arthurian Romance (1923); C. S. Lewis, The Alle-
gory of Love (1938); I. Gollancz, Tke Pearl (1921).
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E. K. Chambers, The English Folk Play (1932) ; P. Kirwan, The Dawn of English
Drama (1920) ; and K. Young, The Drama of the Medieval Church (1933).

Three splendid collections of medieval lyrics have been made by Carleton Brown,
English Lyrics of the Thirteenth Century (1932), Religious Lyrics of the Fourteenth
Century (1924), and Religious Lyrics of the Fifteenth Century (1939).

THE SONG OF ROLAND
(Translated by John O’Hagan)

We are told by the chronicler William of Malmes-
bury (d. 1142?) that when William, Duke of Nor-
mandy, dressed himself for battle at fateful Hastings,
he began to sing “the song of Roland, that the warlike
example of that man might stimulate the soldiers.”
Elsewhere the picture has been painted of the court
singer, Taillefer, tossing up his sword like a dex-
terous jongleur as he rode at the head of the French
forces, while he lustily chanted verses from The Song
of Roland. Perhaps nothing could better typify than
that picture all the new spirit of gallantry about to
conquer Teuton England. Modern French scholars
doubt that the poem could have been written in its
present form much before 1100; but if it be true that
the old chronicler was therefore guilty of fabrication,
his imaginings have none the less presented the funda-
mental fact that a romantic, brilliant poetry was destined
to effect great changes on English writing. Composed
before or soon after the Norman Conquest, The Song of
Roland was being sung and read by the victorious
French all over England in the twelfth century.

The epic is based upon the historic expedition of
Charlemagne against Emir Abderrahman of Spain in
778. On its journey home, the army of Charlemagne
was attacked in a pass of the Pyrenees, and the rear-
guard was destroyed by bands of the Basques. Before
legend had done with this unimportant skirmish, the
scene of conflict had become as important as Troy
had been to the Greeks. Of all the knights who fell
there, it was Roland who emerged in song as the great
hero. To dignify the story, the number of troops on
both sides was greatly increased.

The story is a clear one. Roland has been left behind
by Charlemagne in charge of 20,000, including the
best of the French knights. Among the leaders are:
Olivier, renowned for wisdom just as his dearest friend
Roland is renowned for courage; Ganelon, the traitor;
and the Archbishop Turpin. The French are attacked
at Roncevaux in the defiles of the Pyrences, through
the treachery of Ganelon, by a vastly superior number
of the Saracens. In vain Olivier pleads with Roland to
send for aid. The hero refuses until it is too late to save
himself and his army. Wounded, he blows his horn to
summon Charlemagne. The passage we quote recounts
his last combat and death. (It should be remembered
that while the translator has chosen to use rhymed

couplets, The Song of Roland is written in assonance—
a device not common in English verse.)

The Song of Roland is entirely feudal in setting.
Though we find none of the elegant manners of later
medieval knights, the characters are barons and vas-
sals of the Great Charles. But the traits of older heroic
story linger. The heroes are strong and rough rather
than “gentle,” their family ties are almost tribal, and
of the tender influence of women there is little men-
tion. The tone is simple, unsophisticated, and often
naive, though technically the poem has been composed
with rare artistry.

The unifying theme of the poem is that of Christian
knightly valor. From such a viewpoint it may be com-
pared profitably with the Old English masterpicce,
Beowulf. Both epics originate in a desire to celebrate a
great hero’s deeds, an impulse common to all heroic
poetry; and both have the vigor and force of style
that such a desire would exact. But the differences
between the two are more remarkable than the re-
semblances. “To turn from Beowulf,” says M. Legouis,
“to the Chanson de Roland is to come out of the dark-
ness into light.” Just as Old English poetry dealt typi-
cally with the gloomy, the dark, and the unhappy, so
The Song of Roland is irradiated with sunlight dazzling
on helm, shield, and spear, and with the clear light of
noonday. The hero himself is a knight of clear laugh-
ing countenance. Colors flash through the descriptions
of the hosts. The knights sit on “white silk stuffs”
noisily playing at games. The Archbishop Turpin him-
self mocks the monk who is endlessly praying. The
Old English loved the blood and the grimness of battle.
Roland’s peers seem to delight in the excitement and
the color of knightly conflict. In the deaths of Beowulf
and Roland similarities of tone may be noted, for their
deaths are great losses to their people. But in the Old
English poem there is no relief to the sadness and
gloom; while in the background of the French epic
there are grass, shining marble terraces, and the shade
of pine trees. These distinctions are the more remark-
able when it is remembered that The Song of Roland is
neither ornate nor artificial as later medieval French
poetry was to become. Both epics are of the heroic
kindj; their differences come from differences of culture
and language.

They are differences which will give a clear idea of
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that new world of experience which the French con-
querors brought to bear on English life and letters. By
the time Chaucer was writing, the Old English tradi-
tions had become interfused with those of the French.
English literature as we know it, is a healthy offspring

of Teutonic and Norman-French parentage.

When Roland saw that life had fled,
And with face to earth his comrade dead,
He thus bewept him, soft and still:

“Ah, friend, thy prowess wrought thee illl
So many days and years gone by

We lived together, thou and I:

And thou hast never done me wrong,
Nor I to thee, our lifetime long.

Since thou art dead, to live is pain.”

He swooned on Veillantif! again,

Yet may not unto earth be cast,

His golden stirrups held him fast.

When passed away had Roland’s swoon,
With sense restored, he saw full soon
What ruin lay beneath his view.

His Franks have perished all save two—
The archbishop and Walter of Hum alone.
From the mountain-side hath Walter flown,
Where he met in battle the bands of Spain,
And the heathen won and his men were slain.
In his own despite to the vale he came;
Called unto Roland, his aid to claim.

“Ah, count! brave gentleman, gallant peer!
Where art thou? With thee I know not fear,
I am Walter, who vanquished Maelgut of yore,
Nephew to Drouin, the old and hoar.

For knightly deeds I was once thy friend.

[ fought the Saracen to the end;

My lance is shivered, my shield is cleft,

Of my broken mail are but fragments left.
I bear in my body eight thrusts of spear;

I die, but I sold my life right dear.”

Count Roland heard as he spake the word,
Pricked his steed, and anear him spurred.

“Walter,” said Roland, “thou hadst affray

With the Saracen foe on the heights today.

Thou wert wont a valorous knight to be:

A thousand horsemen gave I thee;

Render them back, for my need is sore.”

“Alas, thou seest them never more!

Stretched they lie on the dolorous ground,

Where myriad Saracen swarms we found,—

Armenians, Turks, and the giant brood
 his horse.
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Of Balisa, famous for hardihood,

Bestriding their Arab Coursers fleet,

Such host in battle "twas ours to meet;

Nor vaunting thence shall the heathen go,—
Full sixty thousand on earth lie low.

With our brands of steel we avenged us well,
But every Frank by the foeman fell.

My hauberk plates are riven wide,

And I bear such wounds in flank and side,
That from every part the bright blood flows,
And feebler ever my body grows.

I am dying fast, | am well aware:

Thy liegeman I, and claim thy care.

If I fled perforce, thou wilt forgive,

And yield me succor while thou dost live.”
Roland sweated with wrath and pain,

Tore the skirts of his vest in twain,

Bound Walter’s every bleeding vein.

In Roland’s sorrow his wrath arose,

Hotly he struck at the heathen foes,

Nor left he one of a score alive;

Walter slew six, the archbishop five.

The heathens cry, “What a felon three!
Look to it, lords, that they shall not flee.
Dastard is he who confronts them not;
Craven, who lets them depart this spot.”
Their cries and shoutings begin once more,

And from every side on the Franks they pour.

Count Roland in sooth is a noble peer;
Count Walter, a valorous cavalier;
The archbishop, in battle proved and tried,

Each struck as if knight there were none beside.

From their steeds a thousand Saracens leap,
Yet forty thousand their saddles keep;

I trow they dare not approach them near,
But they hurl against them lance and spear,
Pike and javelin, shaft and dart.

Walter is slain as the missiles part;

The archbishop’s shield in pieces shred,
Riven his helm, and pierced his head;

His corselet of steel they rent and tore;
Wounded his body with lances four;

His steed beneath him dropped withal:
What woe to see the archbishop falll

When Turpin felt him flung to ground,
And four lance wounds within him found,
He swiftly rose, the dauntless man,

To Roland looked, and nigh him ran.
Spake but, “I am not overthrown—

Brave warrior yields with life alone.”
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He drew Almace’s burnished steel,
A thousand ruthless blows to deal.
In after time, the Emperor said

He found four hundred round him spread,—

Some wounded, others cleft in twain;
Some lying headless on the plain.

So Giles the saint, who saw it, tells,
For whom High God wrought miracles.
In Laon cell the scroll he wrote;

He little weets who knows it not.

Count Roland combateth nobly yet,

His body burning and bathed in sweat;
In his brow a mighty pain, since first,
When his horn he sounded, his temple burst;
But he yearns of Karl’s approach to know,
And lifts his horn once more—but oh!
How faint and feeble a note to blow!

The Emperor listened, and stood full still.
“My lords,” he said, “we are faring ill.

This day is Roland my nephew’s last;

Like dying man he winds that blast.

On! Who would aid, for life must press.
Sound every trump our ranks possess.”
Peal sixty thousand clarions high,

The hills re-echo, the vales reply.

It is now no jest for the heathen band.
“Karll” they cry, “it is Karl at hand!”

They said, “’Tis the Emperor’s advance,
We hear the trumpets resound of France.
If he assail us, hope in vain;

If Roland live, ’tis war again,

And we lose for aye the land of Spain.”
Four hundred in arms together drew,
The bravest of the heathen crew;

With serried power they on him press,
And dire in sooth is the count’s distress.

When Roland saw his coming foes,

_All proud and stern his spirit rosc;

Alive he shall never be brought to yield:
Veillantif spurred he across the field,

With golden spurs he pricked him well,

To break the ranks of the infidel;

Archbishop Turpin by his side.

“Let us flee, and save us,” the heathen cried;
“These are the trumpets of France we hear—
It is Karl, the mighty Emperor, near.”

Count Roland never hath loved the base,

Nor the proud of heart, nor the dastard race,—

Nor knight, but if he were vassal good,—
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And he spake to Turpin, as there he stood;

“On foot are you, on horseback I;

For your love I halt, and stand you by. 145
Together for good and ill we hold;

I will not leave you for man of mold.

We will pay the heathen their onset back,

Nor shall Durindana of blows be slack.”

“Base,” said Turpin, “who spares to smite: 150
When the Emperor comes, he will all requite.”

The heathens said, “We were born to shame.
This day for our disaster came:

Our lords and leaders in battle lost,

And Karl at hand with his marshaled host; 155
We hear the trumpets of France ring out,

And the cry ‘Montjoie!’ their rallying shout.
Roland’s pride is of such a height,

Not to be vanquished by mortal wight;

Hurl we our missiles, and hold aloof.” 160
And the word they spake, they put in proof,—
They flung, with all their strength and craft,
Javelin, barb, and plumed shaft.

Roland’s buckler was torn and frayed,

His cuirass broken and disarrayed, 165
Yet entrance none to his flesh they made.

From thirty wounds Veillantif bled,

Beneath his rider they cast him, dead;

Then from the field have the heathen flown:
Roland remaineth, on foot, alone. 170

The heathens fly in rage and dread;

To the land of Spain have their footsteps sped;

Nor can Count Roland make pursuit—

Slain is his steed, and he rests afoot;

To succor Turpin he turned in haste, 175

The golden helm from his head unlaced,

Ungirt the corselet from his breast,

In stripes divided his silken vest;

The archbishop’s wounds hath he staunched and
bound,

His arms around him softly wound; 180

On the green sward gently his body laid,

And, with tender greeting, thus him prayed:

“For a little space, let me take farewell;

Our dear companions, who round us fell,

I go to seek; if I haply find, 185

I will place them at thy feet reclined.”

“Go,” said Turpin; “the field is thine—

To God the glory, ’tis thine and mine.”

Alone secks Roland the field of fight,
He searcheth vale, he searcheth height. 190
Ivon and Ivor he found, laid low,
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And the Gascon Engelier of Bordeaux,
Gerein and his fellow in arms, Gerier;
Otho he found, and Berengier;

Samson the duke, and Anseis bold,

Gerard of Roussillon, the old.

Their bodies, one after one, he bore,

And laid them Turpin’s feet before.

The archbishop saw them stretched arow,
Nor can he hinder the tears that flow;

In benediction his hands he spread:
“Alas! for your doom, my lords,” he said,
“That God in mercy your souls may give,
On the flowers of Paradise to live;

Mine own death comes, with anguish sore.
That I see mine Emperor never more.”

Once more to the field doth Roland wend,
Till he findeth Olivier, his friend;

The lifeless form to his heart he strained,
Bore him back with what strength remained,
On a buckler laid him, beside the rest,
The archbishop assoiled them all, and blessed.
Their dole and pity anew find vent,

And Roland maketh his fond lament:
“My Olivier, my chosen one,

Thou wert the noble Duke Renier’s son,
Lord of the March unto River vale.

To shiver lance and shatter mail,

The brave in council to guide and cheer,
To smite the miscreant foe with fear,—
Was never on earth such cavalier.”

Dead around him his peers to see,

And the man he loved so tenderly,

Fast the tears of Count Roland ran,

His visage discolored became, and wan,
He swooned for sorrow beyond control.
“Alas,” said Turpin, “how great thy dolel”

To look on Roland swooning there,

Surpassed all sorrow he ever bare;

He stretched his hand, the horn he took,—
Through Roncesvalles there flowed a brook,—
A draught to Roland he thought to bring;

But his steps were feeble and tottering,

Spent his strength, from waste of blood,—

He struggled on for scarce a rood,

When sank his heart, and drooped his frame,

And his mortal anguish on him came.

Roland revived from his swoon again;

On his feet he rose, but in deadly pain;

He looked on high, and he looked below,
Till, a space his other companions fro,
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He beheld the baron, stretched on sward,
The archbishop, vicar of God our Lord.

Mea Culpa? was Turpin’s cry,

While he raised his hands to heaven on high,
Imploring Paradise to gain.

So died the soldier of Carlemaine,—

With word or weapon, to preach or fight,
A champion ever of Christian right,

And a deadly foe of the infidel.

God'’s benediction within him dwelll

When Roland saw him stark on earth

(His very vitals were bursting forth,

And his brain was oozing from out his head),
He took the fair white hands outspread,
Crossed and clasped them upon his breast,
And thus plaint to the dead addressed,—
So did his country’s law ordain:—

“Ah, gentleman of noble strain,

I trust thee unto God the True,

Whose service never man shall do

With more devoted heart and mind:

To guard the faith, to win mankind,
From the apostles’ day till now,

Such prophet never rose as thou.

Nor pain or torment thy soul await,

But of Paradise the open gate.”

Roland feeleth his death is near,

His brain is oozing by either ear.

For his peers he prayed—God keep them well;
Invoked the angel Gabriel.

That none reproach him, his horn he clasped;
His other hand Durindana® grasped;

Then, far as quarrel* from crossbow sent,
Across the march of Spain he went,

Where, on a mound, two trees between,

Four flights of marble steps were seen;
Backward he fell, on the field to lie;

And he swooned anon, for the end was nigh.

High were the mountains and high the trees,
Bright shone the marble terraces;

On the green grass Roland hath swooned away.
A Saracen spied him where he lay:

Stretched with the rest he had feigned him dead,
His face and body with blood bespread.

To his feet he sprang, and in haste he hied,—
In pride and wrath he was overbold,—

And on Roland, body and arms, laid hold.

? My Sin (the beginning of a confession).
® his sword.
¢an arrow with a four-edged head.

245

250

255

265

275

285



62

“The nephew of Karl is overthrown!
To Araby bear I this sword, mine own.”
He stooped to grasp it, but as he drew,
Roland returned to his sense anew.

He saw the Saracen seize his sword;
His cyes he oped, and he spake one word—
“Thou art not one of our band, I trow,”

295

And he clutched the horn he would ne’er forego;

On the golden crest he smote him full,
Shattering steel and bone and skull,
Forth from his head his eyes he beat,
And cast him lifeless before his feet.
“Miscreant, makest thou then so free,
As, right or wrong, to lay hold on me?

Who hears it will deem thee a madman born;

Behold the mouth of mine ivory horn
Broken for thee, and the gems and gold
Around its rim to earth are rolled.”

Roland feeleth his eyesight reft,
Yet he stands erect with what strength is left;

From his bloodless cheek is the hue dispelled,

But his Durindana all bare he held.

In front a dark brown rock arose—

He smote upon it ten grievous blows.
Grated the steel as it struck the flint,

Yet it brake not, nor bore its edge one dint.
“Mary, Mother, be thou mine aid!

Ah, Durindana, my ill-starred blade,

I may no longer thy guardian be!

What fields of battle I won with thee!
What realms and regions ’twas ours to gain,
Now the lordship of Carlemaine!

Never shalt thou possessor know

Who would turn from face of mortal foe;
A gallant vassal so long thee bore,

Such as France the free shall know no more.”

He smote anew on the marble stair.

It grated, but breach nor notch was there.
When Roland found that it would not break,
Thus he his plaint to make.

“Ah, Durindana, how fair and bright
Thou sparklest, flaming against the light!
When Karl in Maurienne valley lay,

God sent his angel from heaven to say—
“This sword shall a valorous captain’s be,’
And he girt it, the gentle king, on me.
With it I vanquished Poitou and Maine,
Provence I conquered and Aquitaine;

I conquered Normandy the free,

Anjou, and the marches of Brittany;
Romagna I won, and Lombardy,
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Bavaris, Flanders from side to side,

And Burgundy, and Poland wide;
Constantinople affiance vowed,

And the Saxon soil to his bidding bowed;
Scotia, and Wales, and Ireland’s plain,
Of England made he his own domain.
What mighty regions I won of old,

For the hoary-headed Karl to hold!

But there presses on me a grievous pain,
Lest thou in heathen hands remain.

O God our Father, keep France from stain!”

His strokes once more on the brown rock fell,
And the steel was bent past words to tell;
Yet it brake not, nor was notched the grain,
Erect it leaped to the sky again.

When he failed at the last to break his blade,
His lamentation he inly made.

“Oh, fair and holy, my peerless sword,
What relics lie in thy pommel stored!

Tooth of Saint Peter, Saint Basil’s blood,

Hair of Saint Denis beside them strewed,
Fragment of holy Mary’s vest.

"Twere shame that thou with the heathen rest;

Thee should the hand of a Christian serve
One who would never in battle swerve.
What regions won I with thee of yore,

The empire now of Karl the hoarl

Rich and mighty is he therefore.”

That death was on him he knew full well;
Down from his head to his heart it fell.
On the grass beneath a pine-tree’s shade,
With face to earth, his form he laid,
Beneath him placed he his horn and sword,
And turned his face to the heathen horde.
Thus hath he done the sooth to show,
That Karl and his warriors all may know,
That the gentle count a conqueror died.
Mea Culpa full oft he cried;

And, for all his sins, unto God above,

In sign of penance, he raised his glove.

Roland feeleth his hour at hand;

On a knoll he lies towards the Spanish land.
With one hand beats he upon his breast:
“In thy sight, O God, be my sins confessed.

From my hour of birth, both the great and small,

Down to this day, I repent of all.”
As his glove he raised to God on high,
Angels of heaven descend him nigh.

Beneath a pine was his resting-place,

To the land of Spain hath he turned his face,
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On his memory rose full many a thought— 390
Of the lands he won and the fields he fought;

Of his gentle France, of his kin and line;

Of his nursing father, King Karl benign;—

He may not the tear and sob control,

Nor yet forgets he his parting soul. 395
To God’s compassion he makes his cry:

“O Father true, who canst not lie,

Who didst Lazarus raise unto life again,

And Daniel shield in the lions’ den;

Shield my soul from its peril, due 400

For the sins I sinned my lifetime through.”
He did his right-hand glove uplift—

Saint Gabriel took from his hand the gift;
Then drooped his head upon his breast,
And with clasped hands he went to rest.
God from on high sent down to him

One of his angel Cherubim—

Saint Michael of Peril of the sea,

Saint Gabriel in company—

From heaven they came for that soul of price,
And they bore it with them to Paradise.

405

410

TROUBADOUR POETRY

In medieval French the form for the word yes
(modern French ous) was oc in the South of France
and oil in the North. Hence the dialects of these two
regions have been designated respectively as the
langue d’oc and the langue d’oil. It was in the langue
d’oc that the first lyric poetry of the middle ages was
sung. Provence was the chief literary center of Europe
from the eleventh through the thirteenth centuries.
The Provengal poets, the troubadours, developing the
songs of country people into a very conscious and often
artificial form, introduced into modern poetry the
note of romantic attachment so foreign to Old English
poetry. Tenderness and passion appeared in the trouba-
dour lyrics as a new note. Though few of these songs
have high literary merit, the troubadour’s influence
spread to the langue d’oil, and thus into the poetry of
the Norman conquerors, as well as into that of the
Italian, Catalonian, Spanish, and German languages.

Himself in a servile position, the troubadour sang
an art intended for the pleasure of the feudal lord at
whose court he entertained, and his songs were often
addressed as compliments to the wife of his patron. His
situation naturally inclined him to address the lady of
his songs with complete self-abasement; and the adora-
tion for. women which chivalry had made the rule,
also tended to make his tone one of homage. A very
elaborate set of rules, matched by the careful form of
the verses, developed in the troubadour’s craft. The
lover, in the poems, is always patient and discreet; his
lady, no matter how well known she actually was,
must be theoretically anonymous or equipped with a
pseudonym. The songs tell of the poet’s love for an
incomparable, unapproachable lady, the wife of some-
one else; they express hope for a reciprocation of affec-
tior;, or complain of the cruelty of the lady or of love
itself.

Bernart de Ventadorn (born 11257), a son of peas-
ants, became one of the greatest of the troubadours. In
the service of Henry of Anjou, he went with his mas-
ter to England when Henry became King of that

country. His songs have a ring of sincerity rare in these
poems, and his diction is unaffected and graceful.

The anonymous song which Frances Winwar has
admirably translated for us belongs to a special - type
known as the alba or aubade (song of the dawn). In
the alba the lovers always are fearful of the coming ot
dawn which must separate them; there is also usually
the fiction of the watcher on the tower who warns the
lovers of the coming of daybreak. The refrain is char-
acteristic. It is interesting to note that the alba survives
in Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet (111, 5, lines 1 seq.)
where, by a beautiful transformation, the lark is made
the watcher in the sky who warns Romeo to be gone.

H. J. Chaytor’s The Troubadours and England
(1923) is an excellent study.

BERNART OF VENTADORN (c. 1125—?)

TROUBADOUR SONG

(Translated by Bernard D. N. Grebanier)

"Tis no wonder if my songs
Are the best songs sung
Since to Love my heart belongs;
Love my harp has strung.
Heart and body, mind and soul, 5
Strength, and pow’r, and wit
I have giv'n to Love’s control;
Naught else counts a whit.

Dead he is within whose core

Is not love’s taste sweet; 10
Sans love life’s a bore,—

Such a life’s a cheat.
Lord of Heaven! Fate me not

To live a month or hour



Desireless, love-forgot,
Wearisome and sour!

Deepest faith and purest truth
My lady takes from me;

Tears and sighs I give, in sooth—
Gone’s tranquillity.

What's to do? Love does me seize,
Locks in dungeon low;

Mercy is the key that frees,—
Mercy she’ll not show!

Love my heart doth wound so sweet
With its gentle savor;
Hundred deaths do I repeat,—
And wake to joy the braver!
Yes, my grief is fair to see;
I hold my grief adored;
So good is my grief to me,
Good too the reward!

Lord! if we true love could know
From false distinguishdd!

If liars, knaves were forced to grow
Horns upon their head!

Had I all the world’s bright gold,
She should have it all;

So the tale might I unfold
How I am her thrall.

Cheeks of mine no color take,
Pale with fear I go,
As a leaf in wind I shake,
Eyes and face not glow.
Silly 1, and puerile,
Quite by love o’erthrown.
Lady you must pity smile
On me thus undone.

Nothing do I ask of you
But to be your slave;

I will serve in manner true,—
Take whate’er you gave.

Your command now see me swear,
Humble, courteous;
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You're not lion or savage bear
To kill me helpless thus.

To my Dear, I send this song,
Hoping it will do no wrong.

Forgive, if I have tarried long.

ANONYMOUS
TROUBADOUR ALBA
(Translated by Frances Winwar)

‘Necath leafy hawthorn in a garden gay,
Her lover by her my fair lady lay,

Till that the watcher cried: Behold the day!
Alas! Alas! the dawn—it comes too soon!

“O would there never came an end to night
To part me from the friend of my delight!
O would the watcher ne’er saw day nor light!
Alas! Alas! the dawn—it comes too soon!

O fair sweet friend, let’s kiss us, you and I,
Down in the field where songsters sweetly cry,

Aye, kiss us, though the jealous one deny.
Alas! Alas| the dawn—it comes too soon!

O fair sweet fr}cnd, a new sport let us play
In yonder garth, where birds sing roundelay,
Till that the watcher pipe the dawning day.

Alas! Alas! the dawn—it comes too soon!

In gentle dawnlight from the morning fair
I saw mine own sweet friend and debonair,
And from his lips I drained a potion rare.”
Alas! Alas! the dawn—it comes too soon!

So fair my lady, of such pleasing grace,
That many gaze upon her lovely face,

And in her heart true love holds highest place.
Alas! Alas] the dawn—it comes too soonl!
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Among the first flowerings of the new English tongue, awakened from a winter of
Norman domination, are several lovely songs, spontaneous and simple. In them the voice
of native sincerity is not restrained by a certain artistic grace and sweetness, learned from
French lyrical poetry. From the French, too, has been learned not only the charm of rhyme,
but also the love of spring and flowers. We hear in the Cuckoo Song, whose delightful music
is extant, the joy with which the peasant greets the first sound of the season of growth. In
the Spring Song, we listen to the timeless complaint of the lover who sees all things joy
in the season of mating and rebirth, while he sorrows in lacking the one he loves. Alysoun,
quaint though we may find it, tellingly describes what lovers feel, with more ingenuous-
ness and grace than many troubadours could command. In contrast with the brightness of
these three, stands the sober reflection on the vanity of human experience of Ubi Sunt Qui
Ante Nos Fuerunt. )

It was not until the great Elizabethan age that Englishmen were again to feel the
impulse to sing thus sweetly and spontaneously.

Cuckoo Song

(c. 1240)

Sumer is icumen?! in:
Lhude? sing cuccu!
Groweth sed, and bloweth® med,
And springth the wude nu.*
Sing cuccul 5

Awe® bleteth after lomb;
Lhouth® after calve cu;?

Bulluc sterteth,® bucke verteth,®
Murie!® sing cuccu!

Cuccu, cuccu, well singes thu, cuccu: 10
Ne swike!! thu naver nu.

Sing cuccu, nu, sing cuccul!
Sing cuccu, sing cuccu, nu!

! has come. 2 Joud.
Sblossometh. ¢ now.

S ewe. ¢ loweth.

T cow. 8 springs up.

® breaks wind

10 pleasingly. 1 cease.

6s

Spring Song (modernized)

(c. 1300)

Spring is come to town with love
With blossom and with bird in grove,
That all this bliss now bringeth.
There are daisies in the dales;
Notes full sweet of nightingales;
Each bird song singeth.
The throstlecock out-sings them all;
Away is fled the Winter’s thrall,
When woodrow springeth.
Then chanting birds in wondrous throng
Thrill out their joy the glades among
Till all the woodland ringeth.

The crimson rose is seen,
New leaves of tender green
With good-will grow,
The moon shines white and clear,
Fennel and thyme are here,
Fair lilies blow.
Their mates the wild drakes find,
Each creature seeks his kind.
As stream that trickles slow,
We plain when life is drear,
For cruel love the tear
Unchecked must flow.

10
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The moon sends forth her light, 35
The goodly sun shines bright,
And birds sing well.
Dews drench the soft young grass,
And whispering lovers pass,
Their tale to tell; 30
Snakes woo beneath the clod,
Women grow wondrous proud
On field and fell.
If one shall say me no
Spring joy I will forgo 35
And banished dwell.

Alysoun

(c. 1300)

Bytuene Mersh® and Averil,
When spray biginneth to springe,
The lutel foul® hath hire wyl
On hyre lud® to synge.
Ich libbe* in love longinge 5
For semlokest® of alle thinge.
He® may me blisse bringe;
Icham” in hire baundoun.
An hendy hap ichabbe yhent,®
Ichot,'® from hevene it is me sent, 10
From alle wymmen mi love is lent!
And lyht'? on Alysoun.

On heu’® hire her is fayr ynoh,*

Hire browe broune, hire eye blake,—

With lossum chere he on me loh!'*— 15
With middel'® smal, and wel ymake.!
Bote'® he me wolle!® to hire take,

Forte buen?® hire owen make,?!
Longe to lyuen ichulle?? forsake,

And feye®® fallen adoun. 20

An hendy hap, etc.

Nihtes when y wende** and wake;
Forthi®® myn wonges?® waxeth won.?"

! March. ? little bird. ® language. 1 live.

8 fairest. %she. "I am.  ®power.

91 have received a good fortune. 1071 know.

11 taken away. 13 placed. 18 color. 4 enough.

18 With loving countenance she smiled at me.

16 waist. 17 made. 18 unless. 190 will,
20 ¢o be. 2 mate. 31 shall. 8 doomed.
% turn. 3 therefore.  * cheeks. 7 pale, wan.
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Levedi,?® al for thine sake
Longinge is ylent?® me on. 35
In world nis®® non so wytermon,*
That al hire bounte®® telle con.®®
Hire swyre®* is whittore then the swon,
And feyrest may®® in toune.
An hendi, etc. 30

Icham for wowyng® al forwake,®
, Wery so water in wore,*
Lest eny reve® me my make*
Ychabbe y-yerned yore,*
Betere is tholien whyle sore*? 35
Then*® mournen evermore.
Geynest under gore,**
Herkne to my roun.t®
An hendi, etc.

Ubi Sunt Qui Ante Nos Fuerunt?!

(c. 1350)

Were beth? they that biforen us weren,
Houndes ladden® and havekes beren,*
And hadden feld and wode?
The riche levedies® in here® bour,’
That wereden gold in here tressour,® 5
With here brighte rode;?

Eten and drounken, and maden hem glad;
Here lif was al with gamen!® y-lad,
Men kneleden hem!! biforen;
They beren hem wel swithe heye;!? 10
And in a twincling of an eye

Here soules weren forloren.!®
Blady.  ** come upon.
%js not. 1 wise man.
22 goodness.  ®cantell.  %neck.  *®maid.
8 wooing. % worn out with wakefulness.

8 Weary as water in a weir.
 deprive. “ mate.

“'T have yearned for a long time.

2 suffer a while sorely. 8 than.

# Joveliest one alive (literally, under a dress). *®song
! Where are they who were before us?
2 Where are. 8 led. 4bore hawks. 8 ladies.

Stheir.  Tchamber.  ®tresses.

® with their fair complexions. 1 pleasures led.
M them. ' They carried themselves very high.
18 ost.



Layamon

Were is that lawhing!* and that song,
That trayling and that proude gong,®
Tho havekes and tho houndes? 15
Al that joye is went away,
That wele is comen to weylaway!®
To manye harde stoundes.!

Here paradis they nomen here,'®
And nou they lyen in helle y-fere;™® 20
The fyr hit brennes®® evere:
Long is ay, and long is o,
Long is wy, and long is wo;
Thennes ne cometh they nevere.

Layamon
(. 1200)

Layamon tells us of himself that he was a secular
priest at the village church of King’s Areley in North
Worcestershire. We know little of him other than that
his Brut is the first important English poem after the
Norman Conquest, as well as the first of English writ-
ings to elaborate upon the Arthurian legends and to
tell the stories of Lear and Cymbeline.

The French trouvére, Wace, had versified Geoffrey
of Monmouth’s History (cf. Introduction to Middle
English Literature, above) in Le Brut, erroneously trac-
ing the beginnings of British history from the supposed
arrival of an ancient Brutus at the island. Layamon
follows Wace fairly faithfully, except in the portions
dealing with Arthur, where he freely introduces lively
speeches and fresh incidents. His poem thus attains
twice the length of Wace’s. French was still the pre-
ferred language of courtly circles; it is therefore not
surprising to find Layamon lacking the Frenchman’s
grace, since his audience must have been folk lower in
the social scale. He is more direct, however, and is
unashamedly enthusiastic over his subject. It is curious
to note how partisan he is to the Britons, and how he
dislikes the Saxons, in whose tongue he is writing.

The influence of French verse on this first English
poem is interesting. Although basically Layamon’s line
is the Old English alliterative line with a break in the
middle, he occasionally uses assonance and even rudi-
mentary rhyme. The following passage, which coincides
with the opening of our selection, will give the reader
an idea of the state of English at the beginning of the
thirteenth century:

Hit was in ane geoldzze
pa weoren him to icumen
Of Brutlonde, of Scotlonde,
And of al pan londe

pat Arpur in Lundene li.
of alle his kinerichen
of Irlonde, of Islonde,

be Arbur hafde an honde

Y% laughing.

8°That trailing (of garments) and that proud walk.
16 Weal has come to woe.

¥ times.

Alle pa haxte peines mid horsen and mid sweines.
per weoren seouen kingene sunes mid seouen hun-
dred cnihten icumen,

Wibuten pan hired  pe Arpure herede.

Zlc hafde an heorte  lzches hzze

And lette bat he weore  betere pan his ifere.

pat folc was of feole londe;  per was muchel onde,

For pe an hine talde hzh, pe oper muche harre.
(Note: p =th; 3=y or g)

F. Madden edited Brut (1847).

From The Brut
The Round Table

(Translated by Stith Thompson)

It was a Yule Day that Arthur lay in London.
Then there were come to him from all of his king-
doms, from Britain, from Scotland, from Ireland,
from Iceland, and from all the lands which Arthur
held, all the highest nobles with horses and with
servants. There were come seven kings’ sons with
seven hundred knights, in addition to the host
which Arthur commanded. Each one had in his
heart proud thoughts and considered that he was

1o better than his companion. The folk came from

many lands; there was much envy, for one person
would account himself high, another much higher.

Then they blew upon the trumpets and spread
the tables. They brought water on to the floor in

18 Their paradise they took here. 19 together.

® burns.
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golden bowls; afterwards soft clothes, all of white
silk. Then Arthur sat down and by him Wenhaver;
next sat the earls and after them the barons; next
the knights, as they were disposed in proper order.
The high-born men carried the meat forthwith to
the knights, then to the thanes, then to the swains,
then to the porters seated at the table.

The people became angered; blows there were
rife. At first they threw loaves while they lasted and
then silver bowls filled with wine and afterwards
fists approached necks. Then there leapt forth a
young man who came out of Winetland; he was
given to Arthur to hold as a hostage. He was the
son of Rumareth, the king of Winet. Thus said
the knight then to King Arthur: “Lord Arthur,
go quickly into thy chamber and thy queen with
thee and thine own relatives, and we shall decide
this combat against these foreign warriors.”

Even with the word, he leapt to the table where
lay the knives before the king of the people. Three
knives he grasped and with the one he smote in
the neck the knight who first began that fight, so
that his head fell on the floor to the ground. Soon
he slew another, the same knight's brother; before
the swords came, he killed seven. There was a fight
exceedingly great; each man smote another. There
was great bloodshed; mischief was abroad among
the folk.

Then came the king out of his chamber; with
him a hundred nobles with helms and with
burnies; each bore in his right hand a white steel
brand. Then called out Arthur, noblest of kings:
“Sit yel Sit ye quickly, each man on his life! And
whoever will not do so, he shall be put to death.
Take me that same man who first began this fight
and put a withy on his neck and draw him to a
moor and put him in a low fen and there he shall
lie. And take all his nearest kin that ye may find
and strike off their heads with your broad swords.
For the women of his nearest kin that ye may find,
carve off their noses and let their beauty go to
destruction; and so I will entirely destroy the race
that he came of. And if I evermore afterward hear
that any of my people, of high or of low, again
raise up strife on account of this same slaughter,
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there will not suffice to ransom him neither gold
nor any treasure, fine horses nor war garment, so
that he should not meet his death or be drawn to
pieces with horses, the lawful punishment for
traitors.

Bring now the relics and I will swear upon
them. And so, knights, shall ye also who were at
this fight, earls and barons, that ye will not break
it.”

First swore Arthur, noblest of kings; next swore
the earls; next swore the barons; next swore the
thanes; next swore the swains, that they would
never more raise strife.

Men took all the dead and carried them to the
burial place. Afterwards they blew the trumpets
with exceeding merry sound. Whether it pleased
him or not, each man took water and cloth and
afterwards sat down reconciled at the table, all for
dread of Arthur, noblest of kings. Cupbearers there

20 thronged, gleemen there sang, harps began to re-

sound: the people were in joy. Thus fully seven
nights was all the folk treated.

Afterwards it says in the tale that the king went
to Cornwall; there came to him anon one who was
a crafty workman and met the king and greeted
him fairly: “Hail be thou, Arthur, noblest of kings!
I am thine own man; through many a land have
I gone. I know about carpentry wondrous many
crafts. I heard report beyond the sea of new tid-

so ings, that thy knights fought at thy table; on a

midwinter’s day many fell there, for their great
pride brought about murderous conflict and be-
cause of their high lineage each one would be in-
side. But I shall make thee a table exceeding fair
and at it there may sit sixteen hundred and more,
all turn about, so that no man shall be outside;
without and within, man against man. And when
thou wilt ride thou mayest take it with thee and
set it where thou wilt after thy will. And then thou

40 needest never fear to the end of the world that ever

any moody knight shall stir up fight at thy table,
for there shall the high be even like the low.”

Timber was caused to be brought and the table
was begun. In four weeks time the work was
completed.



Sir Gawain and the Green Knight

(Translated by Theodore Banks)

Sir Gawain and the Green Knight is one of the finest pieces of artistry of the English
Middle Ages. Masterful in construction, subordinating many colorful details to the progress
of the story, it is a poem that holds its place beside anything of its kind in our literature.

! Not the least notable of its achievements is that it succeeds in showing the qualities of the
perfect knight—chastity in the castle incident, and courage and honor in the beheading

| episode—without ever seeming pedantic or didactic. It is a happy combination of the best

{ traditions of the metrical romance and of the allegory (such as The Romance of the Rose,
cf. below).

To Arthur’s court comes the Green Knight, challenging the knights to strike off his
giant head, if any of them is bold enough to do it and to receive in exchange the same
treatment from him after a year and a day. Gawain accepts the challenge and leaps to the
defence of the Round Table’s honor. The Green Knight picks up his head after Gawain
has severed it from the body, and departs, reminding Gawain of the promise to be fulfilled.
Gawain sets out on his quest, and at last, on Christmas Eve, comes upon a beautiful castle.
He is entertained there for three days by the master and his lovely wife. Every day, when
the master goes forth to hunt, the wife comes to Gawain to tempt him with her love. He
resists her, but accepts her present of a green girdle. When Gawain comes upon his adver-
sary, and bends his head to the axe, he receives only a surface cut. The Green Knight proves
to be his host, and the wife the sorceress Morgan le Fay.

In the sweetness of its telling, this romance gives promise of the Spenser to come. The
descriptions of the passing of the year are vivid and sensitive. The versification, uniting
Old English and French traditions, is particularly interesting: the poem is written in
stanzas of four-stress alliterative lines with five short lines in rhyme (ababa) at the end of
cach unit. '

G. L. Kittredge has written a valuable Study of Gawain and the Green Knight (1916).
We print Mr. Banks’s translation in the original meter by special permission of F. S.
Crofts & Co., Inc., by whom it is copyrighted (1929).

When the siege and assault ceased at Troy,! and

the city

Was broken, and burned all to brands and to ashes,

The warrior who wove there the web of his
treachery

Tried was for treason,? the truest on earth.

"T was Zneas, who later with lords of his line-
age ‘ 5

Provinces quelled, and became the possessors

Of well-nigh the whole of the wealth of the West
Isles. .

Then swiftly to Rome rich Romulus journeyed,

! A tradition widely current in the Middle Ages held
that Britain was settled by Brutus, the great grandson of
Zneas. In this way the British considered themselves as
having ultimately descended from the Trojans.

* Eneas was tried by the Grecks for the treachery by
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And soon with great splendor builded that city,
Named with his own name, as now we still know
it. To
Ticius to Tuscany turns for his dwellings;
In Lombardy Langobard lifts up his homes;
And far o’er the French flood fortunate Brutus
With happiness Britain on hillsides full broad
Doth found. 15
War, waste, and wonder there
Have dwelt within its bound;
And bliss has changed to care
In quick and shifting round.

And after this famous knight founded his
Britain, 20

Bold lords were bred there, delighting in battle,
Who many times dealt in destruction. More mar-

aeala
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Befell in those fields since the days of their finding
Than anywhere else upon earth that I know of.
Yet of all kings who came there was Arthur most
comely; 25
My intention is, therefore, to tell an adventure
Strange and surprising, as some men consider,
A strange thing among all the marvels of Arthur.
And if you will list to the lay for a little,
Forthwith I shall tell it, as I in the town 30
Heard it told
As it doth fast endure
In story brave and bold,
Whose words are fixed and sure,
Known in the land of old. 35

In Camelot® Arthur the King lay at Christmas,
With many a peerless lord princely companioned,
The whole noble number of knights of the Round

Table;
Here right royally held his high revels,
Care-free and mirthful. Now much of the com-
pany, 4o
Knightly born gentlemen, joyously jousted,
Now came to the court to make caroles;* so kept
they
For full fifteen days this fashion of feasting,
All meat and all mirth that a man might devise
Glorious to hear was the glad-hearted gaiety, 45
Dancing at night, merry din in the daytime;
So found in the courts and the chambers the fortu-
nate
Ladies and lords the delights they best loved.
In greatest well-being abode they together:
The knights whose renown was next to the Sa-
vior’s, 50
The loveliest ladies who ever were living,
And he who held court, the most comely of kings.
For these fine folk were yet in their first flush of
youth
Seated there,
The happiest of their kind, 55
With a king beyond compare.
It would be hard to find
A company so fair.

And now while the New Year was young were
the nobles
Doubly served as they sat on the dais, 6o
When Arthur had come to the hall with his court,
In the chapel had ceased the singing of mass;

3 Arthur’s capital, located by different authors at various
places in southern England.
¢ ring-dances accompanied by songs.
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Loud shouts were there uttered by priests and by
others,

Ancw praising Noel, naming it often.

Then hastened the lords to give handsel,® cried

loudly 65
These gifts of the New Year, and gave them in
person;

Debated about them busily, briskly.

Even though they were losers, the ladies laughed
loudly,

Nor wroth was the winner, as well ye may know.

All this manner of mirth they made till meat-

time, . 70
Then when they had washed, they went to be
seated,

Were placed in the way that appeared most proper,
The best men above. And Guinevere, beautiful,
Was in the midst of the merriment seated
Upon the rich dais, adorned all about: 75
Fine silks on all sides, and spread as a canopy
Tapestries treasured of Tars and Toulouse,
Embroidered and set with stones most splendid—
They'd prove of great price if ye pence gave to buy
them
Some day. 8o

The comeliest was the Queen,

With dancing eyes of gray.

That a fairer he had seen

No man might truly say.

But Arthur would eat not till all were attended;
Youthfully mirthful and merry in manner, 86
He loved well his life, and little it pleased him
Or long to be seated, or long to lie down,

His young blood and wild brain were so busy and
brisk.
Moreover, the King was moved by a custom 9
He once had assumed in a spirit of splendor:
Never to fall to his feast on a festival
Till a strange story of something cventful
Was told him, some marvel that merited credence
Of kings, or of arms, or all kinds of adventures;
Or someone besought him to send a true knight 96
To join him in proving the perils of jousting
Life against life, each leaving the other
To have, as fortune would help him, the fairer lot.
This, when the King held his court, was his cus-
tom 100
At every fine feast 'mid his followers, freemen,
In hall.
And so with countenance clear
He stands there strong and tall,

8 New Year's oifts.
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Alert on that New Year, 105
And makes much mirth with all.

At his place the strong King stands in person,
full courtly
Talking of trifles before the high table.®
There sat the good Gawain by Guinevere’s side,
And Sir Agravain, Ke of the Hard Hand, also, 110
True knights, and sons of the sister of Arthur.
At the top, Bishop Baldwin the table begins,
And Ywain beside him ate, Urien’s son.
On the dais these sat, and were served with dis-
tinction;
Then many a staunch, trusty man at the side
tables. 115
The first course was served to the sharp sound of
trumpets,
With numerous banners beneath hanging brightly.
Then newly the kettledrums sounded and noble
pipes;
Wild and loud warbles awakened such echoes
That many a heart leaped on high at their mel-
ody. 120
Came then the choice meats, cates rare and costly,
Of fair and fresh food such profusion of dishes
"T was hard to find place to put by the people
The silver that carried the various stews
On the cloth. 125
Each to his best loved fare
Himself helps, nothing loth;
Each two, twelve dishes share,
Good beer and bright wine both.

And now I will say nothing more of their serv-

ice, 130
For well one may know that naught there was
wanted. .

Now another new noise drew nigh of a sudden,

To let all the folk take their fill of the feast.

And scarcely the music had ceased for a moment,

The first course been suitably served in the court,

When a being most dreadful burst through the
hall-door, 136

Among the most mighty of men in his measure.

From his throat to his thighs so thick were his
sinews,

His loins and his limbs so large and so long,

‘That I hold him half-giant, the hugest of men, 140

¢ A table raised on a dais or platform. The most distin-
guished persons sat there, while others were on a lower
level. ne~

)
'

n

And the handsomest, too, in his height, upon
horseback.
Though stalwart in breast and in back was his

His waist and his belly were worthily small;
Fashioned fairly he was in his form, and in fea-
tures
Cut clean. 145

Men wondered at the hue

That in his face was seen.

A splendid man to view

He came, entirely green.

All green was the man, and green were his gar-

ments: 150

A coat, straight and close, that clung to his sides,

A bright mantle on top of this, trimmed on the
inside

With closely-cut fur, right fair, that showed clearly,

The lining with white fur most lovely, and hood

too,

Caught back from his locks, and laid on his
shoulders, 155

Neat stockings that clung to his calves, tightly
stretched,

Of the same green, and under them spurs of gold
shining

Brightly on bands of fine silk, richly barred;

And under his legs, where he rides, guards of
leather.

His vesture was verily color of verdure: 160

Both bars of his belt and other stones, beautiful,

Richly arranged in his splendid array

On himself and his saddle, on silken designs.

"T would be truly too hard to tell half the trifles

Embroidered about it with birds and with flies 165

In gay, verdant green with gold in the middle;

The bit-studs, the crupper, the breast-trappings
pendants,

And everything metal enameled in emerald.

The stirrups he stood on the same way were col-

]

ored,
His saddle-bows too, and the studded nails splen-
did, 170
That all with green gems ever glimmered and
glinted.
The horse he bestrode was in hue still the same,
Indeed;
Green, thick, and of great height,
And hard to curb, a steed 175

In broidered bridle bright
That such a man would need.
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This hero in green was habited gaily,
And likewise the hair on the head of his good
horse;
Fair, flowing tresses enfolded his shoulders, 180
And big as a bush a beard hung on his breast.
This, and the hair from his head hanging splendid,
Was clipped off evenly over his elbows,
In cut like a king’s hood, covering the neck, 184
So that half of his arms were held underneath it.
The mane of the mighty horse much this resem-
bled,
Well curled and combed, and with many knots
covered,
Braided with gold threads about the fair green,
Now a strand made of hair, now a second of gold.
The forelock and tail were twined in this fashion,
And both of them bound with a band of bright
green. 191
For the dock’s length the tail was decked with
stones dearly,
And then was tied with a thong in a tight knot,
Where many bright bells of burnished gold rang.
In the hall not one single man’s seen before this
Such a horse here on earth, such a hero as on
him 106
Goes.
That his look was lightning bright
Right certain were all those
Who saw. It seemed none might 200
Endure beneath his blows.

Yet the hero carried nor helmet nor hauberk,
But bare was of armor, breastplate or gorget,
Spear-shaft or shield, to thrust or to smite. 204
But in one hand he bore a bough of bright holly,
That grows most greenly when bare are the groves,
In the other an ax, gigantic, awful,

A terrible weapon, wondrous to tell of.

Large was the head, in length a whole ell-yard,

The blade of green steel and beaten gold both; 210

The bit had a broad edge, and brightly was bur-
nished,

As suitably shaped as sharp razors for shearing.

This steel by its strong shaft the stern hero gripped:

With iron it was wound to the end of the wood,

And in work green and graceful was everywhere
graven. 215

About it a fair thong was folded, made fast

At the head, and oft looped down the length of the
handle.

To this were attached many splendid tassels,

On buttons of bright green richly embroidered.

Thus into the hall came the hero, and hastened
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Direct to the dais, fearing no danger. 221
He gave no one greeting, but haughtily gazed,
And his first words were, “Where can I find him
who governs
This goodly assemblage? for gladly that man
I would see and have speech with.” So saying,
from toe 225
To crown
On the knights his look he threw,
And rolled it up and down;
He stopped to take note who
Had there the most renown. 230
There sat all the lords, looking long at the
stranger,
Each man of them marveling what it might mean
For a horse and a hero to have such a hue.
It seemed to them green as the grown grass, or
greener,
Gleaming more bright than on gold green enamel.
The nobles who stood there, astonished, drew
nearer, 236
And deeply they wondered what deed he would do.
Since never a marvel they’d met with like this one,
The folk all felt it was magic or phantasy. 339
Many great lords then were loth to give answer,
And sat stone-still, at his speaking astonished,
In swooning silence that spread through the hall.
As their speech on a sudden was still, fast asleep
They did seem.
They felt not only fright 245
But courtesy, I deem.
Let him address the knight,
Him whom they all esteem.

This happening the King, ever keen and cou-

rageous,

Saw from on high, and saluted the stranger =~ 250

Suitably, saying, “Sir, you are welcome.

I, the head of this household, am Arthur;

In courtesy light, and linger, I pray you,

And later, my lord, we shall learn your desire.”

“Nay, so help me He seated on high,” quoth the
hero, 255

“My mission was not to remain here a moment;

But, sir, since thy name is so nobly renowned,

Since thy city the best is considered, thy barons

The stoutest in steel gear that ride upon steeds,

Of all men in the world the most worthy and
brave, a6o

Right valiant to play with in other pure pastimes,

Since here, 1 have heard, is the highest of cour-
tesy— C
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Truly, all these things have brought me at this
time.
Sure ye may be by this branch that I bear
That I pass as in peace, proposing no fight. - 265
If I'd come with comrades, equipped for a quarrel,
I have at my home both hauberk and helmet,
Shield and sharp spear, brightly shining, and other
Weapons to wield, full well I know also.
Yet softer my weeds are, since warfare I wished
not; 270
But art thou as bold as is bruited by all,
Thou zvilt graciously grant me the game that I ask
or
By right.”
Arthur good answer gave,
And said, “Sir courteous knight,
If battle here you crave,
You shall not lack a fight.”

275

“Nay, I ask for no fight; in faith, now I tell thee
But beardless babes are about on this bench.
Were I hasped in my armor, and high on a horse,
Here is no man to match me, your might is so

feeble. 281
So I crave but a Christmas game in this court;
Yule and New Year are come, and here men have
courage;
If one in this house himself holds so hardy,
So bold in his blood, in his brain so unbalanced
To dare stiffly strike one stroke for another, 286
I give this gisarme, this rich ax, as a gift to him,
Heavy enough, to handle as pleases him;
Bare as I sit, I shall bide the first blow.
If a knight be so tough as to try what I tell, 290
Let him leap to me lightly; I leave him this
weapon,
Quitclaim it forever, to keep as his own;
And his stroke here, firm on this floor, I shall suf-
fer,
This boon if thou grant’st me, the blow with
another
To pay; 295
Yet let his respite be
A twelvemonth and a day.
Come, let us quickly see
If one here aught dare say.”

If at first he had startled them, stiller then sat
there 300
The whole of the court, low and high, in the hall.
The knight on his steed turned himself in his sad-
dle,
And fiercely his red eyes he rolled all around,

73

Bent his bristling brows, with green gleaming
brightly,

And waved his beard, waiting for one there to

rise. 305

And when none of the knights spoke, he coughed
right noisily,

Straightened up proudly, and started to speak:

“What!” quoth the hero, “Is this Arthur’s house-

hold,

The fame of whose fellowship fills many king-
doms?

Now where is your vainglory? Where are your
victories? 310

Where is your grimness, your great words, your
anger?

For now the Round Table’s renown and its revel
Is worsted by one word of one person’s speech,
For all shiver with fear before a stroke’s shown.”
Then so loudly he laughed that the lord was
* grieved greatly, 315
And into his fair face his blood shot up fiercely
For shame.
As wroth as wind he grew,
And all there did the same.
The King that no fear knew
Then to that stout man came.

320

And said, “Sir, by heaven, strange thy request is;
As folly thou soughtest, so shouldest thou find it.
I know that not one of the knights is aghast
Of thy great words. Give me thy weapon, for

God’s sake, 325
And gladly the boon thou hast begged 1 shall
grant thee.”
He leaped to him quickly, caught at his hand,
And fiercely the other lord lights on his feet.
Now Arthur lays hold of the ax by the handle,
As if he would strike with it, swings it round
sternly. 330
Before him the strong man stood, in stature
A head and more higher than all in the house.
Stroking his beard, he stood with stern bearing,
And with a calm countenance drew down his coat,
No more frightened or stunned by the ax Arthur

flourished 335
Than if on the bench someone brought him a
flagon

Of wine.
Gawain by Guinevere
Did to the King incline:
“I pray in accents clear 340
To let this fray be mine.”
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“If you now, honored lord,” said this knight to

King Arthur,

“Would bid me to step from this bench, and to
stand there

Beside you—so could I with courtesy quit then

The table, unless my liege lady disliked it— 345

I'd come to your aid before all your great court.

For truly I think it a thing most unseemly

So boldly to beg such a boon in your hall here,

Though you in person are pleased to fulfill it,

While here on the benches such brave ones are

seated, 350
Than whom under heaven, I think, none are
higher

In spirit, none better in body for battle.
1 am weakest and feeblest in wit, I know well,
And my life, to say truth, would be least loss of
any.
I only since you are my uncle have honor; 355
Your blood the sole virtue I bear in my body.
Unfit is this foolish affair for you. Give it
To me who soonest have sought it, and let
All this court if my speech is not seemly, decide
Without blame.” 360
The nobles gather round,
And all advise the same:
To free the King that’s crowned,
And Gawain give the game.

The King then commanded his kinsman to
rise, 365
And quickly he rose up and came to him courte-
ously,
Kneeled by the King, and caught the weapon,
He left it graciously, lifted his hand,
And gave him God's blessing, and gladly bade

him
Be sure that his heart and his hand both were
hardy. 370

“Take care,” quoth the King, “how you start, coz,
your cutting,

And truly, I think, if rightly you treat him,

That blow you'll endure that he deals you after.”

Weapon in hand, Gawain goes to the hero,

Who boldly remains there, dismayed none the

more. 375
Then the knight in the green thus greeted Sir
Gawain,

“Let us state our agreement again ere proceeding.
And now first, sir knight, what your name is I beg
That you truly will tell, so in that I may trust.”
“In truth,” said the good knight, “I'm called Sir
Gawain, 38
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Who fetch you this blow, whatsoever befalls,
And another will take in return, this time twelve-

month,
From you, with what weapon you will; with no
other
I'll go.”
The other made reply: 385

“By my life here below,
Gawain, right glad am 1
To have you strike this blow.

“By God,” said the Green Knight, “Sir Gawain,

it pleases me—

Here, at thy hand, I shall have what I sought. 390

Thou hast rightly rehearsed to me, truly and read-
ily,

All of t});e covenant asked of King Arthur;

Except that thou shalt, by thy troth, sir, assure me

Thyself and none other shalt seek me, wherever

Thou thinkest to find me, and fetch thee what

wages 395

Are due for the stroke that today thou dost deal
me

Before all this splendid assembly.” “Where should
I,“

Said Gawain, “go look for the land where thou
livest?

The realm where thy home is, by Him who hath
wrought me,

I know not, nor thee, sir, thy court nor thy name.

Truly tell me thy title, and teach me the road, 4ot

And I'll use all my wit to win my way thither.

And so by my sure word truly I swear.”

“’T is enough. No more now at New Year is

needed,”
The knight in the green said to Gawain the cour-
teous: 405

“If truly I tell when I've taken your tap
And softly you've struck me, if swiftly I tell you
My name and my house and my home, you may

then
Of my conduct make trial, and your covenant
keep; 409

And if no speech I speak, you speed all the better:
No longer need look, but may stay in your land.
But ho!
Take your grim tool with speed,
And let us see your blow.” ‘
Stroking his ax, “Indeed,” 415
Said Gawain, “gladly so.”

With speed then the Green Knight took up his
stand,
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Inclined his head forward, uncovering the flesh,
And laid o'er his crown his locks long and lovely,
And bare left the nape of his neck for the business.
His ax Gawain seized, and swung it on high; 42t
On the floor his left foot he planted before him,
And swiftly the naked flesh smote with his
weapon.
The sharp edge severed the bones of the stranger,
Cut through the clear flesh and cleft it in twain,
So the blade of the brown steel bit the ground
deeply. 426
The fair head fell from the neck to the floor,
So that where it rolled forth with their feet many
spurned it.
The blood on the green glistened, burst from the
body;
And yet neither fell nor faltered the hero,
But stoutly he started forth, strong in his stride;
Fiercely he rushed 'mid the ranks of the Round
Table,
Seized and uplifted his lovely head straightway;
Then back to his horse went, laid hold of the
bridle,
Stepped into the stirrup and strode up aloft, 435
His head holding fast in his hand by the hair.
And the man as soberly sat in his saddle
As if he unharmed were, although now headless,
Instead.
His trunk around he spun,
That ugly body that bled.
Frightened was many a one
When he his words had said.

430

440

For upright he holds the head in his hand,
And confronts with the face the fine folk on the
dais. 445
It lifted its lids, and looked forth directly,
Speaking this much with its mouth, as ye hear:
“Gawain, look that to go as agreed you are ready,
And seek for me faithfully, sir, till you find me,
As, heard by these heroes, you vowed in this hall.
To the Green Chapel go you, I charge you, to get
Such a stroke as you struck. You are surely deserv-

ing, 452
Sir knight, to be promptly repaid at the New
Year.

As Knight of the Green Chapel many men know

me;

If therefore to find me you try, you will fail not;

Then come, or be recreant called as befits thee.” 456

With furious wrench of the reins he turned round,

And r:sh;d from the hall-door, his head in his
ands,

s

So the fire of the flint flew out from the foal’s
hoofs.

Not one of the lords knew the land where he w:g;
to,

No more than the realm whence he rushed in

among them.
What then?

The King and Gawain there
At the Green Knight laughed again;
Yet this the name did bear 465
Of wonder among men.

Though much in his mind did the courtly King
marvel,
He let not a semblance be seen, but said loudly
With courteous speech to the Queen, most comely:
“Today, my dear lady, be never alarmed; 470
Such affairs are for Christmas well fitted to sing of
And gaily to laugh at when giving an interlude,
'Mid all the company’s caroles, most courtly.
None the less I may go now to get my meat;
For I needs must admit I have met with a mar-
vel.” 475
He glanced at Sir Gawain, and gladsomely said:
“Now, sir, hang up thine ax; enough it has hewn.”
O’er the dais 't was placed, to hang on the dosser,’
That men might remark it there as a marvel,
And truly describing, might tell of the wonder.
Together these two then turned to the table, 481
The sovereign and good knight, and swiftly men
served them
With dainties twofold, as indeed was most fitting,
All manner of meat and of minstrelsy both.
So the whole day in pleasure they passed till night
fell 485
O’er the land.
Now take heed Gawain lest,
Fearing the Green Knight's brand,
Thou shrinkest from the quest
That thou hast ta’en in hand. 490
11

This salmplc had Arthur of strange things right
carly,
When yozng was the year, for he yearned to hear
boasts.
Though such words when they went to be seated
were wanting,
Yet stocked are they now with hand-fulls of stern
work.
In 'the hall glad was Gawain those games to begin,
¥ a tapestry wall-hanging.



76

But not strange it would seem if sad were the end-
ing; 496
For though men having drunk much are merry in
mind,
Full swift flies a year, never yielding the same,
The start and the close very seldom according.
So past went this Yule, and the year followed after,
Each season in turn succeeding the other. 50t
There came after Christmas the crabbed Lenten,®
With fish and with plainer food trying the flesh;
But then the world’s weather with winter con-

tends;
Down to earth shrinks the cold, the clouds are
uplifted; 505

In showers full warm descends the bright rain,

And falls on the fair fields. Flowers unfold;

The ground and the groves are green in their gar-

ments;
Birds hasten to build, blithesomely singing
For soft summer’s solace ensuing on slopes
Everywhere.

The blossoms swell and blow,
In hedge-rows rich and rare,
And notes most lovely flow
From out the forest fair. 515

510

After this comes the season of soft winds of

summer,

When Zephyrus sighs on the seeds and the green
plants.

The herb that then grows in the ground is right
happy,

When down from the leaves drops the dampening
dew 519

To abide the bright sun that is blissfully shining.
But autumn comes speeding, soon grows severe,
And warns it to wax full ripe for the winter.
With drought then the dust is driven to rise,
From the face of the fields to fly to the heaven.
With the sun the wild wind of the welkin is strug-

gling; 525
The leaves from the limbs drop, and light on the
ground;

And withers the grass that grew once so greenly.
Then all ripens that formerly flourished, and rots;
And thus passes the year in yesterdays many,
And winter, in truth, as the way of the world is,
Draws near, 531
Till comes the Michaelmas® moon
With pledge of winter sere.

8 unpleasant because of the restrictions on eating.
9 September 29.
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Then thinks Sir Gawain soon
Of his dread voyage drear. 535

Till the tide of Allhallows'® with Arthur he tar-
ried;

The King made ado on that day for his sake
With rich and rare revel of all of the Round Table,
Knights most courteous, comely ladies,
All of them heavy at heart for the hero. 540
Yet nothing but mirth was uttered, though many
Joyless made jests for that gentleman’s sake.
After meat, with sorrow he speaks to his uncle,
And openly talks of his travel, saying:
“Liege lord of my life, now I ask of you leave. 545
You know my case and condition, nor care I
To tell of its troubles even a trifle.
I must, for the blow I am bound to, tomorrow
Go seek as God guides me the man in the green.”
Then came there together the best in the castle:
Ywain, Eric, and others full many, 551
Sir Dodinel de Sauvage, the Duke of Clarence,
Lancelot, Lyonel, Lucan the good,
Sir Bors and Sir Bedevere, both of them big men,

Mador de la Port, and many more nobles. 555
All these knights of the court came near to the
King

With care in their hearts to counsel the hero;
Heavy and deep was the dole in the hall
That one worthy as Gawain should go on that
errand,
To suffer an onerous stroke, and his own sword
To stay. 561
The knight was of good cheer:
“Why should I shrink away
From a fate stern and drear?
A man can but essay.” 565

He remained there that day; in the morning
made ready.
Early he asked for his arms; all were brought him.
And first a fine carpet was laid on the floor,
And much was the gilt gear that glittered upon it.
Thereon stepped the strong man, and handled the
steel, 570
Dressed in a doublet of Tars that cost dearly,
A hood made craftly, closed at the top,
And about on the lining bound with a bright fur.
Then they set on his feet shoes fashioned of steel,
And with fine greaves of steel encircled his legs.
Knee-picces to these were connected, well polished,
Secured round his knees with knots of gold. 577
10 All Saints Day, November 1.
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Then came goodly cuisses, with cunning enclosing
His thick, brawny thighs; with thongs they at-
tached them.
Then the man was encased in a coat of fine mail,
With rings of bright steel on a rich stuff woven,
Braces well burnished on both of his arms, 582
Elbow-pieces gay, good, and gloves of plate,
All the goodliest gear that would give him more
succor
That tide: 585
Coat armor richly made,
His gold spurs fixed with pride,
Girt his unfailing blade
By a silk sash to his side.

When in arms he was clasped, his costume was

costly; 590
The least of the lacings or loops gleaned with
gold.

And armed in this manner, the man heard mass,
At the altar adored and made offering, and after-
ward
Came to the King and all of his courtiers,
Gently took leave of the ladies and lords; 595
Him they kissed and escorted, to Christ him com-
mending.
Then was Gringolet ready, girt with a saddle
That gaily with many a gold fringe was gleaming,
With nails studded newly, prepared for the nonce.
The bridle was bound about, barred with bright
gold; 6oo
With the bow of the saddle, the breastplate, the
splendid skirts.
Crupper, and cloth in adornment accorded,
With gold nails arrayed on a groundwork of red,
That glittered and glinted like gleams of the sun.
Then he caught up his helm, and hastily kissed
it; 605
It stoutly was stapled and stuffed well within,
High on his head, and hasped well behind,
With a light linen veil laid over the visor,
Embroidered and bound with the brightest of
gems
On a silken border; with birds on the seams 610
Like painted parraquets preening; true love-knots
As thickly with turtle doves tangled as though
Many women had been at the work seven winters
. In town.
Great was. the circle’s price 615
Encompassing his crown;
Of diamonds its device,
That were both bright and brown.

U

Then they showed him his shield, sheer gules,
whereon shone
The pentangle painted in pure golden hue. 620
On his baldric he caught and about his neck cast
it;
And fairly the hero’s form it befitted.
And why that great prince the pentangle suited
Intend I to tell, in my tale though I tarry.
"T is a sign that Solomon formerly set 6as
As a token, for so it doth symbol, of truth.
A figure it is that with five points is furnished;
Each line overlaps and locks in another,
Nor comes to an end; and Englishmen call it
Everywhere, hear I, the endless knot. 630
It became then the knight and his noble arms also,
In five ways, and five times each way still faithful.
Sir Gawain was known as the good, refined gold,
Graced with virtues of castle, of villainy void,
Made clean. 635
So the pentangle new
On shield and coat was seen,
As man of speech most true,
And gentlest knight of mien.

First, in his five wits he faultless was found;

In his five fingers too the man never failed; 641

And on earth all his faith was fixed on the five
wounds

That Christ, as the creed tells, endured on the
cross.

Wheresoever this man was midmost in battle,

His thought above everything else was in this,

To draw all his fire from the fivefold joys 646

That the fair Queen of Heaven felt in her child.

And because of this fitly he carried her image

Displayed on his shield, on its larger part,

That whenever he saw it his spirit should sink not.

The fifth five the hero made use of, 1 find, 651

More than all were his liberalness, love of his
fellows,

His courtesy, chasteness, unchangeable ever,

And pity, all further traits passing. These five

In this hero more surely were set than in any. 655

In truth now, fivefold they were fixed in the
knight,

Linked each to the other without any end,

And all of them fastened on five points unfailing;

Each side they neither united nor sundered,

Evermore endless at every angle,

Where equally either they ended or started.

And so his fair shield was adorned with this
symbol,

Thus richly with red gold wrought on red gules,
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So by people the pentangle perfect 't was called
As it ought. 665
Gawain in arms is gay;
Right there his lance he caught,
And gave them all good-day
For ever, as he thought.

He set spurs to his steed, and sprang on his way

So swiftly that sparks from the stone flew behind

him. 671

All who saw him, so seemly, sighed, sad at heart;
The same thing, in sooth, each said to the other,

Concerned for that comely man: “Christ, 't is a

shame
Thou, sir knight, must be lost whose life is so
noble! 675

To find, faith! his equal on earth is not easy.
'T would wiser have been to have acted more
warily,
Dubbed yonder dear one a duke. He seems clearly
To be in the land here a brilliant leader:
So better had been than brought thus to naught,
By an elf-man beheaded for haughty boasting. 681
Who ¢’er knew any king such counsel to take,
As foolish as one in a Christmas frolic?”
Much was the warm water welling from eyes
When the seemly hero set out from the city
That day.

Nowhere he abode,

But swiftly went his way;

By devious paths he rode,

As I the book heard say.

685

690

Through the realm of Logres' now rides this

lord,

Sir Gawain, for God’s sake, no game though he
thought it.

Oft alone, uncompanioned he lodges at night

Where he finds not the fare that he likes set before
him.

Save his foal, he’d no fellow by forests and hills;

On the way, no soul but the Savior to speak to. 696

At length he drew nigh unto North Wales, and
leaving

To left of him all of the islands of Anglesey,

Fared by the forelands and over the fords

Near the Holy Head; hastening hence to the
mainland, 700

In Wyral he went through the wilderness. There,

M A term used vaguely for the south of England.
Gawain’'s itinerary is not entirely clear though it certainly
extended through North Wales and probably as far north
as Cumberland, where he found the Green Chapel.
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Lived but few who loved God or their fellows
with good heart.

And always he asked of any he met,

As he journeyed, if nearby a giant they knew of,

A green knight, known as the Knight of the
Green Chapel. 705

All denied it with nay, in their lives they had
never

Once seen any hero who had such a hue

Of green.

The knight takes roadways strange
In many a wild terrene;
Often his feelings change
Before that chapel’s seen.

710

Over many cliffs climbed he in foreign coun-

tries;

From friends far sundered, he fared as a stranger;

And wondrous it were, at each water or shore 715

That he passed, if he found not before him a foe,

So foul too and fell that to fight he could fail not.

The marvels he met with amount to so many

Too tedious were it to tell of the tenth part.

For sometimes with serpents he struggled and
wolves too, 720

With wood-trolls sometimes in stony steeps dwell- -
ing,

And sometimes with bulls and with bears and
with boars;

And giants from high fells hunted and harassed
him.

If he'd been not enduring and doughty, and
served God,

These doubtless would often have done him to

death. 735
Though warfare was grievous, worse was the
winter,

When cold, clear water was shed from the clouds
That froze ere it fell to the earth, all faded.
With sleet nearly slain, he slept in his armor
More nights than enough on the naked rocks, 730
Where splashing the cold stream sprang from the

summit,
And hung in hard icicles high o’er his head.
Thus in peril and pain and desperate plights,
Till Christmas Eve wanders this wight through

the country

Alone.

Truly the knight that tide

To Mary made his moan,

That she direct his ride

To where some hearth-fire shone.

735
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By a mount on the morn he merrily rides 740
To a wood dense and deep that was wondrously
wild;
High hills on each hand, with forests of hoar oaks
Beneath them most huge, a hundred together.
Thickly the hazel and hawthorn were tangled,
Everywhere mantled with moss rough and ragged,
With many a bird on the bare twigs, mournful,
That piteously piped for pain of the cold. 747
Sir Gawain on Gringolet goes underneath them
Through many a marsh and many a mire,
Unfriended, fearing to fail in devotion, 750
And see not His service, that Sire’s, on that very
night
Born of a Virgin to vanquish our pain.
And so sighing he said: “Lord, I beseech Thee,
And Mary, the mildest mother so dear,
For some lodging wherein to hear mass full lowly,
And matins, meekly I ask it, tomorrow; 756
So promptly I pray my pater and ave
And creed.”
Thus rode he as he prayed,
Lamenting each misdeed;
Often the sign he made,’
And said, “Christ’s cross me speed.”

760

He scarcely had signed himself thrice, ere he
saw
In the wood on a mound a moated mansion,
Above a fair field, enfolded in branches
Of many a huge tree hard by the ditches:
The comeliest castle that knight ever kept.
In a meadow 't was placed, with a park all about,
And a palisade, spiked and pointed, set stoutly
Round many a tree for more than two miles. 770
The lord on that one side looked at the stronghold
That shimmered and shone through the shapely
oak trees;
Then duly his helm doffed, and gave his thanks
humbly
To Jesus and Julian, both of them gentle,
For showing him courtesy, hearing his cry. 775
“Now good lodging,” quoth Gawain, “I beg you
to grant me.”
Then with spurs in his gilt heels he Gringolet
strikes,
Who chooses the chief path by chance that con-
ducted
The man to the bridge-end ere many a minute
Has passed.
The bridge secure was made,
Ubpraised; the gates shut fast;

765

780

”
The walls were well arrayed.
It feared no tempest’s blast.
The hero abode on his horse by the bank 785

Of the deep, double ditch that surrounded the
dwelling.
The wall stood wonderfully deep in the water,
And again to a huge height sprang overhead;
Of hard, hewn rock that reached to the cornices,
Built up with outworks under the battlements 790
Finely; at intervals, turrets fair fashioned, -
With many good loopholes that shut tight; this
lord
Had ne’er looked at a barbican better than this
one.
Further in he beheld the high hall; here and there
Towers were stationed set thickly with spires, 795
With finials wondrously long and fair fitting,
Whose points were cunningly carven, and craftily.
There numerous chalk-white chimneys he noticed
That bright from the tops of the towers were

gleaming.
Such pinnacles painted, so placed about every-
where, 800

Clustering so thick 'mid the crenels, the castle
Surely appeared to be shaped to cut paper.
The knight on his foal it fair enough fancies
If into the court he may manage to come,
In that lodging to live while the holiday lasts
With delight.

A porter came at call.

His mission learned, and right

Civilly from the wall

Greeted the errant knight.

8os

810

Quoth Gawain: “Good sir, will you go on my
errand,
Harbor to crave of this house’s high lord?”
“Yea, by Peter, I know well, sir knight,” said the
porter,
“You're welcome as long as you list here to tarry.”
Then went the man quickly, and with him, to
welcome 815

%hc knight to the castle, a courteous company.

own the great drawbridge they dropped, and~

went eagerly

Forth; on the frozen earth fell on their knees

To welcome this knight in the way they thought
worthy;

Threw wide the great gate for Gawain to enter.

He bid them rise promptly, and rode o'er the
bridge. &
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His saddle several seized as he lighted,
And stout men in plenty stabled his steed.
And next there descended knights and esquires
To lead to the hall with delight this hero. 825
When he raised his helmet, many made haste
From his hand to catch it, to care for the courtly
man.
Some of them took then his sword and his shield
both. 828
Then Gawain graciously greeted each knight;
Many proud men pressing to honor that prince,
To the hall they led him, all hasped in his harness,
Where fiercely a fair fire flamed on the hearth.
Then came the lord of this land from his chamber
To fittingly meet the man on the floor,
And said: “You are welcome to do what your vgill
is; 35
To hold as your own, you have all that is here
In this place.”
“Thank you,” said Gawain then
“May Christ reward this grace.”
The two like joyful men
Each other then embrace.

840

Gawain gazed at the man who so graciously

greeted him;

Doughty he looked, the lord of that dwelling,

A hero indeed huge, hale, in his prime; 844

His beard broad and bright, its hue all of beaver;

Stern, and on stalwart shanks steadily standing;

Fell faced as the fire, in speech fair and free.

In sooth, well suited he seemed, thought Gawain,

To govern as prince of a goodly people.

To his steward the lord turned, and strictly com-
manded 8s0

To send men to Gawain to give him good service;

And prompt at his bidding were people in plenty.

To a bright room they brought him, the bed nobly
decked

With hangings of pure silk with clear golden

ems. :

And curious coverings with comely panels, 855

Embroidered with bright fur above at the edges;

On cords curtains running with rings of red gold;

From Tars and Toulouse were the tapestries cov-
ering

The walls; under foot on the floor more to match.

There he soon, with mirthful speeches, was
stripped

Of his coat of linked mail and his armor; and
quickly

Men ran, and brought him rich robes, that the best

The Middle English Period

He might pick out and choose as his change of
apparel.
When lapped was the lord in the one he selected,
That fitted him fairly with flowing skirts, 865
The fur by his face, in faith it seemed made,
To the company there, entirely of colors,
Glowing and lovely; beneath all his limbs were.
That never made Christ a comelier knight
They thought. 87¢

On earth, or far or near,

It seemed as if he ought

To be a prince sans peer

In fields where ficrce men fought.

A chair by the chimney where charcoal was
burning 875
For Gawain was fitted most finely with cloths,
Both cushions and coverlets, cunningly made.
Then a comely mantle was cast on the man,
Of a brown, silken fabric bravely embroidered,
Within fairly furred with the finest of skins, 880
Made lovely with ermine, his hood fashioned like-
wise.
He sat on that settle in clothes rich and seemly;
His mood, when well he was warmed, quickly
mended.
Soon was set up a table on trestles most fair;
With a clean cloth that showed a clear white it
was covered, 885
With top-cloth and salt-cellar, spoons too of silver.
When he would the man washed, and went to his
meat, :
And seemly enough men served him with several
Excellent stews in the best manner seasoned,
Twofold as was fitting, and various fishes; 890
In bread some were baked, some broiled on the
coals, ;
Some seethed, some in stews that were savored
with spices;
And ever such subtly made sauces as pleased him.
He freely and frequently called it a feast,
Most courtly; the company there all acclaimed him
Well-bred. 896
“But now this penance take,
And soon 't will mend,” they said.
That man much mirth did make,
As wine went to his head. 900

They enquired then and queried in guarded
questions
Tactfully put to the prince himself,
Till he courteously owned he came of the court
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The lord Arthur, gracious and goodly, alone holds,
Who rich is and royal, the Round Table’s King;
And that Gawain himself in that dwelling was
seated, 906
For Christmas come, as the case had befallen.
When he learned that he had that hero, the lord
Laughed loudly thereat so delightful he thought it.
Much merriment made all the men in that castle
By promptly appearing then in his presence; 911
For all prowess and worth and pure polished
manners
Pertain to his person. He ever is praised;
Of all heroes on earth his fame is the highest.
Each knight full softly said to his neighbor, 915
“We now shall see, happily, knightly behavior,
And faultless terms of talking most noble;
What profit ’s in speech we may learn without
seeking,
For nurture’s fine father has found here a wel-
come;
In truth God has graciously given His grace 920
Who grants us to have such a guest as Gawain
When men for His birth’s sake sit merry and sing.
To each
Of us this hero now
Will noble manners teach; 925
Who hear him will learn how
To utter loving speech.”

When at length the dinner was done, and the

lords

Had risen, the night-time nearly was come.

The chaplains went their way to the chapels

And rang right joyfully, just as they should do,

For evensong solemn this festival season.

To this goes the lord, and the lady likewise;

She comes in with grace to the pew closed and
comely,

And straightway Gawain goes thither right gaily.

The lord by his robe took him, led to a seat, 936

Acknowledged him kindly and called him by
name,

Saying none in the world was as welcome as he
was.

He heartily thanked him; the heroes embraced,

And together they soberly sat through the service.

Then longed the lady to look on the knight, 941

And emerged from her pew with many fair
maidens;

In face she was fairest of all, and in figure,

In skin and in color, all bodily qualities;

Lovelier, Gawain thought, even than Guinevere.

930

81

He goes through the chancel to greet her, so
gracious. 946

By the left hand another was leading her, older

Than she, a lady who looked as if aged,

By heroes around her reverenced highly.

The ladies, however, unlike were to look on: 950

If fresh was the younger, the other was yellow;

Rich red on the one was rioting everywhere,

Rough wrinkled cheeks hung in rolls on the other;

One’s kerchiefs, with clear pearls covered and

many,
Displayed both her breast and her bright throat all
bare, 955

Shining fairer than snow on the hillsides falling;
The second her neck in a neck-cloth enswathed,
That enveloped in chalk-white veils her black
chin;
Her forchead in silk was wrapped and enfolded
Adorned and tricked with trifles about it 960
Till nothing was bare but the lady’s black brows,
Her two eyes, her nose, and her lips, all naked,
And those were bleared strangely, and ugly to see.
A goodly lady, so men before God
Might decide! 965

Her body thick and short

Her hips were round and wide;

One of more pleasant sort

She led there by her side.

When Gawain had gazed on that gay one so

gracious 970
In look, he took leave of the lord and went toward
them,

Saluted the elder, bowing full lowly,

The lovelier lapped in his two arms a little,

And knightly and comely greeted and kissed her.

They craved his acquaintance, and quickly he
asked 975

To be truly their servant if so they desired it.

They took him between them, and led him with
talk

To the sitting-room’s hearth; then straightway for
spices

They called, which men sped to unsparingly bring,

And with them as well pleasant wine at each com-
ing. 980

Up leaped right often the courteous lord,

Urged many a time that the men should make
merry,

Snatched off his hood, on a spear, gaily hung it,

And waved it, that one for a prize might win it

Who caused the most mirth on that Christmas
season. 985
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“I shall try, by my faith, to contend with the finest
Ere hoodless 1 find myself, helped by my friends.”
Thus with laughing speeches the lord makes merry
That night, to gladden Sir Gawain with games.
So they spent 990

The evening in the hall.

The king for lights then sent,

And taking leave of all

To bed Sir Gawain went.

On the morn when the Lord, as men all re-

member, 995
Was born, who would die for our doom, in each
dwelling

On earth grows happiness greater for His sake;
So it did on that day there with many a dainty:
With dishes cunningly cooked at meal-times,
With doughty men dressed in their best on the
dais. 1000
The old lady was seated the highest; beside her
Politely the lord took his place, I believe;
The gay lady and Gawain together sat, mid-most,
Where fitly the food came, and afterward fairly
Was served through the hall as beseemed them
the best, 1005
Of the company each in accord with his station.
There was meat and mirth, there was much joy,
too troublous
To tell, though I tried in detail to describe it;
Yet I know both the lovely lady and Gawain
So sweet found each other’s society (pleasant 1010
And polished their converse, courtly and private;
Unfailing their courtesy, free from offense)
That surpassing, in truth, any play of a prince was
Their game.
There trumpets, drums and airs
Of piping loudly came.
Each minded his affairs,
And those two did the same.

1015

Much mirth was that day and the day after
made,
And the third followed fast, as full of delight.
Sweet was the joy of St. John's day'? to hear of, 1021
The last, as the folk there believed, of the festival.
Guests were to go in the gray dawn, and therefore
They wondrously late were awake with their wine,
And danced delightful, long lasting caroles. 1025
At length when 't was late they took their leave,
Each strong man among them to start on his way.
Gawain gave him good-day; then the good man
laid hold of him,
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Led to the hearth in his own room the hero;
There took him aside, and gave suitable thanks
For the gracious distinction that Gawain had given
In honoring his house that holiday season, 1032
And gracing his castle with courteous company.
“I'll truly as long as I live be the better

That Gawain at God’s own feast was my guest.”
“Gramercy,” said Gawain, “by God, sir, not mine
Is the worth, but your own; may the high King

reward you. 1037
I am here at your will to work your behest,
As in high and low it behooves me to do
By right.” 1040

The lord intently tries
Longer to hold the knight;
Gawain to him replies

That he in no way might.

Then the man with courteous question en-

quired 1045

What dark deed that feast time had driven him
forth,

From the King’s court to journey alone with such
courage,

Ere fully in homes was the festival finished.

“In sooth,” said the knight, “sir, ye say but the
truth;

From these hearths a high and a hasty task took me.

Myself, I am summoned to seek such a place 105!

As to find it I know not whither to fare.

I'd not fail to have reached it the first of the New
Year,

So help me our Lord, for the whole land of
Logres;

And therefore, I beg this boon of you here, sir;

Tell me, in truth, if you ever heard tale 1056

Of the Chapel of Green, of the ground where it
stands,

And the knight, green colored, who keeps it. By
solemn

Agreement a tryst was established between us,

That man at that landmark to meet if 1 lived.

And now there lacks of New Year but little; 1061

I'd look at that lord, if God would but let me,

More gladly than own any good thing, by God's
Son. '

And hence, by your leave, it behooves me to go;

I now have but barely three days to be busy. 1065

As fain would I fall dead as fail of my mission.”

Then laughing the lord said: “You longer must
stay,

For T'll point out the way to that place ere the
time’s end,
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The ground of the Green Chapel. Grieve no
furthcr, 1069
For, sir, you shall be in your bed at your ease
Until late, and fare forth the first of the year,
To your meeting place come by mid-morning, to
do there
Your pleasure.
Tarry till New Year’s day,
Then rise and go at leisure.
I'll set you on your way;
Not two miles is the measure.”

1075

Then was Gawain right glad, and gleefully

laughed.
“Now for this more than anything else, sir, I thank
you. 1079

I have come to the end of my quest; at your will
I shall bide, and in all things act as you bid me.”
The lord then seized him, and set him beside him,
And sent for the ladies to better delight him.
Seemly the pleasure among them in private. 1084
So gay were the speeches he spoke, and so friendly,
The host seemed a man well-nigh mad in behavior.
He called to the knight there, crying aloud:
“Ye have bound you to do the deed that I bid you.
Here, and at once, will you hold to your word,
Sir?”
“Yes, certainly, sir,” the true hero said; 1090
“While I bide in your house I obey your behest.”
“You have toiled,” said the lord; “from afar have
traveled,
And here have caroused, nor are wholly recovered
In sleep or in nourlshment know I for certain.
In your room you shall linger, and lie at your ease
Tomorrow till mass-time, and go to your meat 1096
When you will, and with you my wife to amuse
you
With company, till to the court I return.
You stay
And I shall early rise,
And hunting go my way.”
Bowing in courteous wise,
Gawain grants all this play.

1100

“And more,” said the man, “let us make an

agreement:

Whatever I win in the wood shall be yours; 1105

And what chance you shall meet shall be mine in
exchange.

Sir, let’s so strike our bargain and swear to tell
truly

Whate'er ”fortune brings, whether bad, sir, or bet-
ter.

83

Quoth Gawain the good: “By God, I do grant it.
What pastime you please appears to me plcasant.
“On the beverage brought us the bargain is
made,” 1111
So the lord of the land said. All of them laughed,
And drank, and light-heartedly reveled and dal-
lied,
Those ladies and lords, as long as they liked.
Then they rose with elaborate politeness, and lin-
gered, s
With many fair speeches spoke softly together,
Right lovingly kissed, and took leave of each other.
Gay troops of attendants with glimmering torches
In comfort escorted each man to his couch
To rest.
Yet ere they left the board
Their promise they professed
Often. That people’s lord
Could well maintain a jest.

1120

m

Betimes rose the folk ere the first of the day;
The guests that were going then summoned their
grooms, 1126
Who hastily sprang up to saddle their horses,
Packed their bags and prepared all their gear.
The nobles made ready, to ride all arrayed;
And quickly they leaped and caught up their

bridles, 1130
And started, each wight on the way that well
pleased him.

The land’s beloved lord not last was equipped
For riding, with many a man too. A morsel
He hurriedly ate when mass he had heard,
And promptly with horn to the hunting field has-
tened. 13s
And ere any daylight had dawned upon earth,
Both he and his knights were high on their horses.
The dog-grooms, accomplished, the hounds then
coupled,
The door of the kennel unclosed, called them out,
On the bugle mightily blew three single notes; 1140
Whereupon bayed with a wild noise the brachets,!®
And some they turned back that went straying,
and punished.
The hunters, I heard, were a hundred. To station
They go,
The keepers of the hounds,
And off the leashes throw.
With noise the wood resounds
From the good blasts they blow.
8 hounds that hunt by scent.

114§
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At the first sound of questing, the wild creatures

quaked;

The deer fled, foolish from fright, in the dale,

To the high ground hastened, but quickly were
halted 1151

By beaters, loud shouting, stationed about

In a circle. The harts were let pass with their high
heads,

And also the bucks, broad-antlered and bold;

For the generous lord by law had forbidden 1155

All men with the male deer to meddle in close
season.

The hinds were hemmed in with hey! and ware!

The does to the deep valleys driven with great din.

You might see as they loosed them the shafts

swiftly soar—

At each turn of the forest their feathers went fly-
ing— 1160

That deep into brown hides bit with their broad
heads;

Lo! they brayed on the hill-sides, bled there, and
died,

And hounds, fleet-footed, followed them headlong.

And hunters after them hastened with horns

So loud in their sharp burst of sound as to sunder

The cliffs. What creatures escaped from the shoot-
ers, 1166

Hunted and harried from heights to the waters,

Were pulled down and rent at the places there

ready;
Such skill the men showed at these low-lying sta-
tions,
So great were the greyhounds that quickly they
t them 1170
And dragged them down, fast as the folk there
might look
At the sight.
Carried with bliss away,
The lord did oft alight,
Oft gallop; so that day 1zs

He passed till the dark night.

Thus frolicked the lord on the fringe of the
forest,
And Gawain the good in his gay bed reposed,
Lying snugly, till sunlight shone on the walls,
Neath a coverlet bright with curtains about it.
As softly he slumbered, a slight sound he heard
At his door, made with caution, and quickly it
opened. 1182
The hero heaved up his head from the clothes;
By-a corner he caught up the curtain a little,
And glanced out with heed to behold what had
happened.

1185
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The lady it was, most lovely to look at,

Who shut the door after her stealthily, slyly,

And turned toward the bed. Then the brave man,
embarrassed,

Lay down again subtly to seem as if sleeping;

And stilly she stepped, and stole to his bed, 1190

There cast up the curtain, and creeping within it,

Seated herself on the bedside right softly,

And waited a long while to watch when he woke.

And the lord too, lurking, lay there a long while,

Wondering at heart what might come of this hap-
pening, 1195

Or what it might mean—a marvel he thought it.

Yet he said to himself, “"T would be surely more
seemly

By speaking at once to see what she wishes.”

Then roused he from sleep, and stretching turned
toward her,

His eyelids unlocked, made believe that he won-

dered, 1200
And signed himself so by his prayers to be safer
From fall.
Right sweet in chin and cheek,
Both white and red withal,
Full fairly she did speak 1205

With laughing lips and small.

“Good morrow, Sir Gawain,” that gay lady said,
“You're a sleeper unwary, since so one may steal
1n.
In a trice you are ta’en! If we make not a truce,
In your bed, be you certain of this, I shall bind
ou.” 1210
All laughing, the lady delivered those jests.
“Good morrow, fair lady,” said Gawain the merry,
“You may do what you will, and well it doth
please me,
For quickly I yield me, crying for mercy;
This method to me seems the best—for I must!”
So the lord in turn jested with laughter right joy-
ous. 1216
“But if, lovely lady, you would, give me leave,
Your prisoner release and pray him to rise,
And I'd come from this bed and clothe myself bet-

ter;
So could I converse with you then with more
comfort.” 1220

“Indeed no, fair sir,” that sweet lady said,

“You'll not move from your bed; I shall manage
you better;

For here—and on that side too—I shall hold you,

And next I shall talk with the knight I have taken.

For well do I know that your name is Sir Ga-
wain, 1235
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By everyone honored wherever you ride;
Most highly acclaimed is your courtly behavior
With lords and ladies and all who are living.
And now you're here, truly, and none but we two;
My lord and his followers far off have fared; 1230
Other men remain in their beds, and my maidens;
The door is closed, and secured with a strong
hasp;
Since him who delights all I have in my house,
My time, as long as it lasts, I with talking
Shall fill,

My body’s gladly yours;

Upon me work your will.

Your servant I, perforce,

And now, and shall be still.”

1238

“In faith,” quoth Sir Gawain, “a favor I think
it, 1240
Although I am now not the knight you speak of;
To reach to such fame as here you set forth,
[ am one, as I well know myself, most unworthy.
By God, should you think it were good, I'd be
glad
If T could or in word or action accomplish 1245
Your ladyship’s pleasure—a pure joy 't would
provc."
“In good faith, Sir Gawain,” the gay lady said,
“Ill-bred I should be if I blamed or belittled
The worth and prowess that please all others.
There are ladies enough who'd be now more de-
lighted 1250
To have you in thraldom, as here, sir, I have you
To trifle gaily in talk most engaging,
To give themselves comfort and quiet their cares
Than have much of the gold and the goods they
command. 1254
But to Him I give praise that ruleth the heaven
That wholly I have in my hand what all wish.”
So she
Gave him good cheer that day,
She who was fair to see.
To what she chanced to say
With pure speech answered he.

Quoth the merry man, “Madam, Mary reward

you,

For noble, in faith, I've found you, and generous.

People by other pattern their actions,

But more than I merit to me they give praise;

"T is your courteous self who can show naught but
kindness.” 1266

“By Mary,” said she, “to me it seems other!

Were I worth all the host of women now living,

And had I the wealth of the world in my hands,

85

Should I chaffer and choose to get me a champion,
Sir, from the signs I've seen in you here . 1271
Of courtesy, merry demeanor, and beauty,
From what I have heard, and hold to be true,
Before you no lord now alive would be chosen.”
“A better choice, madam, you truly have made;
Yet I'm proud of the value you put now upon
me. 1276
Your servant as seemly, I hold you my sovereign,
Become your knight, and Christ give you quit-
tance.”
Thus of much they talked till mid-morning was
past.
The lady behaved as if greatly she loved him, 1280
But Gawain, on guard, right gracefully acted.
“Though I were the most lovely of ladies,” she
thought,
“The less would he take with him love.” He was
seeking,
With speed,
Grief that must be: the stroke
That him should stun indeed.
She then of leaving spoke,
And promptly he agreed.

1285

Then she gave him good-day, and glanced at
him, laughing,
And startled him, speaking sharp words as she
stood: 1290
“He who blesses all words reward this reception!
I doubt if indeed I may dub you Gawain.”
“Wherefore?” he queried, quickly enquiring,
Afraid that he’d failed in his fashion of speech.
But the fair lady blesses him, speaking as
~ lows:
“One as good as is Gawain the gracious ¢
(And courtly behavior’s found wholly °
Not lightly so long could remain w
Without, in courtesy, craving a kis
At some slight subtle hint at th
“Let it be as you like, lovely -
“As a knight is so bound, I"
And lest he displease yor
Then closer she comes
In her arms, and s~
fably.
Kindly each oth
She goes forth
And he qui
Calls to }
And m
Ther
M:



None knew
A knight to better fare
With dames so worthy, two:
One old, one younger. There
Much mirth did then ensue.

1315

Still was absent the lord of that land on his
pleasure,
To hunt barren hinds in wood and in heath. 1319
By the set of the sun he had slain such a number
Of does and different deer that 't was wondrous.
Eagerly flocked in the folk at the finish,
And quickly made of the killed deer a quarry;
To this went the nobles with numerous men;
The game whose flesh was the fattest they gath-
ered; 1325
With care, as the case required, cut them open.
And some the deer searched at the spot of assay,
And two fingers of fat they found in the poorest.
They slit at the base of the throat, seized the
stomach, 1329
Scraped it away with a sharp knife and sewed it;
Next slit the four limbs and stripped off the hide;
Then opened the belly and took out the bowels
And flesh of the knot, quickly flinging them out.
They laid hold of the throat, made haste to divide,
then, 1334
The windpipe and gullet, and tossed out the guts;
With their sharp knives carved out the shoulders
and carried them
Held through a small hole to have the sides per-
fect.
¢ breast they sliced, and split it in two;
then they began once again at the throat,
lickly as far as its fork they cut it;
‘t the pluck, and promptly thereafter
~ibs swiftly severed the fillets,
off readily right by the backbone,
» the haunch, all hanging together.
» whole, and hewed it off there,
* name of the numbles—and

1340

1346
They knew.
the thighs,
 hew,
1350
~ck off they
‘y sun-

\es.
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They ran through each thick side a hole by the
ribs, ‘ 1355

And hung up both by the hocks of the haunches,

Each fellow to have the fee that was fitting.

On the fair beast’s hide, they fed their hounds

With the liver and lights'* and the paunch’s lining,

Among which bread steeped in blood was min-
gled. 1360

They blew boldl, the blast for the prize; the
hounds barked.

Then the venison took they and turned toward
home,

And stoutly many a shrill note they sounded.

Ere close of the daylight, the company came

To the comely castle where Gawain in comfort

Sojourned. 1366
And when he met the knight
As thither he returned,
Joy had they and delight,
Where the fire brightly burned. 1370

In the hall the lord bade all his household to

gather,

And both of the dames to come down with their
damsels.

In the room there before all the folk he ordered

His followers, truly, to fetch him his venison.

Gawain he called with courteous gaiety, 1375

Asked him to notice the number of nimble beasts,

Showed him the fairness of flesh on the ribs.

“Are you pleased with this play? Have I won your
praise?

Have I thoroughly earned your thanks through
my cunning?”

“In faith,” said Sir Gawain, “this game is the fair-
est 1380

I've scen in the season of winter these seven years.”

“The whole of it, Gawain, I give you,” the host
said;

“Because of our compact, as yours you may claim
it.”

“That is true,” the knight said, “and I tell you the
same:

That this I have worthily won within doors, 1385

And surely to you with as good will T yield it.”

With both of his arms his fair neck he embraced,

And the hero as courteously kissed as he could.

“I give you my gains. I got nothing further;

I freely would grant it, although it were greater.”

“It is good,” said the good man; “I give you my
thanks. 1391

Yet things so may be that you'd think it better

¢ Jungs.
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To tell where you won this same wealth by your

wit.”

“T was no part of our pact,” said he; “press me
no more;

For trust entirely in this, that you've taken 1395

Your due.”
With laughing merriment .
And knightly speech and true
To supper soon they went
With store of dainties new. 1400
In a chamber they sat, by the side of the chim-
ney,
Where men right frequently fetched them mulled
wine. '
In their jesting, again they agreed on the morrow
To keep the same compact they came to before:
That whatever should chance, they’d exchange at

evening, 1405
When greeting again, the new things they had got-
ten.

Before all the court they agreed to the covenant;
Then was the beverage brought forth in jest.
At last they politely took leave of each othér,
And quickly each hero made haste to his couch.
When the cock but three times had crowed and

cackled, 1411
The lord and his men had leaped from their beds.
So that duly their meal was dealt with, and mass,
And ere daylight they’d fared toward the forest, on

hunting

Intent. 1415

The huntsmen with loud horns
Through level fields soon went,
Uncoupling 'mid the thorns
The hounds swift on the scent.

Soon they cry for a search by the side of a

swamp. 1420

The huntsmen encourage the hounds that first
catch there

The scent, and sharp words they shout at them
loudly;

And thither the hounds that heard them hastened,

And fast to the trail fell, forty at once.

Then such clamor and din from the dogs that had
come there 1425

Arose that the rocks all around them rang.

With h}c:m and with mouth the hunters heartened
them;

They gathered together then, all in a group,

"Twixt a pool in that copse and a crag most for-
bidding.

8

At a stone-heap, beside the swamp, by a cliff, 1430
Where the rough rock had fallen in rugged con-
fusion,
They fared to the finding, the folk coming after.
Around both the crag and the rubble-heap searched
The hunters, sure that within them was hidden
The beast whose presence was bayed by the blood-
hounds. 1435
Then they beat on the bushes, and bade him rise

up, .-
And wildly he made for the men in his way,
Rushing suddenly forth, of swine the most splen-
did.
Apart from the herd he’d grown hoary with age,
For fierce was the beast, the biggest of boars. 1440
Then many men grieved, full grim when he
grunted,
For three at his first thrust he threw to the earth,
And then hurtled forth swiftly no harm doing
further."
They shrilly cried hi! and shouted hey! hey!
Put bugles to mouth, loudly blew the recall. 1445
The men and dogs merry in voice were and many;
With outcry they all hurry after this boar
To slay.
He maims the pack when, fell,
He often stands at bay.
Loudly they howl and yell,
Sore wounded in the fray.

1450

Then to shoot at him came up the company
quickly.
Arrows that hit him right often they aimed,
But their sharp points failed that fell on his shoul-

ders’ 1455
Tough skin, and the barbs would not bite in his
flesh;
But the smooth-shaven shafts were shivered in
pieces,

The heads wherever they hit him rebounding.

But when hurt by the strength of the strokes they
struck,

Then mad for the fray he falls on the men, 1460

And deeply he wounds them as forward he dashes.

Then many were frightened, and drew back in
fear;

But the lord galloped off on a light horse after him,

Blew like a huntsman right bold the recall

On his bugle, and rode through the thick of the
bushes, 1465

Pursuing this swine till the sun shone clearly.

Thus the day they passed in doing these deeds,
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While bides our gracious knight Gawain in bed,
With bed-clothes in color right rich; at the castle
Behind. 1470
The dame did not forget
To give him greetings kind.
She soon upon him set,
To make him change his mind.

"~-Approaching the curtain, she peeps at the prince,

And at once Sir Gawain welcomes her worthily.

Promptly the lady makes her reply. 1477

By his side she seats herself softly, heartily

Laughs, and with lovely look these words delivers:

“If you, sir, are Gawain, greatly I wonder 1430

That one so given at all times to goodness

Should be not well versed in social conventions,

Or, made once to know, should dismiss them from
mind.

You have promptly forgotten what I in the plain-
est

Of talk that I knew of yesterday taught you.” 1485

“What is that?” said the knight. “For truly I know
not;

If it be as you say, I am surely to blame.”

“Yet T taught you,” quoth the fair lady, “of kiss-
ing;

When clearly he’s favored, quickly to claim one

Becomes each knight who practices courtesy.” 1490

“Cease, dear lady, such speech,” said the strong
man;

“I dare not for fear of refusal do that.

'T would be wrong to proffer and then be re-
pulsed.”

“In faith, you may not be refused,” said the fair
one;

“Sir, if you pleased, you have strength to compel
it, 1495

Should one be so rude as to wish to deny you.”

“By God, yes,” said Gawain, “good is your speech;

But unlucky is force in the land I live in,

And every gift that with good will’s not given.

Your word I await to embrace when you wish;

You may start when you please, and stop at your

pleasure.” 1501
With grace,
The lady, bending low,
Most sweetly kissed his face.
Of joy in love and woe 1505

They talked for a long space.

“I should like,” said the lady, “from you, sir, to
learn,

If T roused not your anger by asking, the reason
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Why you, who are now so young and valiant,

So known far and wide as knightly and courteous

(And principally, picked from all knighthood, is
praised 1511

The sport of true love and the science of arms;

For to tell of these true knights’ toil, it is surely

The title inscribed and the text of their deeds,

How men their lives for their real love adventured,

Endured for their passion doleful days, 1516

Then themselves with valor avenged, and their
SOrrow

Cast off, and brought bliss into bowers by their
virtues),

Why you, thought the noblest knight of your time,

Whose renown and honor are everywhere noted,

Have so let me sit on two separate occasions 1521

Beside you, and hear proceed from your head

Not one word relating to love, less or more.

You so goodly in vowing your service and gracious

Ought gladly to give to a young thing your guid-

ance, 1525
And show me some sign of the sleights of true
love.

What! know you nothing, and have all renown?
Or else do you deem me too dull, for your talking
Unfit?
For shame! Alone I come;
To learn some sport I sit;
My lord is far from home;
Now, teach me by your wit.”

1530

“In good faith,” said Gawain, “God you reward;
For great is the happiness, huge the gladness 1535
That one so worthy should want to come hither,
And pains for so poor a man take, as in play
With your knight with looks of regard; it delights

me.
But to take up the task of telling of true love,
To touch on those themes, and on tales of arms
To you who've more skill in that art, I am certain,
By half than a hundred men have such as I, 1542
Or ever shall have while here upon earth,
By my faith, 't would be, madam, a manifold folly.
Your bidding I'll do, as in duty bound, 1545
To the height of my power, and will hold myself
ever
Your ladyship’s servant, so save me the Lord.”
Thus the fair lady tempted and tested him often
To make the man sin—whate’er more she’d in

mind;
But so fair his defense was, no fault was appar-
ent, 1550

Nor evil on either side; each knew but joy
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On that day.
At last she kissed him lightly,
After long mirth and play,
And took her leave politely,
And went upon her way.

1558

The man bestirs himself, springs up for mass.

Then made ready and splendidly served was their
dinner;

In sport with the ladies he spent all the day.

But the lord through fields oft dashed as he fol-
lowed 1560

The savage swine, that sped o’er the slopes,

And in two bit the backs of the best of his hounds

Where he stood at bay; till *t was broken by bow-
men,

Who made him, despite himself, move to the open,

The shafts flew so thick when the throng had as-
sembled. 1565

Yet sometimes he forced the stoutest to flinch,

Till at last too weary he was to run longer,

But came with such haste as he could to a hole

In a mound, by a rock whence the rivulet runs out.

He started to scrape the soil, backed by the slope,

While froth from his mouth’s ugly corners came
foaming. 1571

White were the tushes he whetted. The bold men

Who stood round grew tired of trying from far

To annoy him, but dared not for danger draw

nearer.
Before, 1575
So many he did pierce
That all were loth a boar
So frenzied and so fierce
Should tear with tusks once more, 1579

Till the hero himself came, spurring his horse,
Saw him standing at bay, the hunters beside him.
He leaped down right lordly, leaving his courser,
Unsheathed a bright sword and strode forth

stoutly,
Made haste through the ford where that fierce one
was waiting.
Aware of the hero with weapon in hand,
So savagely, bristling his back up, he snorted
All feared for the wight lest the worst befall him.
Then rushed out the boar directly upon him,
And man was mingled with beast in the midst
Of the wildest water. The boar had the worse,
For the man aimed a blow at the beast as he met

1585

him, 1501
And surely with sharp blade struck o’er his breast
bone,

8

That smote to the hilt, and his heart cleft asunder.
He squealing gave way, and swift through the
water
Went back.
By a hundred hounds he’s caught,
Who fiercely him attack;
To open ground he’s brought,
And killed there by the pack.

1595

The blast for the beast’s death was blown on

sharp horns, ) 1600

And the lords there loudly and clearly hallooed.

At the beast bayed the brachets, as bid by their
masters,

The chief, in that hard, long chase, of the hunters.

Then one who was wise in woodcraft began

To slice up this swine in the seemliest manner. 1605

First he hews off his head, and sets it on high;

Then along the back roughly rends him apart.

He hales out the bowels, and broils them on hot
coals,

With these mixed with bread, rewarding his
brachets.

Then slices the flesh in fine, broad slabs,

And pulls out the edible entrails properly.

Whole, though, he gathers the halves together,

And proudly upon a stout pole he places them.

Homeward they now with this very swine hasten,

Bearing in front of the hero the boar’s head, 1615

Since him at the ford by the force of his strong
hand

1610

He slew.
It seemed long till he met
In hall Sir Gawain, who
Hastened, when called, to get
The payment that was due.

1620

The lord called out loudly, merrily laughed
When Gawain he saw, and gladsomely spoke.
The good ladies were sent for, the houschold as-

sembled; 1624
He shows them the slices of flesh, and the story
He tells of his largeness and length, and how fierce
Was the war in the woods where the wild swine

had fled.
Sir Gawain commended his deeds right graciously,
Praised them as giving a proof of great prowess.
Such brawn on a beast, the bold man declared,
And such sides on a swine he had ne'er before

seen. 1631
Then they handled the huge head; the courteous
hero

Praised it, horror-struck, honoring his host.
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Quoth the goodman, “Now, Gawain, yours is this
game

By our covenant, fast and firm, you know truly.”

“It is so,” said the knight; “and as certain and
sure 1636

All T get T'll give you again as I pledged you.”

He about the neck caught, with courtesy kissed
him,

And soon a second time served him the same way.

Said Gawain, “We've fairly fulfilled the agree-

ment 1640
This evening we entered on, each to the other
Most true.”
“I, by Saint Giles, have met
None,” said the lord, “like you.
Riches you soon will get, 1645

If you such business do.”

And then the tables they raised upon trestles,

And laid on them cloths; the light leaped up
clearly

Along by the walls, where the waxen torches 1649
Were set by the henchmen who served in the hall.
A great sound of sport and merriment sprang up
Close by the fire, and on frequent occasions
At supper and afterward, many a splendid song,
Conduits'® of Christmas, new carols, all kinds
Of mannerly mirth that a man may tell of.
Our seemly knight ever sat at the side
Of the lady, who made so agreeable her manner,
With sly, secret glances to glad him, so stalwart,
That greatly astonished was Gawain, and wroth
With himself; he in courtesy could not refuse her,

1655

But acted becomingly, courtly, whatever 1661
The end, good or bad, of his action might be.
When quite
Done was their play at last,
The host called to the knight, 1665

And to his room they passed
To where the fire burned bright.

The men there make merry and drink, and once
more
The same pact for New Year’s Eve is proposed;
But the knight craved permission to mount on the
morrow: 1670
The appointment approached where he had to ap-
pear.
But the lord him persuaded to stay and linger,
And said, “On my word as a knight I assure you
You'll get to the Green Chapel, Gawain, on New
Year's,
1% part songs in celebration of Christmas.

The Middle English Period

And far before prime,® to finish your business. 1675
Remain in your room then, and take your rest.
I shall hunt in the wood and exchange with you
winnings,
As bound by our bargain, when back I return,
For twice I've found you were faithful when tried:
In the morning ‘best be the third time,’ remember.
Let’s be mindful of mirth while we may, and

make merry, 1631
For care when one wants it is quickly encoun-
tered.”

At once this was granted, and Gawain is stayed;
Drink blithely was brought him; to bed they were
lighted.
The guest 1685
In quiet and comfort spent
The night, and took his rest.
On his affairs intent,

The host was early dressed.

After mass a morsel he took with his men. 1690
The morning was merry; his mount he demanded.
The knights who'd ride in his train were in readi-
ness,

Dressed and horsed at the door of the hall.

Wondrous fair were the fields, for the frost was
clinging;

Bright red in the cloud-rack rises the sun, 1695

And full clear sails close past the clouds in the sky.

The hunters unleashed all the hounds by a wood-
side:

The rocks with the blast of their bugles were ring-
ing.

Some dogs there fall on the scent where the fox is,

And trail oft a traitoress using her tricks. 1700

A hound gives tongue at it; huntsmen call to him;

Hastens the pack to the hound sniffing hard,

And right on his track run off in a rabble,

He scampering before them. They started the fox
soon; 1704

When finally they saw him, they followed fast,

Denouncing him clearly with clamorous anger.

Through many a dense grove he dodges and
twists,

Doublir;g back and harkening at hedges right
often;

At last by a little ditch leaps o’er a thorn-hedge,

Steals out stealthily, skirting a thicket 1710

In thought from the wood to escape by his wiles

From the hounds; then, unknowing, drew near to
a hunting-stand.

the first of the canonical hours or fixed times for
repeating certain prayers; about six o’ciock in the morning.
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There hurled themselves, three at once, on him
strong hounds,
All gray.
With quick swerve he doth start
Afresh without dismay.
With great grief in his heart
To the wood he goes away.

171§

Huge was the joy then to hark to the hounds.
When the pack all met him, mingled together,
Such curses they heaped on his head at the sight
‘That the clustering cliffs seemed to clatter down

round them 1722
In heaps. The men, when they met him, hailed him,
And loudly with chiding speeches hallooed him;
Threats were oft thrown at him, thief he was

called; 1725
At his tail were the greyhounds, that tarry he
might not.
They rushed at him oft when he raced for the
open,

And ran to the wood again, reynard the wily.
Thus he led them, all muddied, the lord and his

men,
In this manner along through the hills until mid-
day. 1730

At home, the noble knight wholesomely slept

In the cold of the morn within comely curtains.

But the lady, for love, did not let herself sleep,

Or fail in the purpose fixed in her heart; 1734

But quickly she roused herself, came there quickly,

Arrayed in a gay robe that reached to the ground,

The skins of the splendid fur skillfully trimmed
close.

On her head no colors save jewels, well-cut,

That were twined in her hair-fret in clusters of

twenty.
Her fair face was completely exposed, and her
throat; 1740

In front her breast too was bare, and her back.
She comes through the chamber-door, closes it
after her, :
Swings wide a window, speaks to the wight,
And rallies him soon in speech full of sport
And good cheer.
“Ah! man, how can you sleep?
The morning is so clear.”
He was in sorrow deep,
Yet her he then did hear.

1745

In a dream muttered Gawain, deep in its gloom,
Like a man by a throng of sad thoughts sorely
moved 1753

91

Of how fate was to deal out his destiny to him
That morn, when he met the man at the Green
Chapel,
Bound to abide his blow, unresisting.
But as soon as that comely one came to his senses,
Started from slumber and speedily answered, 1756
The lovely lady came near, sweetly laughing,
Bent down o'er his fair face and daintily kissed
him.
And well, in a worthy manner, he welcomed her.
Seeing her glorious, gaily attired, 1760
Without fault in her features, most fine in her
color,
Deep joy came welling up, warming his heart.
With sweet, gentle smiling they straightway grew
merry;
So passed naught between them but pleasure, joy,
And delight. 1765
Goodly was their debate,
Nor was their gladness slight.
Their peril had been great
Had Mary quit her knight.

For that noble princess pressed him so closely,
Brought him so near the last bound, that her love -
He was forced to accept, or, offending, refuse

her: 1772
Concerned for his courtesy not to prove caitiff,
And more for his ruin if wrong he committed,
Betraying the hero, the head of that house. 1775
“God forbid,” said the knight; “that never shall

bc”;
And lovingly laughing a little, he parried
The words of fondness that fell from her mouth.
She said to him, “Sir, you are surely to blame
If you love not the lady beside whom you're ly-

ing, 17
Of all the world’s women most wounded in heart,
Unless you've one dearer, a lover you like more,
Your faith to her plighted, so firmly made fast
You desire not to loosen it—so I believe.
Now tell me truly I pray you; the truth.
By all of the loves that in life are, conceal not

Through guile.”
The knight said, “By Saint John,”
And pleasantly to smile
Began, “In faith I've none,
Nor will have for a while.”

1785

1790

“Such words,” said the lady, “the worst are of
all;

But in sooth I am answered, and sad it seems to
me.
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Kiss me now kindly, and quickly I'll go;
I on earth may but mourn, as a much loving
mortal.” 1795
Sighing she stoops down, and kisses him scemly;
Then starting away from him, says as she stands,
“Now, my dear, at parting, do me this pleasure:
Give me some gift, thy glove if it might be, 1799
To bring you to mind, sir, my mourning to lessen.”
“On my word,” quoth the hero, “I would that I
had here,
For thy sake, the thing that I think the dearest
I own, for in sooth you've deserved very often
A greater reward than one I could give.
But a pledge of love would profit but little; 1805
"T would help not your honor to have at this time
For a keepsake a glove, as a gift of Gawain.
I've come on a mission to countries most strange;
I've no servants with splendid things filling their
sacks:
That displeases me, lady, for love’s sake, at pres-
ent; 1810
Yet each man without murmur must do what he
may
Nor repine.”
“Nay, lord of honors high,
Though I have naught of thine,”
Quoth the lovely lady, “I
Shall give you gift of mine.”

She offered a rich ring, wrought in red gold,
With a blazing stone that stood out above it,
And shot forth brilliant rays bright as the sun;
Wit you well that wealth right huge it was worth.
But promptly the hero replied, refusing it, 1821
“Madam, I care not for gifts now to keep;

I have none to tender and naught will I take.”

Thus he ever declined her offer right earnest,

And swore on his word that he would not accept
it; 1825

And, sad he declined, she thereupon said,

“If my ring you refuse, since it seems too rich,

If you would not so highly to me be beholden,

My girdle, that profits you less, I'll give you.”

She swiftly removed the belt circling her sides,

Round her tunic knotted, beneath her bright
mantle; 1831

T was fal\(sihioncd of green silk, and fair made with
gold,

With gc;lc}, too, the borders embellished and beau-
tiful.

To Gawain she gave it, and gaily besought him

To take it, although he thought it but trifling.

He swore by no manner of means he'd accept 1836
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Either gold or treasure ere God gave him grace
To attain the adventure he’d there undertaken.
“And, therefore, I pray, let it prove not displeasing,
But give up your suit, for to grant it I'll never

Agree. 1841
I'm deeply in your debt
For your kind ways to me.
In hot and cold I yet
Will your true servant be.” 1845

“Refuse ye this silk,” the lady then said,
“As slight in itself? Truly it seems so.
Lol it is little, and less is its worth;
But one knowing the nature knit up within it,
Would give it a value more great, peradventure;
For no man girt with this girdle of green, 185
And bearing it fairly made fast about him,
Might ever be cut down by any on earth,
For his life in no way in the world could be
taken.” 1854
Then mused the man, and it came to his mind
In the peril appointed him precious 't would prove
When he'd found the chapel, to face there his for-
tune.
The device, might he slaying evade, would be
splendid.
Her suit then he suffered, and let her speak;
And the belt she offered him, earnestly urging it
(And Gawain consented), and gave it with good
will, 1861
And prayed him for her sake ne’er to display it
But, true, from her husband to hide it. The hero
Agreed that no one should know of it ever.
Then he
Thanked her with all his might
Of heart and thought; and she
By then to this stout knight
Had given kisses three.

1865

Then the lady departs, there leaving the lord,
For more pleasure she could not procure from that

prince. 1871
When she’s gone, then quickly Sir Gawain clothes
himself,
Rises and dresses in noble array,
Lays by the love-lace the lady had left him,
Faithfully hides it where later he'd find it. 1875

At once then went on his way to the chapel,

Approached in private a priest, and prayed him

To make his life purer, more plainly him teach

How his soul, when he had to go hence, should be
saved.

He declared his faults, confessing them fully, 1880
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The more and the less, and mercy besought,
And then of the priest implored absolution.
He surely absolved him, and made him as spotless,
Indeed, as if doomsday were due on the morrow.
Then among the fair ladies he made more merry

With lovely caroles, all kinds of delights, 1886
That day than before, until darkness fell.
All there
Were treated courteously,
“And never,” they declare, 1890

“Has Gawain shown such glee

Since hither he did fare.”

In that nook where his lot may be love let him

linger!

The lord’s in the meadow still, leading his men.

He has slain this fox that he followed so long; 1895

As he vaulted a hedge to get view of the villain,

Hearing the hounds that hastened hard after him,

Reynard from out a rough thicket came running,

And right at his heels in a rush all the rabble.

He, seeing that wild thing, wary, awaits him, 1900

Unsheaths his bright brand and strikes at the
beast.

And he swerved from its sharpness and back would
have started;

A hound, ere he could, came hurrying up to him;

All of them fell on him fast by the horse’s feet,

Worried that sly one with wrathful sound. 1905

And quickly the lord alights, and catches him,

Takes him in haste from the teeth of the hounds,

And over his head holds him high, loudly shout-
ing,

Where brachets, many and fierce, at him barked.

Thither huntsmen made haste with many a horn,

The recall, till they saw him, sounding right
clearly. 1911

As soon as his splendid troop had assembled,

All bearing a bugle blew them together,

The others having no horns all hallooed.

"T was the merriest baying that man ever heard

That was raised for the soul of reynard with

sounding 1916
Din.
They fondle each dog’s head
Who his reward did win.
Then take they reynard dead 1920

And strip him of his skin.

And now, since near was the night, they turned
homeward,
Strongly and sturdily sounding their horns.
At last at his loved home the Jord alighted,

93

A fire on the hearth found, the hero beside it,

Sir Gawain the good, who glad was withal, 1936

For he had 'mong the ladies in love much delight.

A blue robe that fell to the floor he was wearing;

His surcoat, that softly was furred, well beseemed
him;

A hood of the same hue hung on his shoulders,

And both were bordered with white all about. 1931

He, mid-most, met the good man in the hall,

And greeted him gladly, graciously saying:

“Now shall I first fulfill our agreement

We struck to good purpose, when drink was not

spared.” 1935
Then Gawain embraced him, gave him three
kisses,

The sweetest and soundest a man could bestow.
“By Christ, you'd great happiness,” quoth then the

host,
“In getting these wares, if good were your bar-
gains.” 1939

“Take no care for the cost,” the other said quickly,
“Since plainly the debt that is due I have paid.”
Said the other, “By Mary, mine’s of less worth.
The whole of the day I have hunted, and gotten
The skin of this fox—the fiend take its foulness|—
Right poor to pay for things of such price 1945
As you've pressed on me here so heartily, kisses
So good.”
“Say no more,” Gawain saith;
“I thank you, by the rood!™"
How the fox met his death
He told him as they stood.

1950

With mirth and minstrelsy, meat at their pleas-

ure

They made as merry as any men might

(With ladies’ laughter, and launching of jests

Right glad were they both, the good man and
Gawain) 1955

Unless they had doted or else had been drunken.

Both the man and the company make many jokes,

Till the time is come when the two must be
parted,

When finally the knights are forced to go bedward.

And first of the lord his respectful leave 1960

This goodly man took, and graciously thanked
him:

“May God you reward for the welcome you gave

me
This high feast, the splendid sojourn I've had here.
I give you myself, if you'd like it, to serve you.
I must, as you know, on the morrow move on;

¥ the cross on which Christ died.
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Give me someone to show me the path, as you
said, 1966
To the Green Chapel, there, as God will allow me,
On New Year the fate that is fixed to perform.”
“With a good will, indeed,” said the good man;
“whatever
[ promised to do I deem myself ready.”
He a servant assigns on his way to set him,’
To take him by hills that no trouble he’d have,
And through grove and wood by the way most
direct

1970

Might repair.
The lord he thanked again
For the honor done him there.
The knight his farewell then
Took of those ladies fair.

1975

To them with sorrow and kissing he spoke,
And besought them his thanks most sincere to
accept; 1980
And they, replying, promptly returned them,
With sighings full sore to the Savior commended
him.
Then he with courtesy quitted the company,
Giving each man that he met his thanks
For kindness, for trouble he’d taken, for care 1985
Whereby each had sought to serve hnm right
cagerly.
Pained was each person to part with him then,
As if long they in honor had lived with that noble.
With people and lights he was led to his chamber,
To bed gaily brought there to be at his rest; 1990
Yet I dare not say whether soundly he slept,
For much, if he would, on the morn to remember
Had he.
Let him lie stilly there
Near what he sought to see.
What happened I'll declare,
If you will silent be.

1095

v

The New Year draws near, and the nighttime

now passes;

The day, as the Lord bids, drives on to darkness.

Outside, there sprang up wild storms in the
world; 2000

The clouds cast keenly the cold to the earth

With enough of the north sting to trouble the
naked;

Down shivered the snow, nipping sharply the wild
beasts;

The wind from the heights, shrilly howling, came
rushing, 2004
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And heaped up each dale full of drifts right huge.

Full well the man listened who lay in his bed.

Though he shut tight his lids, he slept but a little;

He knew by each cock that crowed ’t was the
tryst time,

And swiftly ere dawn of the day he arose,

For there shone then the light of a lamp in his

room; 2010

To his chamberlain called, who answered him
quickly,

And bade him his saddle to bring and his mail-
shirt.

The other man roused up and fetched him his rai-
ment,

Arrayed then that knight in a fashion right noble.
First he clad him in clothes to ward off the cold,
Then his other equipment, carefully kept: 2016
His pieces of plate armor, polished right cleanly,
The rings of his rich mail burnished from rust.
All was fresh as at first; he was fain to give thanks
To the men. 2020

He had on every piece

Full brightly burnished then.

He, gayest from here to Greece,

Ordered his steed again.

He garbed himself there in the loveliest gar-

ments 2025

(His coat had its blazon of beautiful needlework

Stitched upon velvet for show, its rich stones

Set about it and studded, its seams all embroi-
dered,

Its lovely fur in the fairest of linings),

Yet he left not the lace, the gift of the lady: 2030

That, Gawain did not, for his own sake, forget.

When the brand on his rounded thighs he had
belted,

He twisted the love-token two times about him.

That lord round his waist with delight quickly
wound

The girdle of green silk, that seemed very gay

Upon royal red cloth that was rich to behold. 2036

But Gawain the girdle wore not for its great price,

Or pride in its pendants although they were pol-
ished,

Though glittering gold there gleamed on the ends,

But himself to save when he needs must suffer

The death, nor could stroke then of sword or of
knife 2041

Him defend.
Then was the bold man dressed;
Quickly his way did wend;
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To all the court expressed 3045

His great thanks without end.

Then was Gringolet ready that great was and
huge,
Who had safely, as seemed to him pleasant, been
stabled;
That proud horse pranced, in the pink of condi-
tion.
The lord then comes to him, looks at his coat,
And soberly says, and swears on his word, 205!
“In this castle’s a company mindful of courtesy,
Led by this hero. Delight may they have;
And may love the dear lady betide all her lifetime.
If they for charity cherish a guest, 2055
And give so great welcome, may God reward
them, i
Who rules the heaven on high, and the rest of you.
Might I for long live my life on the earth,
Some repayment with pleasure I'd make, if 't were
possible.”
He steps in the stirrup, strides into the saddle,
Receives on his shoulder the shield his man brings
him’ 2061
And spurs into Gringolet strikes with his gilt
heels;
Who leaps on the stones and lingers no longer
To prance.
The knight on his horse sits,
Who bears his spear and lance,
The house to Christ commits,
And wishes it good chance.

20065

Then down the drawbridge they dropped, the

broad gates

Unbarred, and on both sides bore them wide open.

He blessed them quickly, and crossed o'er the
planks there 3071

(He praises the porter, who knelt by the prince

Begging God to save Gawain, and gave him good-
day),

And went on his way with but one man attended

To show him the turns to that sorrowful spot 2075

Where he must to that onerous onset submit.

By hillsides where branches were bare they both

journeyed;

They climbed over cliffs where the cold was cling-
ing. .

The clouds hung aloft, but 't was lowering beneath
them.

On the moor dripped the mist, on the mountains
melted; 2080

Each hill had a hat, a mist-cloak right huge,

9%

The brooks foamed and bubbled on hillsides about
them,
And brighty broke on their banks as they rushed
down,
Full wandering the way was they went through
the wood,
Until soon it was time for the sun to be springing.
Then they 2086
Were on a hill full high;
White snow beside them lay.
The servant who rode nigh
Then bade his master stay. 2090
“I have led you hither, my lord, at this time,
And not far are you now from that famous place
You have sought for, and asked so especially after.
Yet, sir, to you surely I'll say, since I know you,
A man in this world whom I love right well, 2095
If you'd follow my judgment, the better you'd fare.
You make haste to a place that is held full of peril;
One dwells, the worst in the world, in that waste,
For he’s strong and stern, and takes pleasure in
striking.
No man on the earth can equal his might;
He is bigger in body than four of the best men
In Arthur's own household, Hestor or others.
And thus he brings it about at the chapel:
That place no one passes so proud in his arms
That he smites him not dead with a stroke of his
hand. 3105
He’s a man most immoderate, showing no mercy;
Be it chaplain or churl that rides by the chapel,
Monk or priest, any manner of man,
Him to slay seems as sweet as to still live himself.
So I say, as sure as you sit in your saddle 2110
You're killed, should the knight so choose, if you
come here;
That take as the truth, though you twenty lives
had

2100

To spend.
He’s lived in this place long
In battles without end.
Against his strokes right strong
You cannot you defend.

3115

“So let him alone, good Sir Gawain, and leave
By a different road, for God’s sake, and ride

To some other country where Christ may reward
ou. 2120

And homeward again I will hic me, and promise
To swear by the Lord and all his good saints
(So help me the oaths on God’s halidom'® sworn)

¥ holiness,
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That I'll guard well your secret, and give out no
story
You hastened to flee any hero I've heard of.” 2135
“Thank you,” said Gawain, and grudgingly added,
“Good fortune go with you for wishing me well.
And truly I think you'd not tell; yet though never
So surely you hid it, if hence I should hasten,
Fearful, to fly in the fashion you tell of, 2130
A coward I'd prove, and could not be pardoned.
The chapel I'll find whatsoever befalls,
And talk with that wight the way that I want to,
Let weal or woe follow as fate may wish.
Though the knave,
Hard to subdue and fell,
Should stand there with a stave,
Yet still the Lord knows well
His servants how to save.”

2135

Quoth the man, “By Mary, you've said now this

much: 2140
That you wish to bring down your own doom on
your head.

Since you'd lose your life, I will stay you no longer.
Put your helm on your head, take your spear in
your hand,
And ride down this road by the side of that rock
Till it brings you down to the dale’s rugged bot-
tom; 2145
Then look at the glade on the left hand a little:
You'll see in the valley that self-same chapel,
And near it the great-limbed knight who is guard-
ing it.
Gawain the noble, farewell now, in God’s name!
I would not go with thee for all the world’s wealth,
Nor in fellowship ride one more foot through the
forest.” 2151
The man in the trees there then turns his bridle,
As hard as he can hits his horse with his heels,
And across the fields gallops, there leaving Sir
Gawain
Alone.
“By God,” the knight said, “now
I'll neither weep nor groan.
Unto God’s will I bow,
And make myself his own.”

2155

He strikes spurs into Gringolet, starts on the

path; 2160
By a bank at the side of a small wood he pushes
in,

Rides down the rugged slope right to the dale.”
Then al?l(;lut him he looks, and the land seems
wid,
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And nowhere he sees any sign of a shelter,
But slopes on each side of him, high and steep,
And rocks, gnarled and rough, and stones right
rugged. 2166
The clouds there seemed to him scraped by the
crags.
Then he halted and held back his horse at that
time,
And spied on all sides in search of the chapel;
Such nowhere he saw, but soon, what seemed
strange, 2170
In the midst of a glade a mound, as it might be,
A smooth, swelling knoll by the side of the water,
The falls of a rivulet running close by;
In its banks the brook bubbled as though it were
boiling. 2174
The knight urged on Gringolet, came to the glade,
There leaped down lightly and tied to the limb
Of a tree, right rugged, the reins of his noble steed,
Went to the mound, and walked all about it,
Debating what manner of thing it might be:
On the end and on each side an opening; every-
where 2180
Over it grass was growing in patches,
All hollow inside, it seemed an old cave
Or a crag’s old cleft: which, he could not decide.
Said the knight,
“Is this the chapel here?
Alas; dear Lord! here might
The fiend, when midnight’s near,
His matin prayers recite.

2183

“Of a truth,” said Gawain, “the glade here is

gloomy; 2189

The Green Chapel’s ugly, with herbs overgrown.

It greatly becomes here that hero, green-clad,

To perform in the devil’'s own fashion his worship.

I feel in my five senses this is the fiend

Who has made me come to this meeting to kill me.

Destruction fall on this church of ill-fortune! 2195

The cursedest chapel that ever I came tol”

With helm on his head and lance in his hand

He went right to the rock of that rugged abode.

From the high hill he heard, from a hard rock
over

The stream, on the hillside, a sound wondrous
loud. 2200

Lo! it clattered on cliffs fit to cleave them, as
though

A scythe on a grindstone someone were grinding.

It whirred, lo! and whizzed like a water-mill’s
wheel;

Lol it ground and it grated, grievous to hear. 2304
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“By God, this thing, as I think,” then said Gawain,
“Is done now for me, since my due turn to meet it
Is near.
God’s will be done! ‘Ah woe!’
No whit doth aid me here.
Though I my life forego
No sound shall make me fear.”

2210

And then the man there commenced to call
loudly,
“Who here is the master, with me to hold tryst?
For Gawain the good now is going right near.
He who craves aught of me let him come hither
quickly; 2215
T is now or never; he needs to make haste.”
Said somebody, “Stop,” from the slope up above
him,
“And promptly you'll get what I promised to give
you.”
Yet he kept up the whirring noise quickly a while,
Turned to finish his sharpening before he’d de-
scend. 2320
Then he came by a crag, from a cavern emerging,
Whirled out of a den with a dreadful weapon,
A new Danish ax to answer the blow with;
Its blade right heavy, curved back to the handle,
Sharp filed with the filing tool, four feet in length,
"T was no less, by the reach of that lace gleaming
brightly. 3226
The fellow in green was garbed as at first,
Both his face and his legs, his locks and his beard,
Save that fast o’er the earth on his feet he went
fairly,
The shaft on the stone set, and stalked on beside
it. 2230
On reaching the water, he would not wade it;
On his ax he hopped over, and hastily strode,
Very f?\crcc, through the broad field filled all about
im
With snow.
Sir Gawain met the man,
And bowed by no means low,
Who said, “Good sir, men can
Trust you to tryst to go.”

2235

Said the green man, “Gawain, may God you

guard!
You are welcome indeed, sir knight, at my dwell-
ing. 2240

Your travel you've timed as a true man should,

And you know the compact we came to between
us; -

A twelvemonth ago you took what chance gave,

97

And I promptly at New Year was pledged to repay
ou.
In trut,iu, we are down in this dale all alone; 2345
Though we fight as we please, here there’s no one
to part us.
Put your helm from your head, and have here
your payment;
Debate no further than I did before,
When you slashed off my head with a single
stroke.”
“Nay,” quoth Gawain, “by God who gave me
spirit,
I'll harbor no grudge whatever harm happens.
Exceed not one stroke and still I shall stand;
You may do as you please, I'll in no way oppose
The blow.”
He left the flesh all bare,
Bending his neck down low
As if he feared naught there,
For fear he would not show.

my
2250

2255

Then the man in green raiment quickly made
ready,
Uplifted his grim tool Sir Gawain to smite; 3260
With the whole of his strength he heaved it on
high,
As threateningly swung it as though he would slay
him,
Had it fallen again with the force he intended
That lord, ever-brave, from the blow had been
lifeless.
But Gawain a side glance gave at the weapon 32265
As down it came gliding to do him to death;
With his shoulders shrank from the sharp iron a
litle.
The other with sudden jerk stayed the bright ax,
And reproved then that prince with proud words
in plenty:
“Not Gawain thou art who so good is considered,
Ne'er daunted by host in hill or in dale; 2371
Now in fear, ere thou feelest a hurt, thou art
flinching;
Such cowardice never I knew of that knight.
When you swung at me, sir, I fled not nor started;
No cavil I offered in King Arthur’s castle. 2378
My head at my feet fell, yet never I flinched,
And thy heart is afraid ere a hurt thou feelest,
And therefore thy better I'm bound to be thought
On that score.”
“I shrank once,” Gawain said,
“And I will shrink no more;
Yet cannot I my head,
If it fall down, restore.

2280
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“But make ready, sir, quickly, and come to the

point;

My destiny deal me, and do it forthwith;

For a stroke I will suffer, and start no further

Till hit with thy weapon; have here my pledged
word.”

Quoth the other, heaving it high, “Have at thee!”

As fierce in his manner as if he were mad,

He mightily swung but struck not the man. 2290

Withheld on a sudden his hand ere it hurt him.

And firmly he waited and flinched in no member,

But stood there as still as a stone or a stump

In rocky ground held by a hundred roots.

Then the Green Knight again began to speak

2285

gaily: 2295
“It behooves me to hit, now that whole is thy
heart.
Thy high hood that Arthur once gave you now
hold back,

Take care that your neck at this cut may recover.”
And Gawain full fiercely said in a fury,
“Come]! lay on, thou dread man; too long thou art
threatening. 2300
I think that afraid of your own self you feel.”
“In sooth,” said the other, “thy speech is so savage
No more will I hinder thy mission nor have it
Delayed.”
With puckered lips and brow
He stands with ready blade,
Not strange 't is hateful now
To him past hope of aid.

2305

He lifts his ax lightly, and lets it down deftly,
The blade’s edge next to the naked neck. 310
Though he mightily hammered he hurt him no

more
Than to give him a slight nick that severed the
skin there.
Through fair skin the keen ax so cut to the flesh
That shining blood shot to the earth o’er his shoul-
ders.
As soon as he saw his blood gleam on the snow
He sprang forth in one leap, for more than a spear

length; 2316
His helm fiercely caught up and clapped on his
head;

With his shoulders his fair shield shot round in
front of him,

Pulled out his bright sword, and said in a passion

(And since he was mortal man born of his mother

The hero was never so happy by half), 2321

“Cease thy violence, man; no more to me offer,

For here I've received, unresisting, a stroke.
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If a second thou strikest I soon will requite thee,
And swiftly and fiercely, be certain of that, 2323
Will repay.
One stroke on me might fall
By bargain struck that way,
Arranged in Arthur’s hall;
Therefore, sir knight, now stay!” 2330
The man turned away, on his weapon rested,
The shaft on the ground set, leaned on the sharp
edge,
And gazed at Sir Gawain there in the glade;
Saw that bold man, unblenching, standing right
bravely,
Full-harnessed and gallant; at heart he was glad.
Then gaily the Green Knight spoke in a great
voice, 2336
And said to the man in speech that resounded,
“Now be not so savage, bold sir, for towards you
None here has acted unhandsomely, save
In accord with the compact arranged in the King’s
court. 2340
I promised the stroke you've received, so hold you
Well payed. I free you from all duties further.
If brisk I had been, peradventure a buffet
I'd harshly have dealt that harm would have done
you.
In mirth, with a feint I menaced you first, 2345
With no direful wound rent you; right was my deed,
By the bargain that bound us both on the first
night,
When, faithful and true, you fulfilled our agree-
ment,
And gave me your gain as a good man ought to.
The second I struck at you, sir, for the morning
You kissed my fair wife and the kisses accorded

me. 2351
Two mere feints for both times I made at you,
man,
Without woe.
True men restore by right,
One fears no danger so; 3355

You failed the third time, knight,
And therefore took that blow.

“*Tis my garment you're wearing, that woven

girdle,

Bestowed by my wife, as in truth I know well.

I know also your kisses and all of your acts 2360

And my wife’s advances; myself, I devised them.

I sent her to try you, and truly you seem

The n;ost faultless of men that ¢’er fared on his
eet.



Sir Gawain and the Green Knight

As a pearl compared to white peas is more pre-
cious,
So next to the other gay knights is Sir Gawain.
But a little you lacked and loyalty wanted, 2366
Yet truly 't was not for intrigue or for wooing,
But love of your life; the less do I blame you.”
Sir Gawain stood in a study a great while, 2369
So sunk in disgrace that in spirit he groaned;
To his face all the blood in his body was flowing;
For shame, as the other was talking, he shrank.
And these were the first words that fell from his
lips:
“Be cowardice cursed, and coveting! In you
Are vice and villainy, virtue destroying.” 2375
The lace he then seized, and loosened the strands,
And fiercely the girdle flung at the Green Knight.
“Lo! there is faith-breaking! evil befall it.
To coveting came I, for cowardice caused me
From fear of your stroke to forsake in myself 2380
What belongs to a knight: munificence, loyalty.
I’'m faulty and false, who've been ever afraid
Of untruth and treachery; sorrow betide both
And carel
Here 1 confess my sin;
All faulty did I fare.
Your good will let me win,
And then I will beware.”

2385

Then the Green Knight laughed, and right gra-
ciously said, 2389
“I am sure that the harm is healed that I suffered.
So clean you're confessed, so cleared of your faults,
Having had the point of my weapon’s plain pen-
ance,
I hold you now purged of offense, and as perfectly
Spotless as though you’d ne’er sinned in your life.
And I give to you, sir, the golden-hemmed girdle,
As green as my gown. Sir Gawain, when going
Forth on your way among famous princes, 2397
Think still of our strife and this token right splen-
did,
'Mid chivalrous knights, of the chapel’s adventure.
This New Year you'll come to my castle again,
And the rest of this feast in revel most pleasant

Will go.” 2402
Then pressed him hard the lord:
“My wife and you, I know
We surely will accord, 2408

Who was your bitter foe.”

“No indeed,” quoth the hero, his helm seized
and doffed it

9

Graciously, thanking the Green Knight; “I've stayed
Long enough. May good fortune befall you; may
¢

Who all fame doth confer give it fully to you, sir.

To your lady, gracious and lovely, commend me,

To her and that other, my honored ladies, 3412

That so with their sleights deceived their knight
subtly.

But no marvel it is for a fool to act madly,

Through woman’s wiles to be brought to woe.

So for certain was Adam deceived by some
woman, 2416

By several Solomon, Samson besides;

Delilah dealt him his doom; and David

Was duped by Bath-sheba, enduring much sorrow.

Since these were grieved by their guile, 't would be

great gain 2420
To love them yet never believe them, if knights
could.

For formerly these were most noble and fortunate,
More than all others who lived on the earth;
And these few
By women’s wiles were caught
With whom they had to do.
Though I'm beguiled, I ought
" To be excused now too.

2425

“But your girdle,” said Gawain, “may God you
reward|! 2429
With a good will I'll use it, yet not for the gold,
The sash or the silk, or the sweeping pendants,
Or fame, or its workmanship wondrous, or cost,
But in sign of my sin I shall see it oft.
When in glory I move, with remorse I'll remem-
ber
The frailty and fault of the stubborn flesh, 2435
How soon 't is infected with stains of defilement;
And thus when I'm proud of my prowess in arms,
The sight of this sash shall humble my spirit.
But one thing I pray, if it prove not displeasing;
Because you are lord of the land where I stayed
In your house with great worship (may He now
reward you 2441
Who sitteth on high and upholdeth the heavens),
What name do you bear? No more would I know.”
And then “That truly I'll tell,” said the other;
“Bercilak de Hautdesert here am I called. 2445
Through her might who lives with me, Morgan le
Fay,
Well-versed in the crafts and cunning of magic
(Many of Merlin’s “arts she has mastered,
For long since she dealt in the dalliance of love
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With him whom your heroes at home know, that

sage 3450
Without blame.
‘Morgan the goddess,” so
She’s rightly known by name.
No one so proud doth go
That him she cannot tame). 2455

“I was set in this way to your splendid hall
To make trial of your pride, and to see if the
people’s
Tales were true of the Table’s great glory.
This wonder she sent to unsettle your wits, 2459
And to daunt so the Queen as to cause her to die
From fear at the sight of that phantom speaker
Holding his head in his hand at the high table.
Lives she at home there, that ancient lady;
She’s even thine aunt, King Arthur’s half-sister,
Tyntagel’s duchess’s daughter, whom Uther 2465
Made later the mother of mighty Lord Arthur.
I beg thee, sir, therefore, come back to thine aunt;
In my castle make merry. My company love thee,
And I, sir, wish thee as well, on my word,
As any on carth for thy high sense of honor.” 2470
He said to him, nay, this he’d never consent to.
The men kiss, embrace, and each other commend
To the Prince of Paradise; there they part
In the cold.
Gawain on his fair horse
To Arthur hastens bold;
The bright Green Knight his course
Doth at his pleasure hold.

2475

Through the wood now goes Sir Gawain by
wild ways

On Gringolet, given by God’s grace his life.
Oft in houses, and oft in the open he lodged,
Met many adventures, won many a victory:
These I intend not to tell in this tale.
Now whole was the hurt he had in his neck,
And about it the glimmering belt he was bearing,
Bound to his side like a baldric obliquely, 2486
Tied under his left arm, that lace, with a knot
As a sign that with stain of sin he’d been found.
And thus to the court he comes all securely.
Delight in that dwelling arose when its lord knew
That Gawain had come; a good thing he thought

2480

it. 2401
The King kissed the lord, and the Queen did like-
wise,

And next many knights drew near him to greet
him .
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And ask how he’d fared; and he wondrously an-
swered,
Confessed all the hardships that him had befallen,
The happenings at chapel, the hero’s behavior,
The lady’s love, and lastly the lace. 2497
He showed them the nick in his neck all naked
The blow that the Green Knight gave for deceit
Him to blame. 2500
In torment this he owned; '
Blood in his face did flame;
With wrath and grief he groaned,
When showing it with shame.

Laying hold of the lace, quoth the hero, “Lo!

lord! 2505

The band of this fault I bear on my neck;

And this is the scathe and damage I've suffered,

For cowardice caught there, and coveting also,

The badge of untruth in which I was taken.

And this for as long as I live I must wear, 3510

For his fault none may hide without meeting mis-
fortune,

For once it is fixed, it can ne’er be unfastened.”

To the knight then the King gave comfort; the
court too

Laughed greatly, and made this gracious agree-
ment:

That ladies and lords to the Table belonging, 2515

All of the brotherhood, baldrics should bear

Obliquely about them, bands of bright green,

Thus following suit for the sake of the hero.

For the Round Table’s glory was granted that lace,

And he held himself honored who had it there-
after, 2520

As told in the book, the best of romances.

In the days of King Arthur this deed was done

Whereof witness is borne by Brutus’s book.!®

Since Brutus, that bold man, first came here to
Britain,

When ceased, indeed, had the siege and assault

At Troy's wall, 2526
Full many feats ere now
Like this one did befall.
May He with thorncrowned brow
To His bliss bring us all. Amen. 2530

HONY SOYT QUI MAL PENCE®®

19 General reference to the various chronicles or ro-
mances telling of the founding of Britain by Brutus; e.g.
the Brut of Layamon.

% The motto of the Order of the Garter, founded about
1345. (Evil be to him who evil thinks of it.)



DANTE ALIGHIERI (1265-1321)

THE DIVINE COMEDY

(Translated by Frances Winwar)

The greatest of Italian poets was of an ancient
family, and claimed descent from the warrior, Caccia-
guida, who prophesied to him in Paradise. In his ninth
year he met Beatrice Portinari, a child of eight, at
the home of her father. “At that moment,” he says,
“I saw truly that the spirit of life which has its abode
in the most secret chamber of the heart began to trem-
ble so violently that the smallest pulses of my body
shook.” After that he saw her again only once or twice.
But Dante’s devotion to her never ceased for the rest
of his life. She died in 1290, and the poet wrote the
story of his love from the first meeting till after her
death, in The New Life. In it he told the world: “I
shall yet write concerning her what has never before
been written of any woman.” This promise he fulfilled
later in The Divine Comedy.

His passion, rooted in his soul, was none the less
real for being entirely within the traditions of courtly
love. Indeed it is fortunate for literature that the
fashion for worshipping an unattainable lady (Beatrice
had married Simone de’ Bardi) was an inducement to
Dante to seck poetic expression of a love that was al-
most saintly. He himself married Gemma Donati, had
four children, and took an active part in the politics of
his native Florence; but he had consecrated his heart to
Beatrice, and nothing he did in the world touched this
love.

A man of action, he despised “those sorry souls who
lived without infamy and without renown.” He had a
voice in the deliberations of the city councils, was
employed in an important embassy, and held the office
of prior. As a result of the bitter partisan feuds in
Florence, Dante was banished in 1302 by his enemies
then in power, and never again saw the city he loved.
Wandering from court to court, the poet sickened at
the quarrels and factionalism he found everywhere,
and began to dream of an Italy united under a just
ruler and a Church uncontaminated by political in-
trigue. Towards the end of his life, he was offered the
opportunity of returning to Florence on the payment
of a fine, but he rejected coming back on any terms
but those of honor. He died, after much homeless so-
journing, in Ravenna, where his body still lies.

Of his many writings, The Comedy (called “Divine”
only two centuries later) is the one by which he earns
his place among the world’s greatest poets. It is a work
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truly unique in literature, the supreme poetic expres-
sion of the Middle Ages. Like all high works of art,
no catalogue of its qualities can entirely account for it.
But what can be said is that it is encyclopedic in its
summation of medieval knowledge and life. Dante had
been an ardent student, had mastered all the sciences
of his age as well as music and painting (the great
painter, Giotto, was a close friend of his), and his
masterpiece is a storehouse of what the Middle Ages
held to be true in all the fields of thought and belief.
For the poet himself it was more than this: it was an
allegory on the life of a Christian, his mystical vision
of life after death, and his spiritual autobiography.

The poem is divided into three parts: Inferno, Pur-
gatory, and Paradise. On the morning of Good Friday,
1300, lost in the forest of worldly concerns, the poet,
in his search for the mountain of felicity, finds himself
threatened by the wolf of greed, the lion of pride, and
the leopard of sensuality. Beatrice in heaven sends
Virgil to act as his guide. Together they enter the gates
of Inferno—a region in the form of an inverted cone,
narrowing as they descend from the Elysian Fields
(where the noble pagans abide), to the circles where
venial sins are punished, and thence to the lowest circles
of those whose sins have been deadly; the point of the
cone is at the centre of the earth, a frozen lake where
Lucifer resides. In Inferno, Dante beholds many per-
sons of former and present times—emperors, kings,
popes, pocts, and citizens. Nothing in the poem is
more moving than Dante’s encounter with Paolo and
Francesca in Canto V; the story the poet is the first to
tell has been retold many times since. Canto XIII,
which takes place in the “Dolorous Forest” and nar-
rates the tragic story of Pier Delle Vigne, is one of the
most masterful.

Virgil shows Dante a secret passage by which they
can make a rapid ascent and as they emerge from Hell,
Easter has dawned. Up the hill of Purgatory they make
their way, past the seven terraces where those who too
long delayed repenting their sins, expiate their crimes
before their admission to Paradise. It is in this portion
of the poem that Dante relates his famous Dream.

At the summit of the mountain, Virgil must leave
Dante because as a pagan he cannot enter Paradise.
Beatrice takes his place and leads Dante through sphere
after sphere of Heaven, up to the Empyrean where
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God dwells, and where the poet is vouchsafed a vision
of Deity and the understanding of all mysteries. There
his will is made one with God. And there the poem
ends.

Dante made much of the mystic number three in his
form. The three parts of the poem are each divided
into thirty-three cantos, in addition to the Canto In-
troductory. For a poem such as had never been before
attempted, Dante had to forge his own medium—the
terza rima, a stanza of three lines in which the first
and third rhyme, and the second gives the rhyme for
the first and third of the next stanza (aba, bcb, cdc,
etc.); thus each rhyme (except the first) is sounded
thrice. (Shelley’s Ode 1o the West Wind and Brown-
ing’s The Statue and the Bust are among the examples
in English poetry of terza rima.)

We include Dante in our study not only because he
is the best intellectual key to the aspirations of the
Middle Ages, but because, as Ten Brink has pointed
out, his was the greatest influence on Chaucer, our
chief Middle English poet. To others Chaucer’s in-
debtedness is more plainly visible; but his debt to
Dante lies deeper; his work is permeated with what
he has learned from him in spirit and form. Specific
parallels in Chaucer are, of course, easy to trace in
The Canterbury Tales, The Parlement of Fowls, and
the House of Fame. In the last-named Chaucer has a
dream resembling Dante’s in the Purgatory. But it
cannot be supposed that Dante’s influence ceases with
Chaucer. Many of our poets knew him well and some
of their growth is due to his radiance.

Perhaps no poet is harder to translate than Dante,
nor any verse-form more difficult to re-present than
this. The most popular of English translations, Cary’s,
is notably deficient in the two qualities in which
Dante excels—terseness and concreteness. Frances
Winwar, most expert of Boccaccio’s translators, has
been gencrous enough to make a translation almost
literal in ferza rima expressly for this text.

A Study of Dante by J. A. Symonds, Shadow of
Dante by Maria Rossetti, and Dante Alighieri by P.
Toynbee (1910) will be found helpful to the student.

Miss Winwar’s translation is copyrighted by her.

INFERNO
CanTO V
(MINOS, CARNAL SINNERS, FRANCESCA DA RIMINI)

From the first circle! I made my descent
Down to the second,? girdling lesser pale
Yet major griefs, and ringing with lament.
! Limbo.
¥ The Circle for carnal sinners.
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Here Minos,® snarling at the souls that quail
Near to the entry, holds his awful state, 5
Dispensing judgment with his circling tail.
No hapless spirit that on him must wait,
But bares himself of sinfulness and crime,
Till Minos, judging each unto his fate
From knowledge dark, seeks out his fittest clime. 70
So many downward grades the soul must go
As Minos winds his tail—one ring each time.
Yet is it ever full, that place of woe,
Where one by one the souls for hearing stand,
Confess and hearken—and are hurled below. Is
“O thou that comest to this dolorous land,”
Minos addressed as he beheld me there,
Ceasing his solemn office toward the band,
“Take heed how thou dost enter,—in whose care:

Be not deluded by the passage widel” 20
Then spake my Guide,* “Why howlest thou?® Be-
ware

Thou hinder not his going, for "twas cried
Where all wish is fulfilled, and all must pass
That is decreed. Ask no more in thy pride.”
And now commence the doleful sounds, alas, 25
To fill the air; now am I in that place
Of ceaseless lamentation, where the glass
Of heaven shines not, where bereft of grace,
The blinded air roars like a sea in pain
By quarreling winds assailed. No moment’s trace 30
Does that unholy storm subside; amain
The damned souls are by its fury borne
And whirled and crashed together till they. gain
That ruinous swell wherein their cries forlorn,
Their shrieks of anguish and despairing wails, 35
Damn His decree and curse His name in scorn.®
Now did I learn that to such dire travails
Are doomed the victims of their body’s bane
Whose appetite over their will prevails.
Even as starlings through the chilly lane 40
Of wintry skies in swarms are hurried fast
On stiffened wings, the sinful souls are ta’en
In every sense by that infernal blast,
With never respite to their endless woe,
Without a hope that they shall rest at last. 45
Like cranes that through the air together go
In stretched files, and making mournful moan,

® Minos, son of Jove and Europa, had ruled as king over
Crete. Pagan mythology had already appointed him judge
of Hades, so that Dante had only to follow tradition.

* Virgil, who escorted Dante.

8 Thou as well as Charon who had also raised his voice
in the vestibule of the Inferno.

®In their anguish the damned souls curse the Almighty
P'c‘)'v:lcr that moves the wind by which they are tossed
ahnut.
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Those shades I saw come toward me, in the throe
Of that fell wind, with many a sequent groan;

Wherefore I spake, “O Master, tell me, pray, 50

What shades are these by blackest wind so strown?”
And he made answer, “She that leads the way

Among those weary shades, in days of yore

As empress over many tongues held sway.
So much did vice corrupt her to the core 55

That luxury came lawful in law’s stead

To clear her of the sinful stain she bore.
Semiramis” is she, of whom 'tis said

That she wed Ninus and from him did hold

That land where now the Soldan rules instead. 60
That other® slew herself, by love made bold

And to Sichaeus’s ashes broke her faith.

There Cleopatra® comes in manifold
Vices luxurious. See Helen,1® wraith

For whose sweet sake much evil did betide; 6s

And great Achilles,)! to whom love brought death.
Paris!? behold, and Tristan.”?® Thus my Guide

More than a-thousand in that host of shade

Named me and told that all for love had died.
And as I marked each knight and antique maid 70

Whereof my Master spake, such pity fell

Upon me that my senses seémed bewrayed,
And I began, “O Poet, I would well

Speak to those twain!* that clasped together lie

So light, it seems, upon the wind of hell.” 75
And he to me, “Stay thee till they draw nigh;

Then by the love that brought them here implore

Their near approach, and hither they will fly.”
Soon as the wind these spirits toward us bore,

I lifted up my voice: “O travailled wights, 80

Come speak to us, if other’s sterner lore

7 Semiramis, the Assyrian queen who ruled c. 800 B.C.

8 Dido who swore to be faithful to Sichaeus even beyond
death, but who nevertheless fell in love with ZEneas.

9 Cleopatra, queen of Egypt, first Caesar’s love and then
Marc Antony's. See Chaucer’s Legend of Good Women
for her and Dido.

10 Helen, wife of Menelaus, king of Sparta. She was
abducted by Paris and for her sake the Trojan war was
fought. Marlowe:

“Was this the face that lancht a thousand shippes?
And burnt the toplesse Towres of Ilium?"

11 Achilles, king of the Myrmidons.

13 priam’s son who abducted Helen of Troy.

18 Tristan, one of the Knights of the Round Table who
after drinking the magic love potion fell in love with
Isolde the Fair, wife of King Mark, his uncle.

1¢ Francesca da Rimini and Paolo Malatesta, her brother-
ine-:laow and lover who, for his beauty, was called Paolo il
Bello.
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Forbid ye not.” As doves desire incites
Toward their sweet nest, with high-uplifted wing
And effortless and firm, e’en so these sprites

Out of Queen Dido’s train together spring 85
Forward to us through the malignant air—

So mightily my piteous cry did ring.

“O creature, gracious and benign, who dare
Enter upon our lost dread universe
To speak with us who stained the world, so fair, 90

With blood; if He on high were not averse
To hear our prayers, we would implore thy peace
Since thou hast pity on our evil curse.

Question us, therefore, on what thou wouldst please
To hear us tell, and then, as it beseems, 95
We'll answer, whilst the wind, as now, doth cease.

My native land!® is that fair strand where gleams
The Po, meandering until at last
It findeth peace with its sequaceous streams.

Love, that to gentle heart soon clingeth fast, 100
Seized my companion!® for my lovely form
So rudely ta’en,!” that I am yet aghast.

Love, that return of love holds as a norm,

So seized me for my loved one’s loving faith
That, sce, he cannot yet from me be torn. 105

Love was it that us brought to the one death;
Caina'® waits who!'® quenched our mortal flame.”
Their words were borne us on the low wind’s breath.

The while I heard those souls their sorrows frame,
For so long space did I my head abase 10
That “Whereon broodest?” did my Bard exclaim.

When I made answer I began, “Alas,

By how sweet thoughts and by what yearning deep
Were led these twain unto the woeful pass!”2?

Then unto them I turned, and thus did speak: 115
“Francesca, at thy woes such tides arise
Within my bosom, that I fain must weep.

But tell me, in the springtime of sweet sighs,

How, by what token, did Love find it lief
That ye betray your amorous surmise?” 120

And she to me, “There is no greater grief

Than to remember happy days gone by

18 Ravenna. Francesca was the daughter of Guido Minore
da Polenta. She was married by proxy to Gianciotto Mala-
testa, a brave warrior but as ugly and malformed as his
brother Paolo was handsome.

18 Paolo.

17 By the violent death inflicted upon her by Gianciotto.

18 Caina is one of the divisions of Hell where fratricides
and traitors are punished. It is named appropriately after
Cain who killed Abel, his brother.

1% Gianciotto who in a jealous fury slew them.

% Their violent death which brought about their eternal
damnation.
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In time of sorrow;3! this knows well thy chief.
But if it be thy pleasure to descry
The first root of our love, and of its might, 135
I'll be as one that must both speak and cry.
We were reading one day for our delight,
Of Launcelot and how love held him fast;23
Alone we were, without suspicion’s blight.23
Betimes our eyes were toward each other cast 130
By this our reading, and our checks on fire,
But one sole point our innocence o’ercast.
When that we read, how full of his desire,
The loving knight kissed that so longed for laugh-
ter,?4
He who forevermore none can conspire 135
To part from me, my mouth kissed, trembling after.
A Galehault®® was the book, and he that wrote;
That day—ah me,—we read no more thereafter.
The while one spirit spake, with mournful note
The other wept; till, as one pity thralls, 140
I lost all sense, and swooned as death had smote,
And down I fell as a dead body falls.

126

INFERNO
Canro XIII

THE DOLOROUS FOREST, PIER DELLE VIGNE AND THE
SUICIDES, LANO DA SIENA, GIACOMO DA S. ANDREA AND THE
WASTRELS, A FLORENTINE SUICIDE.

Not yet had Nessus crossed the narrow ford
When we 'gan wandering through a forest dread
Unmarked by track or path. No fronds afford
Green shadow in that blackness; dull as lead, 4
Dark leaves on gnarled and twisted branches grow,
Wherefrom not fruit but poisonous thorns are shed.
No savage beast that loathes the fields men sow

# Tennyson, in “Locksley Hall”":
“This is truth the poct sings,
That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering
happier things.”

# 1 auncelot, one of King Arthur's knights, was enam-
ored of Queen Guinevere, but being honorable, he did not
declare his passion.

* Without suspncnon of each other's love which might
have marred their innocent enjoyment.

% The laughing mouth of Queen Guinevere.

*In the romaunt of Launcelot which the two were
reading, it is Galehault who urges Launcelot and the
queen to their sin. Francesca here would convey that the
book and its author were their Galchault, or their inciter.

 This verse has been admired for its eloquent modestv.
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*Twixt Cecina® and Corneto? hath more dense
And evil boscage than is here below.

'Mid this strange wood weird, shricking Harpies®

fence 10

Their nests about—they who with loathly wiles
And auguries of ill, and foul offense

The Trojans scattered from th’ Ionian Isles.*
Broadwinged are they, with talon’d claws and vast
Thick-feathered paunches, tho’ their face reviles 15

The human countenance. “Ere we have passed
Farther within, know,” here my Guide commands,
“That this, the second round’s extent, will last

Till thou art come to the horrendous sands.®
Look well about, for here thine eyes will gaze 20
On that which baffles credence and demands

Thy fullest faith.” Indeed, from everyways
Wails and lamenting rose, though I could see
No human thing or form; and in amaze

I stoppad short. And here meseems that he 25
Thought that I thought® these voices did arise
From men that hid from us behind each tree.

, Here spake my Master: “If thou but excise

Some little twig from any plant about,
Whate’er thy thoughts, thou wilt think otherwise.”
A liule way my hand, like one in doubt, 31
I thrust, and brake a branch from off a thorn,
When, “Why dismember me?” the trunk cried out.
When blood had darkened where my hand had torn,
Again it cried, “Ah, wherefore rendest me? 35
Hast thou no pity in thy heart? Men born
We once were all who stocks, as thou dost see,

Are now become. Yet were we souls of snakes,
Thy hand should still have dealt more piteously.”
Like to a greenling log that fire takes 40

At hither end, while from the other air

Moaning and hissing with the sap escapes,
So from the broken branch together were

Blood and words mingled; whereon I let fall |

The twig I held, and stood as one in fear. 45
“Had he believed all that did now befall

! A narrow stream known to Dante,

* A little town near the Roman marshes.

® The Harpies were mythical monsters with the face and
breast of a woman and the feathered body of a vulture.
According to writers later than Hesiod there were three
Harpies: Ocypeta, Celeno, and Aéllo, or Speed, Darkness
and Storm.

*They are said to have warned the Trojans of their
future suffering and want.

% The second ring of the third circle of the Inferno.

®It. Io credo ch’ei credette ch’io credesse. An example
of the style of the day.
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From mine own rime alone,”” my Sage® made plain,
“His hand would not have dared, O maimed soul
To do thee hurt; but so excessive strain
On human credence led me to incite 50
Him to the thing I now deplore. But deign
To tell him who thou wast, how thou wert hight,
And as a recompense he will renew
Thy fame on earth, whither he hath the right
To make return.” “So sweetly do you sue,” 55
Returned the trunk, “that I would speak, so please
Ye bear with me if I do weary you.
He am I° that did hold the double keys
Of Frederick’s heart, and that did turn them deep,
Locking, unlocking, with such gentle ease, 60
That from his secrets I nigh all did keep:
So great the faith the glorious charge I bore,
That thereby I did lose both pulse and slecp.
The evil one,!? that never yet forbore
From Caesar’s house her gloating eyes to roll, 65
The common death and vice of courts, the whore,
Did flame against me every courtier’s soul;
Till they, inflamed, so flamed my lord august
That my glad honors turned to dismal dole;
Whereon my soul, through scornfullest disgust, 70
Thinking the bitter scorn by death to flee,
Toward my just self did render me unjust.!?
[ swear by the strange roots that hold this tree,
That to my liege, worthy of honors high,
Never broke I my staunch fidelity. 75
If any to the world again should hie,
Comfort let him the memory of my name,
That yet from envy’s blow doth prostrate lie.”
Awhile he paused whereon the Poet came
Toward me and said, “Since he is silent now, 8o
Waste not the hour, but speak if thou wouldst fain
Know more.” And I to him, “I pray ask thou
Whate’er thou think’st would pleasure me; too great
Compassion fills me for his bitter woe.”
Hence he began anew, “If without bate 8s

T Virgil's Aeneid, Book I1I. ® Virgil.

® Pier delle Vigne was born in Capua of humble parents
toward the end of the twelfth century. After distinguishing
himself at the University of Bologna, he joined the court
of Frederick II, Emperor of the Two Sicilies. For many
years he served as the Emperor’s prothonotary. In a highly
literary court Pier was one of the chief ornaments for his
graceful verses, some of which still survive. He is said to
have invented the sonnet. In 1248, on the unjust accusation
of his encmies, he was blinded and imprisoned. A year
later he committed suicide.

19 Envy.

1 This verse and the two preceding offer another exam-
ple of the style admired by Dante's contemporaries.
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And freely as thou ask’st, O spirit pent,
This man will do thy bidding, pray relate

How to these gnarléd trunks the soul is sent
To be imprisoned. And, if thou may’st tell,

Is ever soul from such enchaining rent?” 9

A heavy breathing as of windy swell
Rose from the trunk, and it became a voice:

“Briefly I shall make answer. When the fell

Soul leaves the body, spurned of its own choice,
Minos condemns it to the seventh deep 95
Of Hell’s dread gulphs. For better or for worse,

Down to the wood it sinks, where none may keep
A designated place, but where it falls,

There like a grain of spelt it sprouts, to leap

To sapling’s or to wild shrub’s height. Befalls. 100
It then, that Harpies feeding on the leaves,

Cause pain, and vent for pain, till it appals.!?

Like all the rest we, too, shall claim our sheaths,!®
But none may wear again his body’s dress:

Unjust to have what from oneself one cleaves. 105

Hither we drag our bodies, through the press
Of the black forest, here to hang them high,

Each to the thorn tree of its soul’s distress.”

Still were we listening to the trunk’s reply,
Thinking, perhaps, it were fain more to say, 110
When we were startled by a noise that nigh

And nigher drew, as when, the boar at bay,

The air is rent by howling of the pack
And crash of branches at the last affray.

And lo! two men at our left hand,—alackl— 115
Naked and torn, wild through the forest fly
So desperately that branch and tree they hack.

“Come quickly, quickly, Death!” the first man’s!* cry
Rings out, whereon the other,!® scant of breath,
Tho’ gaining little on him, makes reply: 120

“Lano, less agile were thy limbs when Death
Caught thee at Toppo’s fray!” Forspent he seemed,
And made one with a bush upon the heath.

Behind, the forest with black bitches teemed
Ravenous, wild and running free and fleet 125
As blooded greyhounds from their chains redeemed.

Of him that crouchdd there they made their meat,
Rending and tearing with their cruel jaws,

'3 Cause pain and create an outlet for its expression.
'8 These souls, too, on the day of Judgment, will come
to claim their bodies, but they may nevermore wear them

since they once cast them off by the violent means of
suicide.

4Lano da Siena who met his death at the battle of
Toppo in 1287. According to Boccaccio Lano wilfully
sought death to escape from the poverty to which his
wasteful life had reduced him.

18 Giacomo da Sant'Andrea, a notorious spendthrift of
Padua who was slain by order of Ezzelino IV in 1239.
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Then with his tortured limbs they made retreat.
Leading me by the hand my Guide did pause

Before that bush!® so direfully assailed,

Weeping its blood in vain in many woes.
“O Giacomo of Sant’Andrea,” it wailed,

“What gained it thee to make of me thy shield?

What blame have I thy foul life nought availed?”
Whereon my Master, standing firm, appealed: 136

“Who wert thou that from many wounds and dire

Dost rail and moan with such a bloody yield?”
And he to us, “O souls that saw transpire

The reckless ravage that my limbs have borne,

I pray ye gather them and make a pyre
Here at the foot of my unhappy thorn.

My town was that'” which its first patron Mars

Abandoned for the Baptist,® whence in scorn
With warlike arts he saddens her and scars.

Were it not that at Arno still remain

Some attributes of him,!? those who from war’s
Dread dereliction raised her, and from bane

Of Attila’s destruction, would, I say,

Have wrought and builded on her ruin in vain. 150
[ made a shambles of my house one day.”?

130

140

145

PURGATORY
Canto IX
DANTE’S DREAM

Already was Tithonus’ mistress fair
All whitely gleaming on the Orient sash,
Fresh from the arms of her love debonair;
Lucent her brow with many a sudden flash
Of precious gems, inwrought to represent 5
That chilly beast which of its tail a lash
Makes to strike people.! Night in her ascent

In which Giacomo had sought to conceal himself.

" Florence. The soul imprisoned in the bush does not
identify itself except to say that it was once an inhabitant
of Florence and that it brought about its own death.

18 Here a veiled reproach is intended. In other words,
Florence abandoned Mars for the sake of the Baptist,
stamped on the coins.

¥ Of Mars, in the form of a statue on the Ponte Vecchio
over the Arno.

% Thus abruptly, leaving the suggested horror to the
reader’s imagination, the canto ends.

* According to Moore, this elaborate passage would
signify that “the Aurora before moonrise was lighting up
the eastern sky, the brilliant stars of the sign Scorpio were
on the horizon, and finally, it was shortly after 8.30 P.M.”
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Had compassed but two steps above our way
And of the third the wings were downward bent,
When [, admixtured still of Adam’s clay,? 10
Felt slecp upon me; therefore where we sate,
All five® of us, upon the grass I lay.
Toward morningrise, when at the eastern gate
The swallow plaintively begins to sing, ,
Perchance in memory of its woeful fate,* 15
Upon that hour® when the mind sojourning
Forth from the flesh is less to thought a prey,
And nigh divine in its envisioning,
Methought I dreamed that, lifted up midway
Upon the heavens, an eagle plumed with gold,
With wings unfurled, to swoop upon me lay
In wait; and that I stood where® once of old
Fair Ganymede forsook all he held dear
When to the high consistory” extolled.
And inwardly I thought, “Perchance ’tis here 25
Alone the bird is wont to strike its own,
Scorning to lift its prey from otherwhere.”
And then meseemed that having somewhat flown
Circling, it sank like bolt of heavenly ire,
Snatching me upward toward the mighty throne 30
Of flame,® wherein it seemed as in a pyre
We were consumed together. Such the heat
That scorchéd us of the imagined fire,
That sleep was sundered.?

[N

0

PARADISE
Canto XVII
CACCIAGUIDA’S PROPHECY TO DANTE

“As once Hippolytus from Athens fled

Forth from his stepdame’s cruel perfidy,

Thus forth from Florence wilt thou too be sped.
Ay, willed and sought for is thine injury

And soon ’twill come to pass as by him! planned 5

3 Still human, therefore prey to fatigue.

% Dante, Virgil, the bard Sordello, Nino and Corrado.

* Dante here alludes to the story of Procne and Philomela
who were metamorphosed to a swallow and a nightingale.

S Before sunrise, when the ancients believed that one
dreams true.

¢On Mount Ida.

"The company of the gods.

8 The fiery sphere which according to the ancients sur-
rounded the sphere of air.

®See The House of Fame, Book II, by Chaucer, who
was inspired by this passage to elaborate upon a simila:
episode.

1 Pope Boniface VIII.
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Where? Christ is daily bartered for a fee.

As custom wills, blame will pursue the banned
In loudest outcry, but avenging fame
Will vouch the truth of the dispensing hand.

Whatever most thou cherishest, the same 10
Needs must thou leave—and this the first dart sped
From exile’s bow. Then wilt thou know amain

What bitter taste of salt hath other’s bread,

How full of hardship ’tis on other’s stairs
The trudging up and down, all weariéd. 15

But heaviest of all the heavy cares
That bow thee down within this bitter vale?

Will be the evil company* whose snares

Are set for thee, and senseless, full of bale,

Will meed thee with ingratitude. But soon 20
They, and not thou, will bleed therefor. The tale

Of their own deeds will witness to their doom,
Whilst thou, to all men justified, canst say
That of thy loneliness thou mad’st a boon.

First refuge and first hostel on thy way 25
Will be that mighty Lombard’s® grace, whose flags
The ladder with the holy bird display.

So courteous he to thee whom exile drags,

That in your intercourse, 'tween quest and deed,
That shall come first which with all others lags.® 30
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With him thou'lt see another” of his seed,
One whom at birth the strong star® so imprest
That valorous feats will mark him, though no heed
Men take of him as yet, he being blest
With few years only; for nine times these wheels 35
Have circled round him. But ere Gascon quest
To trick the mighty Henry,® the first seals
Of virtue’s power will mark him for her own,
He caring nought for dross or life’s ordeals.
So widely shall his excellence be strown 40
That even by the tongues of bitter foe
His praises shall be sung. To him make known
Thyself and thy necessity; aye, go
To him beneficent, for by his might
Fortunes shall change of rich and poor. And lo! 45
Upon thy mind thou’lt bear what there I write
Of him, yet shalt thou speak not.” And he told
Things past believing in the future’s light.1
Whereon he added, “Son, of that foretold,
This is the glossing, this the painful part 50
That waits thee ere more suns their course unfold.
Yet must thou not bear envy in thy heart
Toward others’ lot, for high thy future life
Beyond the reach of their perfidious dart.”

GUILLAUME DE LORRIS AND JEAN DE MEUNG

THE ROMANCE OF THE ROSE

(Translated by Bernard D. N. Grebanier)

No allegory of the Middle Ages, with the possible
exception of The Divine Comedy, is greater than the
Roman de la Rose, and none was more popular. Over
two hundred manuscripts of it survive, and it was fre-
quently printed from 1480 to 1538. Comprising in all
some twenty-two thousand octosyllabic verses, the
work is in two parts so distinct as almost to constitute
two separate poems. The first part of about four thou-
sand lines, was written (1225-1230) by Guillaume de
Lorris; the second part, five times longer, was com-
posed some forty years later by Jean Clopinel from

3 Rome, where things of God are bought and sold.

8 The bitter vale of exile.

¢ The other Florentine exiles who belonged to the party
of the Whites.

® Bartolomeo della Scala of Verona whose bearings were
an eagle on a ladder—hence the name Scala (It. ladder).

% More simply, “He will be so courteous to you, an exile,
that your every wish, unlike what happens in ordinary
human relations, will be answered before it is expressed.”

Meung-sur-Loire. It would be hard to mention two
other poets of such antithetical genius as De Lorris and
De Meung. In De Lorris the very culmination in litera-
ture of the courtly ideal is to be found; his story is
delicately constructed, full of grace and fancy, and sen-
sitive to color and form. De Meung was a mordant
satirist, ruthless in his bourgeois common-sense; his
continuation of The Romance of the Rose converts
it into an impassioned invective against the corrup-
tions of medieval society. Yet, strange to say, the work
has unity, the same kind of unity that we find in Gothic
architecture where saint and gargoyle are not incon-
gruous with each other,

7 Can Grande della Scala, Bartolomeo’s youngest brother,
who succeeded him in 1312.

8 The planet Mars.

® Emperor Henry VII whom the Gascon Pope Clement
V tried to deceive by false promises of support.

10 He told of things that even those who would witness
them in the future would find past belief.



108

De Lorris tells us that in his youth he dreamed a
dream which the God of Love has commanded him
to record in verse: On a May morning full of the song
of birds, the Lover was wandering among leaves and
flowers, till he came to a high wall surrounding a vast
garden, There are marvelous paintings of various evils
on the wall, but, unafraid, he knocks on a wicket-gate
and is admitted by the Lady Idleness. Led by her over
paths fragrant with fennel and mint, and shaded with
trees haunted by birds, he reaches a lawn where Mirth,
Gladness, Beauty, Richesse, Bounty, Candor, and
Youth are dancing about Cupid. Farther on, he finds
a fountain, crystal-clear, in whose depths he sees mir-
rored a rose-tree with the fairest of buds. When he lifts
his hand to pick the rose, Cupid pierces his heart with
the arrows of Beauty, Simplicity, and Courtesy, mak-
ing the Lover his vassal. Cupid then locks the Lover’s
heart with a golden key, and expounds to him the
laws of Courtly Love. The poem continues with the
Lover’s finding himself left alone and disconsolate,
Welcome's coming to aid his quest of the Rose, and
Welcome’s being locked in a tower by the guardians of
the Rose. The memory of the Rose’s fragrance increases
the Lover’s grief.—~And here death cut short De
Lorris’ poem.

His description of the Lady Idleness was to be imi-
tated by poets for more than two centuries. Other
French poets, as well as Boccaccio and Chaucer, re-
membered his fountain and redescribed it again and
again. From De Lorris’ work Chaucer, not including
the long fragment which he translated from The
Romance of the Rose, paraphrased a number of pas-
sages of description in T'he Book of the Duchess, The
Parlement of Fowls, the Prologue to The Legend of
Good Women, and took many hints for the character
of Troilus in Troslus and Criseyde. De Lorris suc-
ceeded in incorporating in his poem the very quintes-
sence of over a hundred years of French poetry and
poetic sentiment. The dream, the May morning, the
garden, the garden’s company, the carole .are to be
found again and again. The Pearl (cf. Introduction to
Middle i‘nglx’:]t Literature, above) opens in almost the
same way as De Lorris’ poem, as do Piers the Plowman
and various minor English poems up through the early
Elizabethan age. The great Spenser constantly echoes
De Lorris’ sentiments. Even Petrarch, the “first of the
moderns,” uses the same dream-form in his Trionfi.

As we come to the continuation by Jean de Meung,
all values change. The Lover is at once rebuked by
Reason for his attachment to Love (i.c. The Rose): to
desire Love for pleasure is basc, to desire Love for the
continuation of the race is sensible. Better forms of
Love are love of humanity and of one’s children. Since
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these do not interest the Lover, Reason offers herselt
as his mistress. The Lover, unconvinced, is treated by
Reason to an attack on the prudery of women. Friend-
ship further instructs the Lover on how all men were
once equal, but have long since lost their freedom. The
poem returns to Cupid who, gathering his forces, lays
siege to the tower where Welcome is imprisoned. Fol-
lows a long passage, containing much physical, astro-
nomical, and geographical data, in which we see that
of all Nature’s creations, Man alone refuses to obey her
laws. Genius, joining Cupid’s army, bids Man seck
for love that is natural. They take the tower. Welcome
is set free, and grants the rose to the Lover, who
picks it.

It will be seen that in De Meung’s poem there is
little action, and that his eighteen thousand lines are
a series of discussions and invectives. As an artist, he
is much inferior to his predecessor. There is no unity
or harmony in what he writes. But what he lacks in
beauty, he makes up for in power and thrust. He is like
an carlier Voltaire in the energy of his satire. In the
person of a jealous husband one of the world’s most
savage attacks on women is made—destructive of all
the poetic idealizations of De Lorris. Another tirade
deals racily with the hypocrisy of friars. In another
there is a second exposé on the folly of women. The
longest of the dialogues, between Nature and Genius,
treats of Art, Nature, Predestination and Free-Will, the
Degeneration of the Human Race, and the Golden
Age. Just as the form of De Lorris’ poem became im-
portant to succeeding poets, the ideas of De Meung
became a storchouse often pilfered by them. Piers the
Plowman found precedence there for its attacks on the
clergy. To De Meung Chaucer went again and again
for his philosophy, his history, his mythology, his ref-
erences to persons and places, his attacks on the clergy,
the discourse of Reason in The Book of the Duchess,
and for several portraits, including those of the Friar
and Pardoner in The Canterbury Tales. If the reader
will compare our translation below of Table Manners
for the Hostess with the portrait of the Prioress in the
Prologue to The Canterbury Tales, he will realize
something of Chaucer’s indebtedness.

A splendid discussion of The Romance of the Rose
will be found in Gaston Paris, Medieval French
Literature (1903). The only available translation of

the poem is by F. S. Ellis (1900), though it is not en-

tirely satisfactory. Chaucer’s debt to De Meung and
De Lorris is examined fully in Dean S. Fansler,
Chaucer and the Roman de la Rose (1914). The ex-
cerpts here printed are in the original rhyme and meter
and are copyrighted by the translator.
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GUILLAUME DE LORRIS

Chapter I has the motto:

“This is the Romance of the Rose,

Which Art of Love doth here enclose.”

Chapter II has the motto:

“In several leaves the lover writes
About the several seven sights
He saw upon the garden wall.
Before our eyes he paints them all,

Their bearing, manner, and their form,

Their faces, dress diversiform.

Before depicting he names each one;

And thus with Hate he is begun:”

This chapter first describes, as promised, these figures
(who turn out to be ten in number, after alll) painted
on the garden wall: Hate, Felony, Villainy, Covetous-
ness, Avarice, Envy, Sorrow, Eld, Hypocrisy, and

Poverty. The chapter then proceeds:

Well I looked upon each face

And gazed on each a little space,
Resplendent gold or azure all,
Painted on this garden wall,—

The wall so strongly built with rock
Knit to enclose and tightly lock,
Encircling round a garden vast,

Where never through a shepherd passed.

A site surpassing, without doubt,

To which, had there been made a route,

(Whether by ladder or by stair)

Of gratitude I'd give my share.
Delight I knew, and joy full rare

As knew no man, I dare declare;
Such joy this garden did display,
With sheltered birds who flit alway;
It worthy was, nor spared its good;
No place there is of richer wood
With plaintive song of piping bird.
More than thrice, as I have heard,

There were of birds than in all France;

Most lovely, too, their accordance;
The saddest man had but to hear

These songs, to make him full of cheer.

For me, so boundless was my glee
That if there had been way for me,
I gladly would have given pay,

10

15

25

A hundred pounds to give away,

If I could see those birds assembled

(God save them!) as the leaflets trembled,
Twittering in this lovely place

In such sweet tunes as lovers pace,

Such beguiling little airs,

Full of grace and soothing cares.

When I heard these birds to sing,
It to me did torment bring

To find the means, to find the stay
By which within to make my way.
But I did search, and could not find
The means to satisfy my mind;
And had I somehow missed to see
Some entry to that garden free,

No one came to me to show

How within a man might go.
Thus I stood in solitude,
Darkened with inquietude;

Until at last I thought me well
That never yet on earth it fell
That such a garden had no port
Or means of entry of some sort.

Thus I went with surer pace,
Encircling round that vast closed space;
With careful eye I marked each spot.
Then, in fine, a door forgot

I spied, low of wicket, small,—

And here alone was entrance all.
Anon, I would no longer wait.

I knocked full hard upon that gate.

Cuarter 111

How Idleness did here decide
To let the lover come inside.

Right many times with hand assured
I knocked; and then my ear allured
Heard someone come to my demand.
The wicket oped at some command,
And showed a noble damosel

Of grace and beauty mingled well;
Her hair as bright as brazen bowl,
Her skin as tender as young fowl;

Her mouth petite and sweet; her chin
Did hide a dimple fair within.

A polished brow; the eyebrows arqued,
Well spaced and clearly marked,

Not small, not large, of ample weight;
The nose full straight and delicate;
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The eyes so live that falcon’s eye
In vain with hers would try to vie;

“Her breath full sweet, by perfume fed;

Her face snow-white and coloréd;

Her neck was such as please the wise,
Full tall and of a perfect size;

No blemish stained that skin so fine;
There was, from here to Palestine

No lady of a neck so fair,

That gave the touch such softness rare;
Her throat as well, did shine so bright
As doth the branch with snow bedight
When snow’s new-fallen on the trees;
Her form well-knit and borne with ease;
Of others such there is a dearth

Of beauteous women on the earth.

A chaplet gilded o'er she wore,
Sure, such a damsel earth ne’er bore,
So full of grace, so wondrous fair!
Her charms to paint I must despair,
Though all my days I gave to itl

A wondrous robe she wore full fit.
And on her brow, just freshly blown,
A wreath of roses brightly shone;

In her hand a mirror bright;

The fairest comb, all richly dight
Upon her richly braided hair

Held the golden tresses there.

And last, the coat she wore, I ween
Was of the hue of Ghentish green.

JEAN DE MEUNG
From Cuaprer LII
LOVE vs. MARRIAGE
THE FRIEND

Love will die that very hour
When the lover seizeth power.

Love can live not, nor endure

But in hearts frank, free, and pure;
Thus it is that one doth see

Within those souls where love was free
And unstinted ere they wed

That after they are marridd

Full rarely then it doth befall

This love shall hold them still in thrall.
The lover of his dearest friend

Did love her once without an end,
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He called himself her servitor,— 115
Now master he would be all o’er.

Her claims she now would set above

The man’s whom once she called her love.

THE LOVER
Her love?
THE FRIEND
Indeed.

THE LOVER

Yet tell me why.
THE FRIEND

Full much! If she but once did sigh 120
A wish, command; or to him spake:

“Love, go, all speed I wish you make

To bring me this,”—at once he sped;

Her wish to him was hallowéd.

She saw him run without request; 125
A smile would make him do his best,

For he was ever then on fire

To bring to her her least desire.

But once together they are bound,

As I have said, the wheel turns round: 130

The slave who once was low and humble

Doth change, begins to grumble,

Commands that she account to him,—

He who slaved it to her whim!

As if she were his slave today, 135
Declares that she must now obey,—

For heart once frank, for joy intense,

She now doth weep her pain immense

When thus in clearer light she knows

Her open lover causing woes; 140
Betraying now the love he had,

He secks to make the good the bad.

She knows no pride more in her heart,

Her lover acts an evil part;

And in her dolefullest position 145
Her state is one of deep contrition;

And €’en to laugh she cannot dare;

How can she all this sorrow bear?

She must obey, or suddenly

He storms, and if in tears she be, 150
Just see him as in wrath he rages,

And with the household war he wages.

My friend, in days that long since be,

From bondage base all men were free;
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In peace and kindness men did dwell, 155
Knowing friendship’s sweetness well;

Nor, in truth, would they agree

For gold to sell their liberty;

Not all the gold of Araby

Or Frisia would pay that fee. 160

From Cuaprer LXXIII
TABLE MANNERS FOR THE HOSTESS

It suiteth well that when at table
She be of bearing convenable.

Before she goes to take her seat

She will the household fairly greet,

And make it known to all who sit 165
That she to tend their needs is fit;

She comes and goes about, a bit,

And is the last at meat to sit;

A while she makes the guests to wait

Before she rests before her plate; 170
And when at last her place she makes,

On all around a glance she takes.

Before her guests she now will wish

To break the bread, hand round the dish,

Will know that (to their thanks obtain) 175
She must before the board be fain

To serve their plates with such a thing

As juicy leg of fowl or wing,
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Slice of pork, of lamb or beef,—
Be it meat, or fish as lief 180
That is served upon this day;
If their wish doth lie that way,
Of her serving she is free.

Let no finger soiléd be

In the sauce up to the joint, 185
Nor on her lips be seen a point

Of grease or soup, of oil no spot;

The pieces she will heap up not,

Nor in her mouth put pieces large;

The ends of fingers she will charge 190
Within the sauce to dip meat down,

Sauce of yellow, green or brown.

To her mouth she bears it well,

So that her mouth no story tell

Of sauce or spices on its brink. 195

Right neatly now she takes her drink

So that no drop upon her fall;

For greedy and a glutton, all

There gathered needs must deem her then

If they should see such happen. When 200
Indeed she raises now her cup,

No morsels still her mouth doth sup;

Her lips she then will wipe so clean

That spot of grease will not be scen

To rest upon her upper lip; 205
For if a spot be on the tip,

That grease will float.upon the wine,

And there repugnant it will shine.

GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO (1313-1375)

THE DECAMERON

(Translated by Frances Winwar)

Whether Florence, Certaldo (a town twenty miles
from Florence), or Paris was Boccaccio’s birthplace has
never been settled. The illegitimate son of a wealthy
Italian merchant and a Parisian woman of good family,
he was raised with great care by his father, whose de-
sire to have him continue in commerce was highly dis-
tasteful to the young poet. Not till his father’s death in
the gleaguc of 1348, was Boccaccio able to follow freely
his bent for literature. Till then the hours he spent
writing were stolen from other occupations.

Just as Dante had his Beatrice, and Petrarch his

Laura, Bo¢caccio had his Fiammetta, whom he met at
Naples—and quite in the tradition of courtly love, she
was someone else’s wife. But his love, of which he
talks fairly openly, was returned with equal warmth,
and after an interval, she yielded to him. She died long
before him, but he never ceased to love her. His first
work, the prose tale Filocopo, a typically knighty
romance, was written at her behest—as was his next,
the Teseide, the first heroic epic poem in Italian, on
the story of Palemon and Arcite. The latter is of par-
ticular interest as making the first use of ottava rima, a
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meter employed by Ariosto and Tasso, and by Byron in
his Don Juan, and also as the source for the Knight's
Tale in The Canterbury Tales. The severely selfcriti-
cal Boccaccio, after reading Petrarch’s sonnets, would
have burned his own had not the great sonneteer pre-
vented him, Without the grandeur of Dante, or the
mastery of Petrarch, Boccaccio’s verse is rather un-
ambitious, but graceful. He is a deft story-teller, how-
ever, and the ease that makes his verse casual, becomes
a rare quality in his prose.

Forced to return to Florence at his father’s command
in 1341, Boccaccio bitterly resented his separation from
Fiammetta. At this time he composed three works, of
which the most important to English literature was
Ameto, lauding the power of love in a story in alter-
nate verse and prose. In 1344 he was allowed to re-
turn to Naples, where he attracted the notice of Gio-
vanna, Queen of Naples. It was at her desire and
Fiammetta’s that he wrote (1344-1350) the stories for
the Decameron. At Naples he also wrote the Filo-
strato, Chaucer’s source for Troilus and Criseyde (cf.
below).

After his father’s death, he removed in 1350 to
Florence, where he entered the service of the Republic
and was sent to various courts on missions of state.
The most important result of his position was the close
friendship he formed with Petrarch, an intimacy that
did not end till Petrarch’s death. The identity of their
interests made their friendship one of the most fruitful
in literary annals. Together they performed signal
service for the humanism which they fathered. All
over Italy were countless forgotten treasures of classi-
cal literature lost and mutilated in monastic libraries.
Purchasing and copying with his own hand numerous
manuscripts, he labored' assiduously to revive the
Greek language, which was by then virtually unknown
in western Europe. He studied Greek fairly late in
life, to aid him in his researches, and was instrumental
in having the first chair of Greck founded in an Italian
university (in Florence). He also wrote a life of Dante,
and gave a series of public lectures on The Divine
Comedy, by way of commentary.

In 1353 appeared his greatest work, the Decameron,
by which he has earned the title of “Father of Italian
Prose.” For this collection of one hundred tales, Boc-
caccio uses a framework similar to that of the Arabian
Nights (cf. below), and also to that which Chaucer
was to choose for The Canterbury Tales. To escape
the plague (powerfully described by the author),
three young men and seven girls leave Florence
for a villa in the country, where on ten successive
days each tells a story to while away the time. Drawn
from the fabliaux and from anecdotes of real life, the
tales cover a wide range from deep pathos to ribaldry;
all kinds of men and women, and characters from all
walks of life enter into the plots of the narrative. The
Decameron is a feast, and a varied one: there are love
stories, stories of adventure, shrewd satires on the cor-
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ruption of the monks, and stories that show a deep
respect for kindliness and goodness. The book has had
an unfortunate and unjust reputation for licentious-
ness. It is true that Boccaccio lived in an age outspoken
and free in its morals. But no discerning reader will
call any of the stories pornographic: even the most
ribald of them is done with much wit and racy good-
humor, and if they are sometimes gross, they differ in
this respect in no way from much folk-humor. At any
rate, it is one of the greatest treasure-houses for Euro-
pean literature. Among the great English poets who
have borrowed from it are Shakespeare, Dryden,
Keats, and Tennyson. Considering the setting and sev-
eral of Chaucer’s stories, we find it tempting to sup-
pose that The Canterbury Tales are also somewhat
indebted to the Decameron. Such an assumption, how-
ever, is untenable, for there is no reason to suppose
that Chaucer could have had access to Boccaccio’s
masterpiece. It should be added, however, that to some
scholars the question is not a closed one. The reader,
at any rate, may choose to make his own comparative
study of the tale we print and the Pardoner’s Prologue
from The Canterbury Tales. Not only for the De-
cameron’s great importance to English literature in
general, but as representative of the kind of story
current in Italian and French collections, available to
Chaucer, we print this tale from it.

Unhappily English readers of the Decameron have
had to be content with translations either expurgated
or too archaic to catch Boccaccio’s racy flavor. In 1930
Frances Winwar made the first complete modern
translation in what T. C. Chubb hailed as “likely to
become the standard version”; but it was made for the
Limited Editions Club and hence has been unobtain-
able by the general public. We are privileged to re-
print, for the first time in any other edition, a tale
from that translation, and do so by the kind permission
of Mr. George Macy and the Limited Editions Club
by whom it is copyrighted (1930). T. C. Chubb’s life
of Boccaccio (1930) is excellent.

THE SIXTH DAY: THE TENTH STORY

Friar Onion promises to show some peasants a

feather from the wings of Angel Gabriel. Finding coals
in its place, he claims they are of the brazier on which
Saint Lawrence was roasted. :
Now that each of the company had told a story, Dioneo
knew his turn had come; so without waiting for a
formal invitation, he began when the rest, who were
still praising Guido’s pregnant answer, were silent:

Enchanting ladies, although it is my privilege to
speak on whatever strikes my fancy, today, however,
I don'’t intend to depart from the subject all of you
have so ably treated. No, I shall follow in your foot-
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steps, and show how skilfully one of the little brothers
of Saint Anthony applied his nimble wit to avoid the
trap two young rogues had set at his feet. You won’t
be bored, I hope, if I enlarge somewhat upon the story
to do it justice, for see, the sun is still high in the
heavens.

Now then! Certaldo, as you have heard, is a hamlet
of Val d’Elsa in our own section of the country, and
though a tiny place, it was once inhabited by noble
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holy relic, that I brought back myself fram the Holy
Land across the sca. It is a feather of the Angel Gabriel,
my friends, one of those he dropped in the Virgin
Mary’s room, when he came to make the Annunciation
to her in Nazareth.”

Then his message delivered, he was silent and con-
tinued with the mass.

While he was speaking, there happened to be among
his numerous flock in the church two very clever

and prosperous gentlemen. It was a field of plentiful ,4 rogues, one called Giovanni del Bragomicra and the

harvest for a certain little monk of the order of Saint
Anthony, and for a long time he made it a practice to
visit it once a year, and garner the fruits which the
simple of soul gave to him and the rest of his brother-
hood. He was called Friar Onion, and was a very wel-
come figure there, perhaps no less by virtue of his
name than for more spiritual reasons; for as you
know, the soil of that part of the country yields onions
that are famous all over Tuscany. He was a meager
little person, was Friar Onion, carrot-haired and jolly-
faced, and the merriest scamp in the world. Moreover,
despite the gaps in his education, he was so eloquent
and witty a talker, that anyone who did not know him
well might have thought him not only an accomplished
thetorician, but a Tully—even Quintilian himself! In
fine, there was not a soul in the whole district for
whose children he had not acted as godfather, or to
whom he was not bound by ties of friendship and
sympathy.

other Biagio Pizzini. For some time they laughed to-
gether at this relic of Friar Onion’s, but then, though
they were his friends and boon-companions, they de-
cided to play him a trick through this precious feather.
That afternoon, they knew, the friar was to lunch with
a friend of his at the hamlet. Accordingly, when they
thought he must be at table, they slipped into the
street and went to the hostelry where he had his lodg-
ings, intending that while Biagio engaged Friar On-

20 ion’s servant in conversation, Giovanni was to ran-

sack the holy man’s trappings in search of this feather,
whatever it was, and take it away. The fun would
come when the friar tried to explain the loss of his relic
to the faithful.

Now Friar Onion had as servant, a fellow who had
as many attributes as he had nicknames: Guccio the »
Whale was one, Guccio Greaser another, and some
even called him Guccio the Pig. So mischievous and
arrant a rascal was he, that even the notorious Lippo

One fine Sunday morning in the month of August, go Topo couldn’t have held a candle to him. Indeed, Friar

he visited the town as usual, and when all the good
gossips and gaffers had gathered from the villages
round about to hear mass, he stepped forward at the
proper moment and addressed them:

“Sisters and brethren, you all know it’s customary,
every year, to send an offering of your grain and oats
to the poor folks of our master Saint Anthony. Some
of you send a great deal, and some a few handfuls, ac-
cording to your means and devotion, in return for the

Onion would sometimes expatiate upon his virtues,
to his friends, and say, “I have a servant, my friends,
who has nine such qualities, that if the least of them
had been in Solomon, Aristotle, or Seneca, it would
have been enough to discount all their goodness, wis-
dom or piety!”

Sometimes, when he was asked what these nine
qualities were, he would answer, enumerating them
in doggerel: “What are they, you ask? I'll tell you.

protection the blessed Saint Anthony gives your asses 4o He is lazy, dirty, thoughtless; ill bred, foul-tongued,

and oxen, your pigs and your sheep. Over and above
this, all of you, especially those who registered in our
holy company, pay the little trifle you are scheduled to
pay, once a year. It's for the collection of these dues
that I've been sent among you by my chief, that is, by
my master, the abbot, so—may the good Lord lay his
blessing upon youl—when you hear the little bells
tinkling this afternoon, come and meet me outside
the church, where I'll preach to you as usual, and give

careless; lazy, crackbrained, heedless, not to mention
other little flaws which I had better suppress. But the
funniest thing about him is that wherever he may be,
he’s forever anxious to get himself a wife and go
into housekeeping, thinking he’s so handsome and
irresistible with his thick, greasy beard, that all the
women who clap eyes on him immediately fall victim
to his charms. Really, if he were left to his own de-
vices, he’d lose his belt-strap, chasing after them. He's

you the Cross to kiss. There’s one special attraction g, useful enough to me, though, to be truthful, for no

besides. Since I know you’re all faithful followers of
our master Saint Anthony, I'm going to reward you
by a special favor, and show you a most wonderful

matter how confidentially anybody wants to speak to
me, Guccio must be there to get an earful, If I should
ever be asked a question, he’s so afraid I won’t know
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how to answer, that he immediately blurts out Yes,
or No, as he sees fit.”

This was the gentleman Friar Onion had left at
the inn, with the explicit command to see that nobody
tampered with his belongings, especially his saddle-
bags, that contained his most sacred possessions. But
Guccio Greaser hankered more after the kitchen than
does the nightingale after the green arbor, especially
when he scented some jolly slut about, and as it was,
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to make the people belicve his trumpery. The luxuries
of the Orient had made but small headway into Tus-
cany, though since then, they have been introduced
with a vengeance, to the ruin of all Italy. But if these
castern refinements were known anywhere in Italy,
they were certainly unfamiliar to the people of that
hamlet. Indeed, the primitive honesty of the ancients
was so much alive, that the inhabitants had never
heard of parrots, much less set eyes upon such

he made a find in mine host’s kitchen. A fat, dumpy, 44 creatures at all.

clumsy wench she was, with a brace of paps the size
of two garbage cans, and a sweaty, oily, sooty mug that
was a match for the Baronci’s. Upon making his dis-
covery, Guccio had swooped down upon her in the
kitchen like a vulture on his carrion, leaving Friar
Onion’s room and baggage under the custody of
heaven. Though it was August, he sat hugging the
hearth, and struck up conversation with my lady Nuta,
telling her he was a gentleman, he was, and had piles

Now the youths, overjoyed at their find, spirited
away the feather, and not to leave the case empty,
filled it with a few coals, that lay in a corner of the
room. Closing it again, and rearranging everything
as before, they went away unperceived with their
prize, all impatience to hear what Friar Onion would
have to say, on finding the coals instead of the feather.

Meanwhile, the good folk on hearing that they
were to be shown a feather of the Angel Gabriel in

and piles of money, all belonging to him in his own go the afternoon, betook themselves to their homes after

right, plus what he had for other folks, which was
even more than he owned himself. Yes, and he could
do lots of things, and had as clever a tongue in his
head as anyone, the Lord knows. Indeed, regardless of
his hood, that was larded with more grease than would
have served to baste Altopascio’s capon, despite his
patched cloak, that hung in tatters and shone with
sweat about the collar and armpits and was adorned,
besides, with more spots and splashes than any plaid

mass. By the time they had had their dinner and the
information had passed from goodman to goodman
and gossip to gossip, so vast a crowd had flocked to
the hamlet to be shown this marvelous feather, that
there wasn’t room enough left to admit a fly. Friar
Onion, too, had had a good meal, after which he
took a short nap. On rising in the afternoon and
hearing the hubbub of the multitude of peasants
swarming for a sight of the feather, he sent Guccio

or Indian weave, unmindful of his shoes, all down at g9 Greaser to fetch the bells and the saddle-bags. It was a

the heel and torn, and his yawning socks, he pursued
her with a grandeur that would have done honor to a
Sire de Chatillon. “I'll dress you up, and set you up
fine, I will, girl,” said he. “Indeed, I'll get you out
of slavin’ for others, and give you hopes of a better
fortune, even if you have no dowry or anything.”

He made many other magnificent promises: but
for all his magnificent delivery, wind were his words,
and wind they remained, like most of his undertak-
ings.

Well, the two scamps found Guccio the Pig mighty
busy courting Nuta, which gave them no little satis-
faction, secing that their trouble was then over. No
one stood in their way, so slipping into Friar Onion’s
room, the door of which was open, they made for his
saddle-bags, which contained the precious feather.
When they spread them open before them, they came
upon a clumsy bundle of silk, inside of which they
discovered a small box. They opened it quickly and

great struggle for the amorous fellow to wrench him-
self away from Nuta and the kitchen, but he went
with the necessary paraphernalia to the place his master
had indicated, puffing and panting mightily, for the
gallons of water he had drunk had swelled his bowels
considerably. Once at the church, he stationed himself
in front of the door and set up a vigorous jangling of
the bells. The parish folk had gathered to a man,
whereupon Friar Onion, unaware that anything had

«0 been tampered with, plunged into his sermon, with

many a covert hint of his personal needs. Soon the
time came for the unveiling of the Angel Gabriel’s
feather. With a solemn voice, he began by intoning the
service; then, after two torches had been lighted, he
uncovered his head, carefully undid the silken wrapper,
and produced the box. Before thinking of opening it,
however, he delivered himself of a few words in
praise of the Angel Gabriel and his relic, and then
pulled up the lid of the coffer. It was full of coals. At

found—a feather of a parrot’s tail, the very feather, g the revelation, he did not dream of suspecting Guccia

they were sure, that Friar Onion had promised to
show his faithful at Certaldo.
In his day, it would have been easy for the friar

the Whale—the fellow was not clever enough to have
thought of it; nor did he curse him for not preventing

others from playing the trick. No, he cursed himself
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inwardly for committing the scapegrace to the care
of his belongings, knowing him as he did to be
negligent, disobedient, crackbrained and heedless. Out-
wardly, he did not even change color, however, but
raising his face and his hands to heaven, exclaimed
loud enough for everyone to hear: “Almighty God,
may Thy might be praised forever!” After which,
closing the casket and turning to the populace, he
said:

“Sisters and brothers, you must know that while
I was still a mere youth, I was sent by my superior
to those far lands where the sun rises, and was ex-
pressly commissioned to look for the dispensations for
making porcelain, which, though they’re cheap enough
to seal, are more useful to others than to us. Well,
sctting out on this enterprise, I left Venice and jour-
nied through the Borgo de’ Greci. From there, I rode
through the Kingdom of Algarve and Baldacca, until
I came to Parione, out of which, not without a dry
gullet, I arrived in Sardinia. But why should I men-
tion all the lands I traveled? After I had passed the
Strait of Saint George I landed in Trufle and Buffle,
great regions, both of them teeming with folk; from
there I came to the land of Trumpery, where I found
many of our brethren and monks of other orders, all
of them going about easily and freely, avoiding an-
noyance for the good Lord’s sake, and caring not a
whit for other people’s woes, provided their own gains
were assured. No coin did they spend, but what was
unminted.

“From this territory, I passed into the district of
Abruzzi, where men and women clatter about the
mountains on wooden pattens, and dress the pigs in
the pigs’ own gutskins. Still farther, I came across
people who carried breads in staves and wine in bags.
Then, from those regions, I reached the mountains of
the Baschi, where all the streams run perpendicularly.
In short, I got entangled so far inland, that I
traveled as far as India Pastinaca, where—and I
swear to the truth of this by the gown I'm wearing—
[ even saw feathered creatures fly, a wonder too
strange to be believed by those who have not seen
it! But Maso del Saggio will support my statement—
Maso whom I found established as a powerful mer-
chant there, cracking nuts and carrying on a retail
business in the shells.

“However, since I couldn’t find what I was looking
for, and as from that point on it is only possible to
travel by water, I retraced my steps and came to
those holy lands where, in the summer of the year,
stale bread is worth four pence a loaf and the warm
can be had for nothing. It’s here that I met the vener-
able Father Blamenotme Ifyouplease, the most wor-
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shipful patriarch of Jerusalem, who, out of respect
for the gown of my master Saint Anthony’s order,
which I have always worn, insisted on showing me all
the precious relics he had collected. What a wealth
of them! There were so many, that if I were to
enumerate them, I'd have to talk for days before I
reached the end of the talel But I don’t want to dis-
appoint you, my friends, so I shall tell you about
a few of them. First, he showed me the finger of the
Holy Ghost, as perfect and as solid as you please, a

‘ringlet of the seraph who appeared to Saint Francis,

and one of the fingernails of the cherubim. Yes, he
also let me see a rib of the Verbum Caro Look-out-of-
the-Window, and the clothes of the Holy Catholic
Faith, a number of rays of the star that shone for the
three Magi in the East, and a bottle containing the
sweat shed by Saint Michael when he fought with
the devil. Besides, he showed me the jawbone of Saint
Lazarus’ Death, and many, many other wonderful

20 things. Well, after that, because I told him a lot of

things gratuitously in our dialect, about the slopes
of Mount Moretto, and recited to him a few chap-
ters of the Caprezio, which he had long been secking,
high and low, he divided his holy relics with me.
He gave me one of the teeth of the Holy Cross, an
echo of the bells of Solomon’s temple, shut up in a
tiny bottle, the feather of the Angel Gabriel which
I've already told you about, and one of the clods
of Saint Gerard of Villa Magna. That relic, however,

sol presented to Gerard of Bonsi in Florence a little

while ago, for his great devotion to that saint. Among
other things, the Patriarch also gave me some of the
coals on which the blessed martyr Saint Lawrence was
roasted, and all of these treasures I faithfully brought
back with me. In fact, I have them, each and every
one.

“Now, to tell the truth, I must inform you that my
superior never allowed me to display them, until he
had made sure whether they were the real article or

40 NOt. Recently, because of certain miracles that have

been performed by their virtue, and because of some
certificates sent by the Patriarch of Jerusalem, he’s been
convinced of their authenticity, and has given me per-
mission to exhibit them. However, in my nervousness
over entrusting them to others, I always carry them
about with me—the feather of the Angel Gabriel, in
a box by itself, so that it won’t be ruffled, and the coals
that roasted Saint Lawrence in another. Now these two
boxes are so much alike, that I’'ve often mistaken one

so for the other, which is now the case, for thinking I had

brought you the casket containing the feather, I find
it’s the one that holds the coals.
“I'm convinced it was no error that created the con
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fusion. Indeed, I verily believe it was the manifest will flocked about Friar Onion, begging him, for a more
of God, that guided my hand to the coals, for now generous consideration than usual, to mark them with
that I think of it, the feast of Saint Lawrence will be  the relics. Obligingly, the friar took the coals in his
around in two days. Yes, it was the Lord’s will. He  hand, and began scratching the biggest crosses he
intended me to show you the coals on which the could on the men’s white shirts and jerkins and the
blessed martyr was roasted, that I might rekindle in  women’s veils, reassuring them that though the lumps
your souls the devotion you ought to feel for that were used up in the marking, they always grew again
saint. Therefore, it was not the feather He let me take, in the box, as he had often had occasion to obscrve.
as I had intended, but the blessed coals, quenched by In this fashion, he decorated the good folks of
the agonized sweat of that holiest of bodies. Take off ,, Certaldo much to his own advantage, and so with
your hats now, O my blessed children, as you ap- nimble cunning he played a prank on those who had
proach to gaze upon these coals. But first, I'd like sought to embarrass him by stealing his feather. As for
you to know that whoever has the sign of the cross the two rogues, they had been present at his sermon.
marked on him by one of these coals, may rest easy all  So amused were they at his novel and far-fetched ex-
through the year that no fire will touch him, but he’ll  pedient, and at the style of his harangue, that they
feel the sting of it.” laughed almost to the point of lock-jaw. But later,

His harangue over, he intoned a laud in honor of when the crowd had dispersed, they hilariously con-
Saint Lawrence and opened the box, revealing the coals  fessed to him what they had done, and gave him back
to the throng. Awed at the wonder of them, the sheep-  his feather, which profited him as much the following
ish multitude stared widecyed at the lumps, and g year, as the lumps of coal had done that day.

Geoffrey Chaucer

(1340?-1400)

The son of a wealthy wine-merchant with powerful friends, Chaucer was fortunate in
his birth. His family was such as to enable him to shape a career helpful to the growth of his
poetic art; nor was he less lucky in being born into the merchant class, whose vitality and
interests were making for that reinterpretation of life known to us as the Renaissance. His
circumstances made it unnecessary for him to enter upon the pursuit of letters through the
gateway of the Church, where his temperament would have found itself ill-suited; his
merchant background aided him in casting beyond the artifices of courtly poetry to become
the first English modern. If it became necessary to name the five greatest English poets, one
of them would be Chaucer; in variety of interest and accomplishment only Shakespeare has
surpassed him. It is indeced unfortunate that the changes experienced by the English lan-
guage since 1400 have deprived many lovers of poetry of Chaucer’s rich hoard. For there is
difficulty in mastering the English of Chaucer’s day, though it is by no means as great as it
seems at first. But, as Professor Lowes truly observes, “A bare fraction of the time which we
spend in learning to read Homer or Virgil or Dante or Moliére or Goethe will enable any of
us to read Chaucer as he is meant to be read, to wit, with delight.”

As a boy he became first a page to the Countess of Ulster, and later a valet in the royal
household. In 1359 he was with the military in France, was taken prisoner by the French,
and ransomed. Thereafter many years of his life were spent in the King’s service. He was
sent to Genoa in 1372-3 as a commissioner on trade relations. Whether he there began to
learn Italian, or was appointed because he already knew Italian must be a matter of con-
jecture. What is important is that the England in which he had been bred was a medieval
country, and the Italy he visited several times was full of the excitement of the Renaissance.
In 1374 he was appointed Comptroller of the Customs of wools, hides, and wines in the
Port of London. In 1376 and in 1377 he was again abroad on missions, and in the latter
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year was sent also to France, probably on peace negotiations. About this time he was made
Comptroller of the Customs. The next year, it would scem, he was in France again, as
well as in Milan on the King’s business, He was appointed justice of the peace for Kent in
1385, and in 1386 was elected its Member of Parliament. His last years he spent at
Greenwich, outside of London. He died in 1400 and his body lies in Westminster Abbey
in what is now the Poets’ Corner. .

It will be seen that Chaucer, far from satisfying the sentimental notion of the poet as a
man shrinking from contact with the world, was a busy man of affairs. Indeed it would be
difficult to name any great English poet who did not play an active part among men. In
Chaucer’s case this participation in his country’s business did not prevent his being, what
he admits himself to have been, a bookworm. He was an eager and impressionable reader,
and his poetry shows the impress of many influences.

His career has usually been divided by scholars, according to the predominating literary
influence, into his “French” period (to 1372), his “Italian” period (1372-c.1385), and his

“English” period (c.1385-1400), though it should be remembered that this is an arbitrary.

division, for our dating of his works is largely conjectural. To thé “French” period belong:
his translation, The Romaunt of the Rose, a fragment; The Book of the Duchess (1369),
an elegy on the Duchess of Lancaster, in the form of a dream-allegory; and various minor
“Complaints.” The “Italian” period contains: The House of Fame (1379-1384), an uncom-
pleted dream-vision (showing influence from the French as well as from Dante); The
Parliament of Fowls (1377-1382); Troilus and Criseyde (1382-1385), Chaucer’s most fin-
ished work; and the never completed Legend of Good Women (13847-13867), introduced
by a dream-vision, and telling the love stories of Cleopatra, Thisbe, Medea, Lucretia,
Phyllis, Dido, and Ariadne—all heroines of antiquity who were faithful to their lovers. Of
the “English” period, The Canterbury Tales (1387-1400) and a number of minor poems
are representative.

Chaucer’s scope is a matter of increasing wonder. He wrote on science, religion, philos-
ophy, ethics, rhetoric. But, more important, he wrote the “human comedy”; like his great
precursor, Dante, Chaucer both sums up his age and reveals people as they are in all times.

His growth was gradual. Of the books he read, many left their mark on his work, but
some few more than others. The Romance of the Rose, that medieval “Bible of poetry,”
exerted a lifelong influence upon him; it disciplined his style, and led his early writings to
the field of the allegorical. In his “French” period Chaucer is a.descendant of the trouvéres;
their clarity, ease, and fluency, as well as their prolixity, are to be found in the poems of
this period. Their light pictures of flowers, birds, song, and the spring are to be seen revivi-
fied in all his poetry. From the great Italians, Dante, Petrarch, and Boccaccio, the gifts were
even greater. Dante’s influence was the deepest, but is the hardest to trace: the ideal of a
chiseled form, the eye for striking detail and expression—these he learned from Dante.
From Petrarch, whose story of Grisclda he retells, Chaucer acquired the taste for the new
philosophy of humanism. But to Boccaccio Chaucer’s debt is as great as it is specific: from
his Teseide came the plot for the Knight's Tale, from his De Casibus Virorum came much
of the Monk’s Tale, and from II Filostrato came the story for Troilus and Criseyde.

But whatever his formative influences, Chaucer was in every sense an original poet,
with a genius for the dramatic, the comic, the pathetic, and the witty. An expert technician,
he introduced the rime royal, the decasyllabic couplet, and terza rima, and popularized
French forms like the roundel and ballade. It is worth the reader’s effort to hear Chaucer’s
verse as it would have sounded to his contemporaries, for it is not without justice that this
man of many melodies has been called “the golden-tongued.” The following rules for read-
ing him should be observed:

1. All long vowels have the values of ¢ontinental languages (i.c. 4 as in father, e = a in
state, i or y as in machine, o as in throne, and u as in the French su); short vowels (except
short ¢ as in the French Je) are the same sounds, only more rapid. Doubling a vowel makes
it long but does not alter its sound.
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2. Diphthongs are as follows: ai or ay as in day; au or aw = ou in house; ei or ey as in
vein; oi or oy as in boy; ou or ow = o0 in loose.

3. Consonants are as in modern English, except gh which is like the German ¢4, and
which is trilled.

4. Every letter is pronounced, except final unaccented e which is elided before a vowel
or A.

The standard edition, which we follow, has been for years that of W. Skeat, in seven
volumes (1896-7). More recent is the excellent edition of F. N. Robinson (1933). Engrossing
studies of Chaucer are: G. L. Kittredge, Chaucer and His Poeiry (1927); J. L. Lowes,
Geoffrey Chaucer and The Development of His Genius (1934); R. K. Root, The Poetry of
Chaucer (1926); J. M. Manly, Some New Light On Chaucer (1925); E. Legouis, Chaucer
(tr. L. Lailavoix, 1913); R. Krauss, H. Braddy, and C. R. Kase, Three Chaucer Studies
(1932). A valuable book on Chaucer’s influence is C. Spurgeon, Five Hundred Years of
Chaucer Criticism and Allusion (1918-22).

The Canterbury Tales

The triumph of his career, his last major work, is Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales. Turning
his attention from his audience at court to the wider reading public, he hit upon a masterful
scheme for this collection of stories. Something similar is indeed to be found in The Arabian
Nights and The Decameron, but there is little reason to suppose Chaucer knew either of
those works; moreover, their settings are static, Chaucer’s is dynamic.

At the Tabard Inn Chaucer finds a group of pilgrims en route to Canterbury to visit
the shrine of Thomas 4 Becket. The host and the poet join them, making thirty in all
(though the Prologue seems to list thirty-one), and they agree to tell four stories each, two
on the way to Canterbury, and two on the way home. Of the contemplated one hundred
and twenty tales only twenty-two were completed. Some discrepancy or alteration in his
plan is clear from the connecting links between stories, where it would seem that each
pilgrim is expected to tell only one tale.

The Prologue presents the pilgrims in a series of portraits unmatched in medieval poetry.
It is indeed a picture of contemporary society Chaucer has drawn. Excluding royalty and
nobility on the one hand, and the impoverished on the other, we have here representatives
from the mass of English society. Yet each portrait, besides being typical, is individualized
too. No master-artist ever painted his subject more completely than does Chaucer, who by
cunning detail has caught in each portrait the revealing facts of their characters. And here
Chaucer, in one step, in the very act of recording his times, becomes a man of the Renais-
sance. Personality was a matter of no concern to the medieval mind fastening on a world to
come. Dante might be called the exception, but even he attempts no such completeness of
presentation as does Chaucer. Chaucer’s profound interest in the human values of this
world, already seen in the delineation of Criseyde, here voices itself clear and bold.

. The depictions of the pilgrims’ characters are continued in the tales. Many of the tales
help us further to understand their narrators. Also he allows his pilgrims to digress from
their stories and to paint themselves (cf. the conclusion to The Pardoner’s Tale). The links
connecting the tales reveal the Miller to be drunk and quarrelsome, the Shipman impatient,
the Host profane, the Prioress gracious, the Clerk thoughtful. Chaucer has some fun at
his own corpulence and abstracted mood, and puts in his own mouth a doggerel burlesque
of chivalric adventure—a tale so intolerable that the Host stops him in the middle of it.

A critical edition of The Canterbury Tales is being prepared under the direction of
J. M. Manly, whose previous edition of 1928 is full of important suggestion. There are
many special studies of individual tales and of the collection as a whole.
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The Prologue

Here biginneth the Book of the Tales of
Caunterbury

Whan that Aprille with his shoures sote?
The droghte of Marche hath perced to the rote,
And bathed every veyne in swich?® licour,
Of which vertu® engendred is the flour;
Whan Zephirus eek* with his swete breeth 5
Inspired hath in every holt and heeth
The tendre croppes® and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne®
And smale fowles” maken melodye,
That slepen al the night with open yé, 10
(So priketh hem nature in hir corages):®
Than longen folk to goon on pilgrimages
(And palmers® for to seken straunge strondes)
To ferne halwes!® couthe!! in sondry londes;
And specially, from every shires ende 15
Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende,
The holy blisful martir'? for to seke,
That hem'® hath holpen, whan that they were
seke.
Bifel that, in that seson on a day,
In Southwerk!* at the Tabard as I lay 20
Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage
To Caunterbury with ful devout corage,
At night was come in-to that hostelrye
Wel nyne and twenty in a companye,

! sweet showers. ?such liquid (sap).

8 through the strength of which.

¢ the West Wind also. 8 shoots.

¢ The young sun has run his half course in the Ram. The
year at Chaucer’s time hegan at the spring equinox and
the sun was therefore young. The Ram (Aries) was the
first of the signs of the Zodiac through which the sun
passed after the beginning of the year.

Tbirds.  ®So nature stirs them up in their hearts.

9 pilgrims who went to the Holy Land and brought
back palm branches as tokens.
10 shrines. U known.

12Gt. Thomas 3 Becket.

18 them. Chaucer’s personal pronouns differ from mod-
ern English in some respects. Note the following forms:
his (its), hir(e) (their), hem (them).

1 Southwark was a village just across the bridge from
the heart of London. The Tabard inn was so called from
the sign of the tabard, or sleeveless jacket, which distin-
guished it. This village was the begmmng of the road to
Canterbury and a good place to )om others and get an
early start.
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Of sondry folk, by aventure y-falle,’® 5
In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they alle,
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde;
The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren esed® atte beste.
And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste, 30
So hadde I spoken with hem everichon,
That I was of hir felawshipe anon,
And made forward'" erly for to ryse,
To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse.'®
But natheles, whyl I have tyme and space, 35
Er that I ferther in this tale pace,
Me thinketh it acordaunt to resoun,
To telle yow al the condicioun'®
Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,
And whiche they weren, and of what degree; 40
And eek in what array that they were inne:
And at a knight than wol I first biginne.

A KnicHT ther was, and that a worthy man,
That fro the tyme that he first bigan
To ryden out, he loved chivalrye, 45
Trouthe and honour, fredom® and curteisye.
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,
And thereto hadde he riden (no man ferre)®
As wel in Cristendom as hethenesse,
And ever honoured for his worthinesse. 50
At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne;
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne
Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce.??
In Lettow hadde he reysed and in Ruce,?®
No Cristen man so ofte of his degree. 55
In Gernade?* at the sege eek hadde he be
Of Algezir,®® and riden in Belmarye.?®
At Lyeys®” was he, and at Satalye,?®
Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete See?®
At many a noble armee®® hadde he be. 6o

16 fallen. The y- before the verb-form indicates the past
participle. Cf. German gefallen.

16 eased, put at our ease.

18 to the place I shall tell you of.

20 generosity. 2 farther.

2 [n Prussia he had sat at the head of the table above
the representatives of all other nations.

#In Lithuania he had been on expeditions and in
Russia,

2 Granada.

35 Algeciras, taken from the Moors in 1344.

%3 Moorish kingdom in Africa.

"m Armenia, captured 1367.

8 on the south coast of Asia Mmor, captured 1361.
# Mediterranean. 80 expedition.

17 agreement.
19 gtation, rank.
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At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,

And foughten for our feith at Tramissene®

In listes thryes, and ay slayn his fo.

This ilke®? worthy knight had been also

Somtyme with the lord of Palatye® 65
Ageyn® another hethen in Turkye:

And evermore he hadde a sovereyn prys.®®

And though that he were worthy, he was wys,
And of his port as meke as is a mayde.

He never yet no vileinye®® ne sayde 70
In al his lyf, un-to no maner wight.}”

He was a verray parfit gentil knight.

But for to tellen yow of his array,

His hors® were gode, but he was nat gay.

Of fustian® he wered a gipoun*® 75
Al bismotered with his habergeoun;*

For he was late y-come from his viage,

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage.

With him ther was his sone, a yong SquYEr,
A lovyere, and a lusty bacheler,*?
With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse.*®
Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.
Of his stature he was of evene** lengthe,
And wonderly deliver,*® and greet of strengthe.
And he had been somtyme in chivachye,*® 85
In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye,!?
And born him wel, as of so litel space,*®
In hope to stonden in his lady*® grace.
Embrouded was he, as it were a mede
Al ful of fresshe floures, whyte and rede. 9%
Singinge he was, or floytinge,*® al the day;
He was as fresh as is the month of May.
Short was his goune, with sleves longe and wyde.
Wel coude he sitte on hors, and faire ryde.
He coude songes make and wel endyte, 95
Juste and eek daunce, and wel purtreye and wryte.
So hote he loved, that by nightertale,’?

a2 Moorish kingdom in Africa. 82 same.

$in Asiatic Turkey.  against.  %high praise.

%8 discourtcous speech.  ®unto any kind of person.

%8 horses. % cotton cloth.

4 coat worn under the armor.

#1all soiled by his coat of mail.

2 candidate for knighthood.

“ curled as if they had been in a press.

# good proportions. 45 agile. 4 cavalry raid.

#7in expeditions against the French.

 considering the little time.

#lady’s. Some feminine nouns still made their genitive
case without s.

% playing the flute.

% compose songs.  °2 night-time.
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He sleep namore than dooth a nightingale.
Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable,
And carf®® biforn his fader at the table. 100

A Yeman® hadde he, and servaunts namo®®
At that tyme, for him liste®® ryde so;
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene;
A sheef of pecok-arwes brighte and kene
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily; 105
(Wel coude he dresse his takel®” yemanly:
His arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe),
And in his hand he bar a mighty bowe.
A not-heed®® hadde he, with a broun visage.
Of wode-craft wel coude®™ he al the usage. 110
Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer,%
And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,®*
And on that other syde a gay daggere,
Harneised®® wel, and sharp as point of spere;
A Cristofre® on his brest of silver shene® 115
An horn he bar, the bawdrik was of grene;
A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse.

Ther was also a Nonne, a PrioressE,
That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy®
Hir gretteste ooth was but by séynt Loy® 120
And she was cleped®” madame Eglentyne.

Ful wel she song the service divyne,

Entuned in hir nose ful semely;

And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly,®

After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe,® 125
For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe,

At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle;

She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle,

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depe.

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe, 130
That no drop ne fille up-on her brest.

In curteisye was set ful muche hir lest.™

Hir over-lippe wyped she so clene,

That in hir coppe ther was no ferthing™ sene

Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte

1]

% carved.

% yeoman, a servant of degree next below the squire.
% no more. % it pleased him to.

*7 implements.

%8 closecropped head. % knew.

% 2n arm-guard to protect against the bow-string.

® buckler: a small shieldé o2 cs‘uippcd.
82 figure of St. Christopher. bright.
¢ quiet, modest.

% St. Eligius (a lady-like oath).

7 called, named. % elegantly.

%2 nunnery near London. ™ pleasure, joy. ™ bit.
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Ful semely after hir mete she raughte,™ 136
And sikerly™ she was of greet disport,™
And ful plesaunt and amiable of port,’™
And peyned hir™ to countrefete chere
Of Court, and been estatlich of manere, 140
And to ben holden digne™ of reverence.
But for to speken of hir conscience,
She was so charitable and so pitous
She wolde wepe, if that she sawe a mous
Caught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde. 145
Of smale houndes hadde she that she fedde
With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel breed;™
But sore weep she if oon of hem were deed,
Or if men smoot it with a yerde™ smerte;
And al was conscience and tendre herte. 150
Ful semely hir wimpel pinched®® was;
Hire nose tretys;®! hir eyen greye as glas;
Hir mouth ful smal and there-to®? softe and
reed;
But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed.
It was almost a spanne brood I trowe,?® 155
For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe.
Ful fetis® was hir cloke, as I was war;
Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar
A peire of bedes®® gauded al with grene,
And ther-on heng a brooch of gold ful shene, 160
On which ther was first write a crowned A,
And after Amor vincit omnia8®

Another NonNE with hire hadde she
That was hir Chapeleyne, and Presstes thre.

A monk ther was, a fair for the maistrye,%” 165
An out-rydere,®® that lovede venerye;®®
A manly man, to been an abbot able.
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable,
And whan he rood, men mighte his brydel here
Ginglen in a whistling wynd als clere, 170
And eek as loude, as doth the chapel belle,

"3 reached.

"8 bearing,

™ And took pains to imitate courtly behavior and to
be stately in her manners.

™8 certainly. 4 good humor.

7 worthy. "8 fine white bread.  stick.

8 the linen covering for her neck was carefully pleated.
® well-proportioned. *2 moreover. believe.

8 neat,

% A rosary. Every cleventh bead in the rosary was
larger than the others and was called a “gaud.”” These
were green. -

# 1 ove conquers all things.

" an extremely good-looking (one).

® an inspector of the monastic property.

% hunting.
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Ther as this lord was keper of the celle.”

The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit,”
By-cause that it was old and som-del streit,”
This ilke monk leet olde thinges pace, 175
And held after the newe world the space.

He yaf nat of that text a pulled®® hen

That seith that hunters been nat holy men,

Ne that a monk whan he is cloisterlees

Is likned til a fish that is waterlees; 180
This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre.

But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre;

And I seyde his opinioun was good.

What sholde he studie and make himselven
wood,
Upon a book in cloistre alwey to poure, 185

Or swinken®® with his handes and laboure,

As Austin bit?*® How shal the world be served?
Lat Austin have his swink to him reserved.
Therfore he was a pricasour® aright;

Grehoundes he hadde, as swifte as fowel in flight:
Of priking and of hunting for the hare 191
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.

I seigh his sleves purfiled®® at the hond

With grys,®® and that the fyneste of a lond;
And, for to festne his hood under his chin, 195
He hadde of gold y-wroght a ful curious pin,
A love knotte in the gretter ende ther was.
His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas,
And eek his face, as he hadde been anoint.
He was a lord ful fat and in good point;!

His eyen stepe? and rollinge in his heed,

That stemed as a forneys of a leed;?

His botes souple,* his hors in greet estat.

Now certeinly he was a fair prelat.

He was nat pale, as a for-pyned® goost.

A fat swan loved he best of any roost.

His palfrey was as broun as is a berye.

205

A Frere ther was, a wantown® and a merye,

% where this lord was head of the subordinate monas
tery.

%1 St. Benedict and his disciple, St. Maurus, who estab
lished the rules for monasteries of the Benedictine oider
in 5% A.D.

somewhat strict.

% He didn't give a plucked hen for that text.

™ mad. % toil.

9 25 St. Augustine commands.

981 saw his sleeves trimmed. » fur.

Yin good physical condition. * prominent.

8 gleamed like a furnace under a caldron.

4boots soft. 8 tormented. ¢ uncouth.

9 hard rider.
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A limitour,” a ful solempne® man,

In alle the ordres foure® is noon that can
So moche of daliaunce and fair langage;
He hadde maad ful many a mariage

Of yonge wommen at his owne cost.

Unto his ordre he was a noble post.

Ful wel biloved and famulier was he
With frankeleyns'! over-al in his contree;
And eek with worthy wommen of the toun,
For he hadde power of confessioun,

As seyde him-self, more than a curat,

For of his ordre he was licenciat.'

Ful swetely herde he confessioun,

And plesaunt was his absolucioun.

He was an esy man to yeve!? penaunce
Ther as he wiste to have a good pitaunce;
For unto a povre!* ordre for to yive

Is signe that a man is wel y-shrive;!®

For, if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt'®

He wiste that a man was repentaunt.

For many a man so hard is of his herte
He may not wepe al though him sore smerte.!”
Therfore, in stede of weping and preyeres
Men moot yeve silver to the povre freres.
His tipet'® was ay farsed® full of knyves
And pinnes, for to yeven yonge wyves;
And certeinly he hadde a mery note;

Wel coude he singe and pleyen on a rote:°
Of yeddinges®! he bar utterly the prys;??
His nekke whyt was as the flour-de-lys,
Ther-to he strong was as a champioun.

He knew the tavernes well in all the toun,
And everich hostiler®® and tappestere®*

Bet than a lazar®® or a beggestere;?¢

210

215

225

230

235

"He had a definite territory to beg in.

% important.

® The four orders of friars referred to were the Domini-
cans (Black Friars), the Franciscans (Grey Friars), the
Carmelites (White Friars), and the Augustin or Austin
Friars.

10 flattery, “blarney.”

1 rich farmers.

123 licensed hearer of confessions.
:: give. Chaucer’s present is yeve; the past yaf.

poor. shriven.
18 For if he (the man) gave, the friar dared boast that
he (the friar) knew. . ..

7 it pains him sorely. 18 hood.

19 stuffed.

23 violin-like instrument. # songs.
2 prize.

28 inn-keeper. % female tapster.

% Jeper.

* beggar woman.
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For unto swich a worthy man as he

Accorded nat, as by his facultee,

To have with sicke lazars aqueyntaunce;

It is nat honeste, it may nat avaunce

For to delen with no swiche poraille;?”

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille.?®

And over al, ther as® profit sholde aryse,
Curteis he was and lowly of servyse.®

Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous.

He was the beste beggere in his hous;

For thogh a widwe hadde noght a sho,*!

So plesaunt was his In principio,®®

Yet wolde he have a ferthing, er he wente:

His purchas was wel bettre than his rente.?
And rage he coude, as it were right a whelpe.*
In love-dayes®® ther coude he muchel helpe.
For there he was nat lyk a cloisterer,

With a thredbar cope, as is a povre scoler,

But he was lyk a maister or a pope.

Of double worsted was his semi-cope,3®
That rounded as a belle out of the presse.
Somewhat he lipsed, for his wantownesse,
To make his English swete up-on his tonge;
And in his harping, whan that he had songe,
His eyen twinkled in his heed aright,

As doon the sterres in the frosty night.

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd.

245

250

255

260

37

265

A MarcHANT was ther with a forked berd, 270

In mottelee,®® and hye on horse he sat,

Up-on his heed a Flaundrish bever hat;

His botes clasped faire and fetisly.

His resons®® he spak ful solempnely,

Souninge*® always th’encrees of his winning. 275
He wolde the see were kept for any thing*!
Bitwixe Middleburgh and Orewelle.*?

27 poor people.

28 food.

* everywhere wherever profit should arise.

80 humble and obeisant. 81 shoe.

8 [n the beginning (the opening verse of the Gospel
of John).

88 What he got by begging was more than his payment
for the privilege.

% romp like a puppy.

8 days on which disputes were settled without going
to law.

® short cape. 37 mold.

38 parti-colored costume, the livery of his guild.

 opinions.

4 tending always to the“increase of his profit.

*lat any cost.

42 Middleburgh in the Netherlands and the river Orwell
on the east coast of England. This route was important
for the wool trade.
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Wel coude he in eschaunge sheeldes*® selle.
This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette;*
Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette,
So estatly was he of his governaunce,*®
With his bargaynes, and with his chevisaunce.*®
For sothe he was a worthy man with-alle,

But sooth to seyn, I noot*” how men him calle.

280

A CrLerk*® ther was of Oxenford also, 285

That un-to logik hadde longe y-go.*®

As lene was his hors as is a rake,

And he nas® nat right fat, I undertake;

But loked holwe, and ther-to soberly.

Ful thredbar was his overest courtepy;™

For he had geten him yet no benefyce,5?

Ne was so worldly for to have offyce.’®

For him was lever® have at his beddes heed
Twenty bokes, clad in blak or reed,

Of Aristotle and his philosophye,

Than robes riche, or fithele,*® or gay sautrye.®®
But al be that he was a philosophre,

Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre;"

But al that he mighte of his freendes hente,*®
On bokes and on lerninge he it spente,

And bisily gan for the soules preye

Of hem that yaf him wher-with to scoleye.®®
Of studie took he most cure® and most hede.
Noght o word spak he more than was nede,
And that was seyd in forme and reverence,
And short and quik, and ful of hy sentence.®
Souninge in®? moral vertu was his speche,
And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche.

290

295

300

305

A SErGEANT oF THE LAwE, war and wys,
That often hadde been at the parvys,®
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.
Discreet he was, and of greet reverence:

He semed swich, his wordes weren so wyse.

310

**He knew how to sell French crowns at a profit.
# used. 45 demeanor. s borrowings.
" know not. 8 scholar.

4 gone; i.c., devoted himself to, studied.

80 was not. 51 uppermost short coat.
% church office. ®*sccular office. %t he would rather.
%5 fiddle.

% psaltery, a harp-like stringed instrument.

7 Although he was a phijosopher he was not an al-
chemist (and was therefore unable to make gold).

58 oet. % go to school. % care.

% Jofty meaning. % tending towards.

8 the porch of St. Paul's cathedral in London, where
lawyers consulted with their clients.
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Justyce he was ful often in assyse,

By patente, and by pleyn commissioun;®

For his science, and for his heigh renoun

Of fees and robes hadde he many oon.

So greet a purchasour®® was no-wher noon.

Al was fee simple to him in effect,?

His purchasing mighte nat been infect.’
No-wher so bisy a man as he ther nas,

And yet he semed bisier than he was.

In termes hadde he caas and domes alle,®®
That from the tyme of king William were falle.
Thereto he coude endyte, and make a thing,*® 335
Ther coude no wight pinche™ at his wryting;
And every statut coude he pleyn by rote.™
He rood but hoomly in a medlee cote

Girt with a ceint™ of silk, with barres smale;
Of his array telle I no lenger tale.

3ts

320

330

A Frankereyn™ was in his companye;
Whyt was his berd, as is the dayesye.
Of his complexioun™ he was sangwyn.
Wel loved he by the morwe™ a sop in wyn.™
To liven in delyt was ever his wone,
For he was Epicurus owne sone,”
That heeld opinioun, that pleyn delyt
Was verraily felicitee parfyt.
An housholdere, and that a greet, was he;
Seint Julian™ he was in his contree.
His breed, his ale, was alwey after oon,™
A bettre envyned® man was no-wher noon.
With-oute bake mete was never his hous,

335

340

S cither by special appointment or by unlimited au-
thorization.

% buyer of land.

% with a clear, unlimited title. %7 invalid.

% He had in set form all cases and decisions.

% draw up a2 document.  "find fault with.

" by heart. 2 girdle.

" rich farmer.

™ temperament. According to the system of medicine
founded by the Greek physician Galen, a man’s tempera-
ment was determined by the proportion of the four
humors in his body: blood, phlegm, bile, and black bile.
The sanguine temperament was caused by an oversupply
of blood.

"in the morning. "bread soaked in wine.

7" He was a follower of Epicurus (342?-270 B.C.), who
held that the greatest good was identical with pleasure.
Chaucer, like most men of the Middle Ages, interpreted
this philosophy to m?aa nothing more than to “eat,
drink, and be merry.”

" the patron saint of hospitality.

™ according to the best standard.

8 supplied with wine.
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Of fish and flesh, and that so plentevous,

It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke,

Of alle deyntees that men coude thinke.
After the sondry sesons of the yeer,

So chaunged he his mete and his soper.

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe,®
And many a breem and many a luce® in stewe.®
Wo was his cook, but-if3 his sauce were 351
Poynaunt and sharp, and redy al his gere.5*
His table dormant®® in his halle alway

Stood redy covered al the longe day.

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire;

Ful ofte tyme he was knight of the shire.

An anlas®" and a gipser®® al of silk

Heng at his girdel, whyt as morne milk.

A shirreve® hadde he been, and a countour;?®
Was no-wher such a worthy vavasour.®? 360

345

355

An HaseroassHErR and a CARPENTER,
A Wessge,®® a Dyere, and a Tapicer®
Were with us eek, clothed in o®! liveree,
Of a solempne and greet fraternitee.
Ful fresh and newe hir gere apyked®® was;
Hir knyves were y-chaped®® noght with bras,
But al with silver, wroght ful clene and weel,
Hir girdles and hir pouches every-deel.%
Wel semed ech of hem a fair burgeys,”®
To sitten in a yeldhalle® on a deys.!
Everich, for the wisdom that he can,
Was shaply? for to been an alderman.
For catel® hadde they y-nogh and rente,*
And eek hir wyves wolde it wel assente;
And elles certein were they to blame.
It is ful fair to been y-clept® “ma dame,”
And goon to vigilyés al bifore,
And have a mantel royalliche y-bore.

365

370

375

A Cook they hadde with hem for the nones®

®1 coop. 8 pickerel. ® 3 fish-pond.

8 unless. 8 utensils.

8 5 permanent table, not merely boards laid on trestles.
dagger. 8 purse, pouch.

® sheriff, principal officer of the county.

9 accountant.

%2 landowner below the rank of baron.

2 weaver, %8 upholsterer.

% one, the same.

% equipment was adorned. * capped with metal.
% entirely. 9 citizen. % puild-hall.

! dais, where the officers sat. % suitable.

% property. income. 8 called.

8 for the occasion.
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To boille the chiknes with the marybones, 3%
And poudre-marchant tart,” and galingale.?
Wel coude he knowe a draughte of London ale.
He coude roste, and sethe, and broille, and frye,
Maken mortreux,® and wel bake a pye.
But greet harm was it, as it thoughte me,
That on his shine a mormal!® hadde he;
For blankmanger,!! that made he with the beste

385

A SHiPMAN was ther, woning!? fer by weste:
For aught I woot, he was of Dertemouthe.
He rood up-on a rouncy,™ as he couthe,'*

In a gowne of falding'® to the knee.

A daggere hanging on a laas'® hadde he

About his nekke under his arm adoun.

The hote somer had maad his hewe al broun;

And, certeinly, he was a good felawe.!”

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he y-drawe

From Burdeux-ward, whyi that the chapman
sleep.?®

Of nyce'® conscience took he no keep.

If that he faught, and hadde the hyer hond,

By water he sente hem hoom?® to every land.

But of his craft to rekene wel his tydes,

His stremes and his daungers him bisydes,

His herberwe?! and his mone, his lodemenage,??

Ther nas noon swich from Hulle to Cartage.®

Hardy he was, and wys to undertake; 405

With many a tempest hadde his berd been shake.

He knew wel alle the havenes, as they were,

From Gootlond* to the cape of Finistere,?

And every cryke in Britayne and in Spayne;

His barge y-cleped was the Maudelayne.

390

395

400

410

With us ther was a Docrour or PHIsYK,
In al this world ne was ther noon him lyk
To speke of phisik and of surgerye;

For he was grounded in astronomye.?®

He kepte?” his pacient a ful greet del 415
"sharp flavoring powder.  ®a spice.
193 sore.

1 chicken minced with rice, milk, sugar, and almonds.

2 dwelling. 18 nag.

1 as best he could.

18 coarse woolen cloth. 18 string or cord.

" rascal, scoundrel. '® while the merchant was asleep.

19 scrupulous. 20 made them walk the plank..

%1 harbor, anchorage. %2 pilotage.

#Hull on the east coast of England and Cartagena
on the coast of Spain.

#off the coast of Sweden.

2 astrology.

®a soup.

23 cape in Spain.
" watched.



Chaucer

In houres,”® by his magik naturel.?®

Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent®
Of his images for his pacient.

He knew the cause of everich maladye,
Were it of hoot or cold, or moiste, or drye,
And where engendred, and of what humour;3!
He was a verrey parfit practisour.

The cause y-knowe, and of his harm the rote,
Anon he yaf the seke man his bote.?

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries,

To sende him drogges and his letuaries,®®
For ech of hem made other for to winne;
Hir frendschipe nas nat newe to biginne.
Wel knew he th'olde Esculapius,*

And Deiscorides, and eek Rufus,

Old Ypocras,®® Haly, and Galien;
Serapion, Razis, and Avicen;

Averrois, Damascien,®® and Constantyn;*
Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn.®®
Of his diete mesurable®® was he,

For it was of no superfluitee,

But of greet norissing and digestible.

His studie was but litel on the bible.

In sangwin*® and in pers*! he clad was al,
Lyned with taffata and with sendal;*?
And yet he was but esy of dispence;*®

He kepte that he wan in pestilence.**
. For gold in phisik is a cordial,*®

Therfore he lovede gold in special.

420
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430

435

A good Wyr was ther of bisyde Barug, 445

®the proper times, according to astrology, for the
treatment of the patient.

29 good magic, as distinguished from black magic.

% He devised magic images at the moment when
astrologically favorable planets were tising.

8 see note 74 to line 333. The humors were described
as follows: sanguine, hot and moist; phlegmatic, cold
x:lr:d moist; choleric, hot and dry; melancholic, cold and

y.

8 remedy.  ® syrups.

84 the Greek god of medicine.

® Deiscorides, Rufus, and Galen were Greeh physicians
of the first and second centuries A.D.; Hippocrates of the
fourth century B.C.

% Haly, Serapion, Rhazis, Avicenna, Averoes, and
Damascenc were Arabian physicians,

% native of Carthage and a founder of the medical
school of Salerno, Italy, during the eleventh century.

%5 the last three names belong to physicians of Chaucer’s
own century.

% moderate. “ blood-red. 4 light blue.

2 thin silk. 8 moderate in expenditure.

“ epidemic, plague. * that which stimulates the heart.
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But she was som-del deef, and that was scathe.*®

Of clooth-making she hadde swiche an haunt,*’

She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt.*®

In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther noon

That to th’ offring*® bifore hir sholde goon;

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

That she was out of alle charitee.

Hir coverchiefs® ful fyne were of ground;™

I dorste swere they weyeden ten pound

That on a Sonday were upon hir heed.

Hir hosen weren of fyn scarlet reed,

Ful streite y-teyd, and shoes ful moiste and
newe.

Bold was hir face, and fair, and reed of hewe.

She was a worthy womman al hir lyve,

Housbondes at chirche dore®? she hadde fyve, 460

Withouten®® other compaignye in youthe,—

But ther of nedeth nat to speke as nouthe,—*

And thryes hadde she been at Ierusalem;

She hadde passed many a straunge streem;

At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloigne,

In Galice® at Seint Iame, and at Coloigne.

She coude moche of wandring by the weye.

Gat-tothed® was she, soothly for to seye.

Upon an amblere®” esily she sat,

Y-wimpled®® wel, and on hir heed an hat

As brood as is a bokeler or a targe;

A foot mantel aboute hir hipes large,

And on hir fect a paire of spores sharpe.

In felaweshipe wel coude she laughe and
carpe;®®

Of remedies of love she knew per-chaunce,

For she coude of that art the olde daunce.®

450

455

465

470

475

A good man was ther of religioun,
And was a povre Persoun®? of a toun;
But riche he was of holy thoght and werk;

He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 480

4 pity 7 skill,

®Ypres and Ghent, the two cities of Flanders best
known for their cloth-making.

“ when she went to have bread and wine consecrated.

% kerchiefs. o1 texture.

®% Marriages took place at the church door.

% not counting. % just now.

% the shrine of St. James of Compostella in Spain. All
other places mentioned were famous shrines.

® with teeth set far apart.

*" horse with an casy, ambling gait.

® with a pleated head-covering.

% talk,

% She knew all the old tricks of the art of lave.

%1 Parson, parish priest.
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That Cristes Gospel trewely wolde preche:

His parisshens devoutly wolde he teche.

Benigne he was, and wonder diligent,

And in adversitee ful pacient;

And swich he was y-preved ofte sythes.*? 485
Ful looth were him to cursen®® for his tythes,
But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute,

Unto his povre parisshens aboute,

Of his offring and eck of his substaunce.

He coude in litel thing have suffisaunce.

Wyd was his parisshe, and houses fer asonder,
But he ne lafte nat, for reyn ne thonder,

In siknesse nor in meschief® to visyte

The ferreste®® in his parisshe, moche and lyte%
Upon his feet, and in his hand a staf. 405
This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf,

That firste he wroghte and afterward he taughte.
Out of the gospel he tho®” wordes caughte,

And this figure he added eek therto,

That if gold ruste, what shal yren do? 500
For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste,

No wonder is a lewed® man to ruste;

And shame it is, if a preest take keep,

A shiten shepherde and a clene sheep.

Wel oghte a preest ensample for to yive 505
By his clennesse, how that his sheep shold live.
He sette nat his benefice to hyre,*

And leet his shepe encombred in the myre,

And ran to London, unto Séynt Poules,

To seken him a chaunterie™ for soules; 510
Or with a bretherhed to been withholde,™

But dwelte at hoom and kepte wel his folde,

So that the wolf ne made it nat miscarie,—

He was a shepherde, and noght a mercenarie.
And though he holy were and vertuous, 515
He was to sinful man nat despitous,

Ne of his speche daungerous™ ne digne,™
But in his teching discreet and benigne,
To drawen folk to hevene by fairnesse,

By good ensample, this was his bisynesse:
But it were any persone obstinat,

490

520

% many times.

%0 excommunicate for non-payment of tithes,

% misfortune. 95 farthest.

% high and low (socially). 87 those.

% unlearned.

% He did not hire someone else to do his work while
he went up to London.

70 the easy task of singing masses for the repose of souls.

Mo be a chaplain for a guild.

* arrogant. ™ haughty.
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What so he were, of heigh or lowe estat,

Him wolde he snibben™ sharply for the nones.
A bettre preest, I trowe that nowher non is.

He wayted after no pompe and reverence, 525
Ne maked him a spyced™ conscience,

But Cristes lore, and his Apostles twelve,

He taughte, but first he folwed it himselve.

With him ther was a PLowMaN, was his brother,
That hadde y-lad™ of dong ful many a fother,™ 530
A trewe swinkere and a good was he,

Livinge in pees and parfit charitee.

God loved he best, with al his hole herte,

At alle tymes, thogh him gamed or smerte,™
And thanne his neighebour right as himselve. 535
He wolde thresshe, and therto dyke®® and delve,
For Cristes sake, for every povre wight,
Withouten hyre, if it lay in his might.

His tythes payed he ful faire and wel,

Bothe of his propre swink and his catel. 540
In a tabard® he rood upon a mere.

Ther was also a Reve®? and 2 MILLERE,
A Somnour® and a Parboner® also,
A Mauncirie® and myself,—ther were namo.®®
The MILLER was a stout carl,¥” for the nones, 545
Ful big he was of braun and eek of bones;
That proved wel, for over-al ther he cam,
At wrastling he wolde have alwey the ram.®
He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikke knarre,®®
Ther nas no dore that he nolde heve of harre,?® ss0
Or breke it, at a renning, with his heed.
His berd, as any sowe or fox, was reed,
And therto brood, as though it were a spade.
Upon the cop® right of his nose he hade
A werte, and theron stood a toft of heres, 555
Reed as the bristles of a sowes eres;
His nose-thirles blake were and wyde.
A swerd and a bokeler bar he by his syde;

His mouth as wyde was as a greet forneys.

™ rebuke. " over-punctilious.
™ load. "8 laborer.
™ though it pleased or hurt him.

814 short cloak.
o

™8 pulled.

8 dig a ditch.
®2 steward or manager of an estate.
an officer who summoned offenders to the ecclesiasti
cal court.

8 one who had license to sell pardons.

2 purchasing agent for a college of law.

% no more. % fellow.

8 the prize given at a wrestling-match.

® with knotted muscles.  from the hinges. *'top
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He was a Ianglere and a goliardeys,®?

And that was most of sinne and harlotryes.
Wel coude he stelen corn and tollen thryes,*
And yet he hadde a thombe of gold,** pardee.
A whyt cote and a blew hood wered he.

A baggepype wel coude he blowe and sowne,
And therwithal he broghte us out of towne.

565

A gentil MauncipaL was ther of a temple®®
Of which achatours®® mighte take exemple,
For to be wyse in bying of vitaille.

For, whether that he payde, or took by taille,?”
Algate®® he wayted so in his achat,”®

That he was ay biforn and in good stat.
Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace
That swich a lewed! mannes wit shal pace
The wisdom of an heep of lerned men?

Of maistres hadde he mo than thryes ten,
That weren of lawe expert and curious,
Of which ther weren a doseyn in that hous,
Worthy to been stiwardes of rente and lond
Of any lord that is in Engelond,

To maken him live by his propre good

In honour dettelees, but he were wood,?
Or live as scarsly as him list desire;

And able for to helpen al a shire

In any cas that mighte falle or happe;

And yit this Maunciple sette hir aller cappe.

571

575

580

. 58
8

The Reve was a sclendre colerik man,
His berd was shave as ny as ever he can.
His heer was by his eres round y-shorn.
His top was dokked lyk a preest biforn.
Ful longe were his legges and ful lene,
Y-lyk a staf, ther was no calf y-sene.

Wel coude he kepe a gerner* and a binne,

Ther was noon auditour coude on him
winne.?

Wel wiste he, by the droghte, and by the reyn, 595

The yelding of his seed and of his greyn.

His lordes sheep, his neet,® his dayerye,

His swyn, his hors, his stoor,” and his pultrye,

Was hoolly in this reves governing,

590

% He was a loud talker and a teller of coarse stories.
% take triple toll.

He was an expert in judging flour.
% a college of law. % buyers.
% in any case.
% buying; cf. French acheter.
1 unlearned. 2unless he were crazy.
* made fools of them all. ¢ granary.
8 get ahead of him. 8 cattle. 7 livestock.

on credit.
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And by his covenaunt yaf the rekening,

Sin that his lord was twenty yeer of age;
Ther coude no man bringe him in arrerage.®
There nas baillif, ne herde, nor other hyne,?
That he ne knew his sleighte and his covyne;°
They were adrad'? of him as of the deeth.
His woning'? was ful fair upon an heeth,
With grene trees shadwed was his place.

He coude bettre than his lorde purchace.
Ful riche he was a-stored prively,

His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly

To yeve and lene him of his owne good,
And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood.
In youthe he lerned hadde a good mister;'®
He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter.
This reve sat upon a ful good stot,'

That was al pomely’® grey, and highte® Scot.
A long surcote” of pers upon he hade,

And by his syde he bar a rusty blade.

Of Northfolk was this reve of which I telle,
Bisyde a toun men clepen Baldeswelle.
Tukked he was, as is a frere, aboute,

And ever he rood the hindreste of our route.

605
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A SomNour was ther with us in that place,
That hadde a fzr-recd cherubinnes face,
For sawceflem'® he was, with eyen narwe.
As hoot he was, and lecherous, as a sparwe,
With scaled’ browes blake and piled®® berd;
Of his visage children were aferd.
Ther nas quik-silver, litarge,?' ne brimstoon,
Boras, ceruce, ne oille of Tartre noon,
Ne oynement that wolde clense and byte,
That him mighte helpen of the whelkes?? whyte,
Nor of the knobbes sittinge on his chekes.
Wel loved he garleek, oynons, and eck lekes,
And for to drinken strong wyn, reed as blood; 635
Thanne woulde he speke, and crye as he were

wood.

And whan that he wel dronken hadde the wyn,
Than wolde he speke no word but Latyn.
A fewe termes hadde he, two or thre,
That he had lerned out of som decree;
No wonder is, he herde it al the day;
And eck ye knowen wel how that a jay

625

630

640

8 catch him in arrears. ? farm servant.

10 tricks. 11 in dread.

12 jwelling. 18 trade.

14 srallion, 1 daPplcd.

18 was named. T overcoat.

18 pimpled. 19 scabby.
2 thin and uneven.

" white lead. # pimples.
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Can clepen “Watte?® as wel as can the pope.
But whoso coude in other thing him grope,
Thanne hadde he spent al his philosophye;
Ay “Questio quid juris”** wolde he crye.

He was a gentil harlot®® and a kynde;

A bettre felawe sholde men noght fynde.

He wolde suffre for a quart of wyn,

A good felawe to have his concubyn

A twelf-month, and excuse him atte fulle;
And prively a finch eek coulde he pulle.?®
And if he fond owher®" a good felawe,

He wolde techen him to have non awe,

In swich cas, of the erchedeknes curs,

But-if a mannes soule were in his purs;

For in his purs he sholde y-punisshed be.
“Purs is the erchedeknes helle,” seyde he.

But wel I woot he lyed right in dede;

Of cursing oghte ech gilty man him drede—
For curs wol slee, right as assoilling®® saveth—
And also war him of a significavit.®®

In daunger® hadde he at his owne gyse®
The yonge girles®? of the diocyse,

And knew hir counseil, and was al hir reed.®®
A gerland hadde he set up-on his heed,

As greet as it were for an ale-stake;**

A bokeler hadde he maad him of a cake.
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650
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660

665

With him ther rood a gentil ParbonEr
Of Rouncival,®® his freend and his compeer,
That streight was comen fro the court of Rome.
Ful loude he song, “Com hider, love, to me.”
This somnour bar to him a stif burdoun,?®
Was never trompe of half so greet a soun.
This pardoner hadde heer as yelow as wex,
But smothe it heng, as dooth a strike of flex;
By ounces® henge his lokkes that he hadde,
And ther-with he his shuldres overspradde;
But thinne it lay, by colpons®® oon and oon;
But hood, for jolitee, ne wered he noon,
For it was wrussed up in his walet.
Him. thoughte, he rood al of the newe jet;®

670

675

680

just as a modern parrot can say “Polly.”
3 The question is what part of the law (applies).
 rogue. % fleece a gull. T anywhere.
%8 absolution. % a writ of excommunication,
% control. # discretion.
%% young people of both sexes.
adviser.
¥ sign in front of an ale-house.
% a hospital in London.
% a2 bass accompaniment.
8 shreds. ® fashion.

%7 bunches.
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Dischevele, save his cappe, he rood al bare.
Swiche glaringe eyen hadde he as an hare.

A vernicle*® hadde he sowed on his cappe.
His walet lay biforn him in his lappe,
Bret-ful*! of pardoun come from Rome al hoot.
A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot.

No berd hadde he, ne never sholde have,

As smothe it was as it were late y-shave;

I trowe he were a gelding or a mare.

But of his craft, fro Berwik into Ware,

Ne was ther swich another pardoner.

For in his male*? he hadde a pilwe-beer,*
Which that, he seyde, was our lady** veyl:

He seyde, he hadde a gobet*® of the seyl

That séynt Peter hadde, whan that he wente
Up-on the see, til Jesu Crist him hente.*®

He hadde a croys of latoun,” ful of stones,
And in a glas he hadde pigges bones.

But with thise relikes, whan that he fond

A povre person*® dwelling up-on lond,
Up-on a day he gat him more moneye

Than that the person gat in monthes tweye.
And thus, with feyned flaterye and japes
He made the person and the peple his apes.
But trewely to tellen, atte laste,

He was in chirche a noble ecclesiaste.

Wel coude he rede a lessoun or a storie,

But alderbest*® he song an offertorie;

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe,
He moste preche, and wel affyle™ his tonge,
To winne silver, as he ful wel coude;
Therefore he song so meriely and loude.
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6os

700

705

710

Now have I told you shortly, in a clause, 715
Th'estat, th’array, the nombre, and eek the cause
Why that assembled was this companye
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelrye,
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle.
But now is tyme to yow for to telle
How that we baren us that ilke night,
Whan we were in that hostelrye alight.
And after wol I telle of our viage,

And al the remenaunt of our pilgrimage.
But first I pray you, of your curteisye,

720
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“2a copy of the handkerchief of St. Veronica bearing
the miraculous imprint of the face of Christ.

4 brimful. 2 bag, 4 pillowcase.

“ the blessed Virgin’s. 48 piece.

 caught; cf. Matthew, 14:22-33.

7 an alloy similar to brass.

4 parson.
 best of all. ® polish.
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That ye n’arette it not my vileinye,®
Thogh that I pleynly speke in this matere,
To telle yow hir wordes and hir chere;®
Ne thogh I speke hir wordes properly.
For this ye knowen al-so wel as I, 730
Who-so shal telle a tale after a man,
He moot reherce, as ny as ever he can,
Everich a word, if it be in his charge,
Al speke he never so rudeliche and large;®®
Or elles he moot telle his tale untrewe 735
Or feyne thing, or finde wordes newe.
He may nat spare, al-thogh he were his brother;
He moot as wel seye o word as another.
Crist spak him-self ful brode in holy writ,
And wel ye woot, no vileinye is it. 740
Eek Plato seith, who-so that can him rede,
The wordes mote be cosin to the dede.
Also I prey yow to foryeve it me,
Al have I nat set folk in hir degree®
Here in this tale, as that they sholde stonde; 745
My wit is short, ye may wel understonde.
Greet chere made our hoste us everichon,
And to the soper sette he us anon;
And served us with vitaille at the beste.
Strong was the wyn, and wel to drinke us
leste.%® : 750
A semely man our hoste was with-alle
For to han been a marshal in an halle;
A large man he was with eyen stepe,*®
A fairer burgeys is ther noon in Chepe:®
Bold of his speche, and wys, and wel y-taught, 755
And of manhod®® him lakkede right naught.
Eek therto he was right a mery man,
And after soper pleyen he bigan,
And spak of mirthe amonges othere thinges,
Whan that we hadde maad our rekeninges;*® 760
And seyde thus: “Now, lordinges, trewely,
Ye been to me right welcome hertely:
For by my trouthe, if that I shal nat lye,
I ne saugh this yeer so mery a companye
At ones in this herberwe®® as is now. 765
Fayn wolde I doon yow mirthe, wiste T how.
And of a mirthe I am right now bithought,
To doon yow ese, and it shal coste noght.

%1 That you do not attribute it to my lack of good man-
ners.

2 hehavior. % broadly.

% it pleased us. % bright.

%7 Cheapside, a busy street in London.

%8 physical strength. # paid our bills.

%at once in this inn. .

5 of social rank.
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Ye goon to Caunterbury; God yow spede,
The blisful martir quyte yow your mede.**
And wel I woot, as ye goon by the weye,

Ye shapen yow to talen®® and to pleye;

For trewely, comfort ne mirthe is noon

To ryde by the weye doumb as a stoon;
And therfore wol I maken yow disport, 775
As I seyde erst,’® and doon yow som comfort.
And if yow lyketh alle, by oon assent,

Now for to stonden at my jugement,

And for to werken as I shal yow seye,
To-morwe, whan ye ryden by the weye,
Now, by my fader soule, that is deed,

But ye be merye, I wol yeve yow myn heed.
Hold up your hond, withouten more speche.”

Our counseil was nat longe for to seche;®

Us thoughte it was noght worth to make it

wys,% 785

And graunted him withouten more avys,

And bad him seye his verdit, as him leste.
“Lordinges” quod he, “now herkneth for the

beste;

But tak it not, I prey yow, in desdeyn;

This is the poynt, to speken short and pleyn, 790

That ech of yow, to shorte with your weye,

In this viage, shal telle tales tweye,

To Caunterbury-ward, I mene it so,

And hom-ward he shal tellen othere two,

Of aventures that whylom han bifalle. 795

And which of yow that bereth him best of alle,

That is to seyn, that telleth in this cas

Tales of best sentence and most solas,%®

Shal have a soper at our aller cost®”

Here in this place, sitting by this post, 800

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury.

And for to make yow the more mery,

I wol my-selven gladly with yow ryde,

Right at myn owne cost, and be your gyde.

And who-so wol my jugement witheseye®® 805

Shal paye all that we spenden by the weye.

And if ye vouche-sauf that it be so,

Tel me anon, with-outen wordes mo,

And I wol erly shape me® therfore.”

This thing was graunted, and our othes swore
With ful glad herte, and preyden him also 811
That he wold vouche-sauf for to do so,

770

780

6! give you your reward.
®8 before.

% to debate it.
T at the cost of us all.
% make arrangements,

% You plan to tell stories.
%1t did not take us long to agree
® most instructive and pleasing.
% dispute.
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And that he wolde been our governour,
And of our tales juge and reportour
And sette a soper at a certeyn prys; 815
And we wold reuled been at his devys,
In heigh and lowe; and thus, by oon assent,
We been acorded to his jugement.
And ther-up-on the wyn was fet™ anon;
We dronken, and to reste wente echon, 820
With-outen any lenger taryinge.

A-morwe, whan that day bigan to springe,
Up roos our host, and was our aller cok,™
And gadrede us togidre, alle in a flok,
And forth we riden, a litel more than pas,”? 825
Un-to the watering of seint Thomas.™
And there our host bigan his hors areste,
And seyde: “Lordinges, herkneth, if you leste.
Ye woot your forward,” and I it yow recorde.”™
If even-song and morwe-song acorde, 830
Lat see now who shal telle the firste tale.
As ever mote I drinke wyn or ale,
Who-so be rebel to my jugement
Shal paye for al that by the weye is spent.
Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer twinne;™® 835
He which that hath the shortest shal biginne.
Sire knight,” quod he, “my maister and my lord,
Now draweth cut, for that is myn acord.
Cometh neer,” quod he, “my lady prioresse;
And ye, sir clerk, lat be your shamfastnesse, 840
Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every man.”

Anon to drawen every wight bigan,
And, shortly for to tellen as it was,
Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas,
The sothe is this, the cut fil to the knight, 845
Of which ful blythe and glad was every wight:
And telle he moste his tale, as was resoun,
By forward and by composicioun,
As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo?
And whan this goode man saugh that it was

S0, 8s0

As he that wys was and obedient
To kepe forward by his free assent,
He seyde, “Sin I shal biginne the game,
What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name!
Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seye.” 855
And with that word we ryden forth our weye;

70 fetched. M the cock who waked us all.
"2 faster than a walk.

"2 brook two miles from Southwark.

¢ agreement. 78 remind.

" Now draw lots before we go any further.
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And he bigan with right a mery chere
His tale anon, and seyde in this manere.

The Nun’s Priest’s Tale

Chaucer is at his most amiable in this deliciously
witty tale, taken from the beast-fable of Reynard the
Fox. It is cast in the mock-heroic style, and the char-
acterizations are inimitably Chaucerian.

Heere biginneth the Nunnes Preestes Tale

A povre widwe somdel stape® in age,
Was whylom dwelling in a narwe cotage,
Bisyde a grove, stonding in a dale.
This widwe, of which I telle yow my tale,
Sin thilke day that she was last a wyf, 5
In pacience ladde a ful simple lyf,
For litel was hir catel? and hir rente;?
By housbondrye,* of such as God hir sente,
She fond® hir-self, and eek hir doghtren two.
Three large sowes hadde she, and namo, 10
Three kyn, and eek a sheep that highte® Malle.
Ful sooty was hir bour, and eek hir halle,
In which she eet ful many a sclendre meel.
Of poynaunt sauce hir neded never a deel.
No deyntee morsel passed thurgh hir throte; 15
Hir dyete was accordant to” hir cote.
Repleccioun® ne made hir nevere syk;
Attempree® dyete was al hir phisyk,
And exercyse, and hertes suffisaunce.
The goute lette hir no-thing!® for to daunce, 20
N’ apoplexye shente!! nat hir heed;
No wyn ne drank she, neither whyt ne reed:
Hir bord was served most with whyt and blak,
Milk and broun breed, in which she fond no lak.
Seynd!? bacoun, and somtyme an ey'® or tweye, 25
For she was as it were a maner deye.!*

A yerd she hadde, enclosed al aboute
With stikkes, and a drye dich with-oute,
In which she hadde a cok, hight Chauntecleer,

In al the land of crowing nas'® his peer. 30
1 advanced. % property. $income.
¢ economy. 8 supported. ® was named.
"in keeping with. 8 overeating. ® moderate.
19did not at all prevent her from. injure.
singed. Begg. 1 dairy-woman.
18 was not.
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His vois was merier than the merye orgon
On messe-dayes that in the chirche gon;
Wel sikerer'® was his crowing in his logge,
Than is a clokke, or an abbey orlogge.!”
By nature knew he ech ascencioun 35
Of equinoxial in thilke toun;
For whan degrees fiftene'® were ascended,
Thanne crew he, that it mighte nat ben amended.!®
His comb was redder than the fyn coral,
And batailed,?® as it were a castel-wal. 40
His bile was blak, and as the jeet it shoon;
Lyk asur were his legges, and his toon;*
His nayles whytter than the lilie flour,
And lyk the burned gold was his colour.
This gentil cok hadde in his governaunce 45
Sevene hennes, for to doon al his pleasunce,
Whiche were his sustres and his paramours,
And wonder lyk to him, as of colours.
Of whiche the faireste hewed on hir .throte
Was cleped faire damoysele Pertelote. 50
Curteys she was, discreet and debonaire,
And compaignable, and bar hir-self so faire,
Sin thilke day that she was seven night old,
That trewly she hath the herte in hold
Of Chauntecleer loken in every lith;?? 55
He loved hir so, that wel him was therwith.
But such a joye was it to here him singe,
Whan that the brighte sonne gan to springe,
In swete accord, “my lief is faren in londe”;*®
For thilke tyme, as I have understonde, 60
Bestes and briddes coude speke and singe.

And so bifel, that in the daweninge,
As Chauntecleer among his wyves alle
Sat on his perche, that was in the halle,
And next him sat this faire Pertelote, 65
This Chauntecleer gan gronen in his throte,
As man that in his dreem is drecched®* sore.
And whan that Pertelote thus herde him rore,
She was agast, and seyde, “O herte dere!
What eyleth yow, to grone in this manere? 70
Ye been a verray®® sleper; fy, for shame!”

And he answerde and seyde thus: “Madame,
I pray yow that ye take it nat agrief;
By God, me mette?® I was in swich meschief

18 more certain. 17 clock.
18 the passage of an hour. *improved upon.
20 with battlements. 1 toes.

#]ocked in every limb.
B The first line of a song beginning “My love has

gone to the country.”
# troubled. 8 true. %1 dreamed.
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Right now, that yet myn herte is sore afright. 75

Now God,” quod he, “my swevene rede?” aright,

And kepe my body out of foul prisoun!

Me mette how that I romed up and doun

Withinne our yerd, wher as I saugh a beste

Was lyk an hound, and wolde han maad areste

Upon my body, and han had me deed. &

His colour was bitwixe yelow and reed,

And tipped was his tail, and bothe his eres,

With blak, unlyk the remenant of his heres;

His snowte smal, with glowinge eyen tweye. 85

Yet of his look for feere almost I deye;

This caused me my groning doutelees.
“Avoy!” quod she, “fy on yow, hertelees!?®

Allas!” quod she, “for by that God above!

Now han ye lost myn herte and al my love. 90

I can not love a coward, by my feith!

For certes, what so any womman seith,

We alle desyren, if it mighte be,

To han housbondes hardy, wyse, and free,

And secree,®® and no nigard, ne no fool, 95

Ne him that is agast of every tool,3!

Ne noon avauntour,? by that God above!

How dorste ye seyn, for shame, unto your love

That any thing mighte make yow aferd?

Have ye no mannes herte, and han a berd? 100
“Allas! and conne ye been agast of swevenis?

No thing, God wot, but vanitee in sweven is.

Swevenes engendren of replecciouns,®

And ofte of fume® and of complecciouns,

Whan humours®® been to habundant in a wight. 105
“Certes this dreem, which ye han met to-

night,

Cometh of the greet superfluitee

Of your rede colera, pardee,

Which causeth folk to dreden in hir dremes

Of arwes, and of fyr with rede lemes,3® 110

Of rede beestes, that they wol hem byte,

Of contek,’ and of whelpes, grete and lyte;

Right as the humour of malencolye

Causeth ful many a man in sleep to crye,

For fere of blake beres, or boles®® blake, 11§

Or elles blake develes wole hem take.

Of othere humours coude I telle also,

28

8 without doubt.
80 gecret, discreet,
88 overeating.

T interpret my dream.
 without courage.
81 weapon. ®2 boaster.
vapors due to overeating.
8 For the four humors, see the Prologue, lines 333
and 421 and notes.
88 bulls.

% fames. 87 conflict.
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That werken many a man in sleep ful wo;

But I wol passe as lightly as I can.

Lo, Catoun,®® which that was so wys a man, 120

Seyde he nat thus, “Ne do no fors*® of dremes”?

“Now, sire,” quod she, “whan we flee fro the

bemes,

For Goddes love, as tak som laxatyf.

Up*! peril of my soule, and of my lyf,

I conseille yow the beste, I wol nat lye, 125

That bothe of colere and of malencolye

Ye purge yow; and for ye shal nat tarie,

Though in this toun is noon apothecarie,

I shal myself to herbes techen yow

That shul been for your hele, and for your
prow;*?

And in our yerd tho herbes shal I fynde, 131

The whiche han of hir propretee, by kynde,*

To purge yow, binethe and eek above.

Forget nat this, for Goddes owne love!

Ye been ful colerik of compleccioun. 135

Ware the sonne in his ascencioun

Ne fynde yow nat repleet of humours hote;

And if it do, I dar wel leye a grote**

That ye shul have a fevere terciane,*®

Or an agu, that may be your bane.*® 140

A day or two ye shul have digestyves

Of wormes, er ye take your laxatyves

Of lauriol, centaure and fumetere,

Or elles of ellebor that groweth there,

Of catapuce or of gaytres beryis,*? 145

Of herbe yve, growing in our yerd, that mery is;

Pekke hem up right as they growe, and ete hem in;

Be mery, housbond, for your fader kin!

Dredeth*® no dreem; I can sey yow namore.”

“Madame,” quod he, “graunt mercy*® of your

lore, 150

But natheless, as touching daun® Catoun,

That hath of wisdom swich a greet renoun,

% This passage refers to the Distichs of Dionysius Cato,
a collection of sayings of uncertain authorship which were
well known in the Middle Ages.

9 pay no attention to “on,

“?for your health and for your benefit.

% nature. 4 wager a groat.

S tertian fever, one that recurs every third day.

 death,

4" dogwood berries. The drugs mentioned were all
used as laxatives in the Middle Ages.

4 The imperative plural and also the polite form of
dread.

“ many thanks.

%2 title of respect from Latin dominus (master); cf.
Spanish don.
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Though that he bad no dremes for to drede,

By God, men may in olde bookes rede

Of many a man, more of auctoritee 155
Than evere Catoun was, so moot I thee!5!

That al the revers seyn of his sentence,

And han wel founden by experience

That dremes been significaciouns,

As wel of joye as tribulaciouns, 160
That folk enduren in this lyf present.

Ther nedeth make of this noon argument,

The verray preve®® sheweth it in dede.

“Oon of the gretteste auctours that men rede
Seith thus, that whylom two felawes wente 165
On pilgrimage, in a ful good entente;

And happed so they comen in a toun,

Wher as ther was swich congregacioun

Of peple, and eek so streit of herbergage,®

That they ne founde as muche as'o cotage 170
In which they bothe mighte y-logged be.
Wherfor thay mosten, of necessitee,

As for that night, departen compaignye;

And ech of hem goth to his hostelrye,

And took his logging as it wolde falle. 175
That oon of hem was logged in a stalle,

Fer in a yerd, with oxen of the plough;

That other man was logged wel y-nough,

As was his aventure, or his fortune,

That us governeth alle as in commune. 180

“And so bifel, that, longe er it were day,

This man mette in his bed, ther-as he lay,

How that his felawe gan up-on him calle,

And seyde, ‘allas! for in an oxes stalle

This night I shal be mordred ther I lye. 185

Now help me, dere brother, er I dye;

In alle haste com to me,’ he sayde.

This man out of his sleep for fere abrayde;*®

But whan that he was wakned of his sleep,

He turned him, and took of this no keep;®® 190

Him thoughte his dreem nas but a vanitee.

Thus twyés in his sleping dremed he.

And atte thridde tyme yet his felawe

Cam, as him thoughte, and seide, ‘I am now
slawe;%7

Bihold my bloody woundes, depe and wyde! 195

Arys up erly in the morwe-tyde,

And at the west gate of the toun,’ quod he,

‘A carte ful of dong ther shaltow see,

®2 opinion.
52 lack of lodgings.
% paid no attention. % slain.

% 5o may I prosper.
58 true test.
88 started up,
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In which my body is hid ful prively;

Do thilke carte aresten boldely. 200
My gold caused my mordre, sooth to sayn;’

And tolde him every poynt how he was slayn,
With a ful pitous face, pale of hewe.

And truste wel, his dreem he fond ful trewe;
For on the morwe, as sone as it was day, 205
To his felawes in he took the way;

And whan that he cam to this oxes stalle,

After his felawe he bigan to calle.

“The hostiler answered him anon,

And seyde, ‘sire, your felawe is agon, 210
As sone as day he wente out of the toun.’

This man gan fallen in suspecioun,
Remembring on his dremes that he mette,

And forth he goth, no lenger wolde he lette,
Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond 215
A dong-carte, as it were to donge lond,

That was arrayed in the same wyse

As ye han herd the dede man devyse;

And with an hardy herte he gan to crye
Vengeaunce and justice of this felonye:— 220
‘My felawe mordred is this same night,

And in this carte he lyth gapinge upright.

I crye out on the ministres,” quod he,

“That sholden kepe and reulen this citee;
Harrow! allas! her lyth my felawe slayn!’ 225
What sholde I more un-to this tale sayn?

The peple out-sterte, and caste the cart to grounde,
And in the middel of the dong they founde

The dede man, that mordred was al newe,.

“O blisful god, that art so just and trewe! 230
Lo, how that thou biwreyest®® mordre alway!
Mordre wol out, that see we day by day.
Mordre is so wlatsom® and abhominable
To god, that is so just and resonable,

That he ne wol nat suffre it heled be; 235
Though it abyde a yeer, or two, or three,
Mordre wol out, this my conclusioun.

And right anoon, ministres of that toun

Han hent the carter, and so sore him pyned,*

And eek the hostiler so sore engyned,’! « 340,

That thay biknewe®® hir wikkednesse anoon,
And were an-hanged by the nekke-boon.

“Here may men scen that dremes been to drede.
And certes, in the same book I rede,
Right in the nexte chapitre after this, 245
(I gabbe® nat, so have I joye or blis,)
Two men that wolde han passed over see,
For certeyn cause, in-to a fer contree,

% tortured.

% makest known.  ® disgusting.
 speak idly.

1 tortured.  *? acknowledged.
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If that the wind ne hadde been contrarie,

That made hem in a citee for to tarie, as0

That stood ful mery upon an haven-syde.

But on a day, agayn® the even-tyde,

The wind gan chaunge, and blew right as hem

leste.

Jolif and glad they wente un-to hir reste,

And casten hem ful erly for to saille; as5

But to that 00% man fil a greet mervaille.

That oon of hem, in sleping as he lay,

Him mette a2 wonder dreem, agayn the day.

Him thoughte a man stood by his beddes syde,

And him comaunded, that he sholde abyde, 260

And seyde him thus, ‘if thou to-morwe wende,

Thou shalt be dreynt;*® my tale is at an ende.’

He wook, and tolde his felawe what he mette,

And preyde him his viage for to lette;®”

As for that day, he preyde him to abyde. 265

His felawe, that lay by his beddes syde,

Gan for to laughe, and scorned him ful faste.

‘No dreem,” quod he, ‘may so myn herte agaste,

That 1 wol lette for to do my thinges.

I sette not a straw by thy dreminges, 270

For swevenes been but vanitees and japes.®®

Men dreme al-day of owles or of apes,

And eke of many a mase therwithal;

Men dreme of thing that never was ne shal.

But sith I see that thou wolt heer abyde, 275

And thus for-sleuthen® wilfully thy tyde,™

God wot it reweth me;™ and have good day.’

And thus he took his leve, and wente his way.

But er that he hadde halfe his cours y-seyled,

Noot I nat why, ne what mischaunce it eyled, 380

But casuelly™ the shippes botme rente,

And ship and man under the water wente

In sighte of othere shippes it byside,

That with hem seyled at the same tyde.

And therfor, faire Pertelote so dere, 285

By swiche ensamples olde maistow lere,

That no man sholde been to recchelees™

Of dremes, for I sey thee, doutelees,

That many a dreem ful sore is for to drede.
“Lo, in the lyf of seint Kenelm, I rede, 290

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble king

Of Mercenrike,”* how Kenelm mette a thing;

A lyte er he was mordred, on a day,

* toward. % one. % drowned.
 put off. %8 jokes.

% Jose through sloth.

™ time. "1 am sorry. " by chance.
"8 heedless. ¢ Mercia.
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His mordre in his avisioun he say.™

His norice him expouned every del 295

His sweven, and bad him for to kepe him wel

For traisoun; but he nas but seven yeer old,

And therfore litel tale hath he told™

Of any dreem, so holy was his herte.

By god, I hadde lever™ than my sherte

That ye had rad his legende, as have L.

Dame Pertelote, I sey yow trewely,

Macrobeus,™ that writ th’avisioun

In Affrike of the worthy Cipioun,

Affermeth dremes, and seith that they been 305

Warning of thinges that men after seen.
“And forther-more, I pray yow loketh wel

In th'olde testament, of Daniel,”

If he held dremes any vanitee.

Reed eek of Joseph,®® and ther shul ye see

Wher dremes ben somtyme (I sey nat alle)

Warning of thinges that shul after falle.

Loke of Egipt the king, daun Pharao,

His bakere and his boteler also,

Wher they ne felte noon effect in dremes.

Who-so wol seken actes of sondry remes,*

May rede of dremes many a wonder thing.
“Lo Cresus,%2 which that was of Lyde king,

Mette he nat that he sat upon a tree,

Which signified he sholde anhanged be?

Lo heer Andromacha,® Ectores wyf,

That day that Ector sholde lese his lyf,

She dremed on the same night biforn,

How that the lyf of Ector sholde be lorn,

If thilke day he wente in-to bataille;

She warned him, but it mighte nat availle;

He wente for to fighte nathelees,

But he was slayn anoon of Achilles.

But thilke tale is al to long to telle,

And eck it is ny day, I may nat dwelle.

Shortly I seye, as for conclusioun,

That I shal han of this avisioun

Adversitee; and I seye forther-more,

That I ne telle of laxatyves no store,

For they ben venimous, I woot it wel;

I hem defye, I love hem never a del.
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" saw.

™ littde importance has he ascribed.
™ rather.

™ The writer, in the early fifth century, of the com-

mentary on Cicero’s Somnium Scipionis.
" See Daniel, chapter 2.
% See Genesis, chapters 37, 40, 41.
" king of Lydia (603?-546 B.C.).
® the wife of Hector in Homer's lliad.

8 realms.
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“Now let us speke of mirthe, and stinte® al
this;

Madame Pertelote, so have I blis,
Of o thing god hath sent me large grace;
For whan I see the beautee of your face, 340
Ye ben so scarlet-reed about your yén,
It maketh al my drede for to dyen;
For, also siker®® as In principio,
Mulier est hominis confusio;®®
Madame, the sentence of this Latin is— 345
Womman is mannes joye and al his blis.
For whan I fele a-night your softe syde,
Al-be-it that I may nat on you ryde,
For that our perche is maad so narwe, alas!
I am so ful of joye and of solas
That I defye bothe sweven and dreem.”
And with that word he fley doun fro the beem,
For it was day, and eek his hennes alle;
And with a chuk he gan hem for to calle,
For he had founde a corn,®” lay in the yerd. - 355
Royal he was, he was namore aferd;
He fethered Pertelote twenty tyme,
And trad as ofte, er that it was pryme.
He loketh as it were a grim leoun;®®
And on his toos he rometh up and doun, 360
Him deyned not to sette his foot to grounde.
He chukketh, whan he hath a corn y-founde,
And to him rennen thanne his wyves alle.
Thus royal, as a prince is in his halle,
Leve I this Chauntecleer in his pasture; 365
And after wol I telle his aventure.

Whan that the month in which the world bigan,
That highte March, whan god first maked man,
Was complet, and passed were also,

Sin March bigan, thritty dayes and two,

Bifel that Chauntecleer, in al his pryde,

His seven wyves walking by his syde,

Caste up his eyen to the brighte sonne,

That.in the signe of Taurus®® hadde y-ronne

Twenty degrees and oon, and somewhat more; 375

And knew by kynde,” and by noon other lore,

That it was pryme,” and crew with blisful
stevene.?

84 stop. 85 sure.

% “In the beginning, etc.” (cf. p. 122, note 32); “woman
is man’s confusion.”

! grain. * lion.

% The sign of the Zodiac in which the sun passed from
April 20 to May 20.

% nature.

% the first hour in the morning, some time between six
and nine o'clock.
” voice.

350

370
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“The sonne,” he sayde, “is clomben up on hevene
Fourty degrees and oon, and more, y-wis.’®
Madame Pertelote, my worldes blis,
Herkneth thise blisful briddes how they singe,
And see the fresshe floures how they springe;
Ful is myn herte of revel and solas.”
But sodeinly him fil a sorweful cas;*
For ever the latter ende of joye is wo.
God woot that worldly joye is sone ago;
And if a rethor®® coude faire endyte,
He in a cronique® saufly mighte it wryte,
As for a sovereyn notabilitee.?®
Now every wys man, lat him herkne me;
This storie is al-so trewe, I undertake,
As is the bok of Launcelot de Lake,”®
That wommen holde in ful gret reverence.
Now wol I torne agayn to my sentence.

A col-fox, ful of sly iniquitee,
That in the grove hadde woned! yeres three,
By heigh imaginacioun forn-cast,?
The same night thurgh-out the hegges brast®
Into the yerd, ther Chauntecleer the faire
Was wont, and eek his wyves, to repaire;
And in a bed of wortes* stille he lay,
Til it was passed undern® of the day,
Wayting his tyme on Chauntecleer to falle;
As gladly doon thise homicydes alle
That in awayt liggen® to mordre men.

O false mordre, lurking in thy den!
O newe Scariot,” newe Genilon!®
False dissimilour, O Greek Sinoun,®
That broghtest Troye al outrely to sorwe!
O Chauntecleer, acursed be that morwe,
That thou into that yerd fleigh fro the bemes!
Thou were ful wel y-warned by thy dremes
That thilke day was perilous to thee.
But what that God forwot'® mot nedes be,
After the opinioun of certeyn clerkis,
Witnesse on him that any parfit clerk is,
That in scole is greet altercacioun
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415

% indeed. 9 sad happening.
% gone. % rhetorician.
97 chronicle. 98 2 worthy saying.

% the hero of Arthurian romance and lover of Guenevere.

L dwelt.

% foreordained through dxvme knowledge.

® burst. 4 herbs. ® mid-morning,.

"Judas Iscariot, who betrayed Christ.

‘Ganelon, who betrayed Roland. Cf. p. 58.
®who persuaded the Trojans to admit the wooden

horse through which the city was captured.
19 foreknew.

% lie.
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In this matere, and greet disputisoun,
And hath ben of an hundred thousand men.
But I ne can not bulte it to the bren,*!
As can the holy doctour Augustyn,?
Or Boece,'® or the bishop Bradwardyn,*
Whether that Goddes worthy forwiting
Streyneth!® me nedely for to doon a thing,—
Nedely clepe I simple necessitee,—
Or elles if free choys be graunted me
To do that same thing, or do it noght,
Though God forwot it, er that it was wroght;
Or if his witing streyneth nevere a del,
But by necessitee condicionel.
I wol nat han to do of swich matere,
My tale is of a cok, as ye may here,
That took his counseil of his wyf, with sorwe,
To walken in the yerd upon that morwe
That he had met that dreem that I of tolde.
Wommennes counseils been ful ofte colde;
Wommannes counseils broghte us first to wo,
And made Adam fro Paradys to go,
Ther as he was ful mery, and wel at ese.
But for I noot,’® to whom it mighte displese, 440
If I counseil of wommen wolde blame,
Passe over, for I seyde it in my game,'”
Rede auctours where they trete of swich matere,
And what they seyn of wommen ye may here;
Thise been the cokkes wordes, and nat myne; 445
I kan noon harme of no womman divynel

Faire in the sond,' to bathe hire merily,
Lyth Pertelote, and alle hir sustres by,
Agayn the sonne; and Chauntecleer so free
Song merier than the mermayde in the see; 450
For Phisiologus™ seith sikerly,
How that they singen wel and merily.

And so bifel, that as he caste his yé
Among the wortes, on a boterflye,
He was war of this fox that lay ful lowe.
No-thing ne liste him thanne for to crowe,?°
But cryde anon, “Cok, cok!” and up he sterte,
As man that was affrayed in his herte.

420

425

430

435

455

111 cannot sift it to the bran.

2one of the Fathers of the Church (354-430).

12 Boethius (4807-524?), author of Consolation of
Philosophy, which was widely read in the Middle Ages.

Thomas Bradwardine, an Oxford theologian and
author of On the Cause of God. He died in 1349.

18 forces. 18 know not.

1725 a joke. 18 sand.

2 book in Latin verse which described the nature
of various animals, with allegorical interpretations.

% he had no desire to crow.
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For naturelly a beest desyreth flee

Fro his contrarie, if he may it see, 460

Though he never erst hadde seyn it with his y&.
This Chauntecleer, whan he gan him espye,

He wolde han fled, but that the fox anon

Seyde, “Gentil sire, allas! wher wol ye gon?

Be ye affrayed of me that am your freend? 465

Now, certes, I were worse than a feend,

If I to yow wolde harm or vileinye.

I am nat come your conseil for tespye,

But trewely the cause of my cominge

Was only for to herkne how that ye singe;

For trewely, ye have as mery a stevene

As any aungel hath, that is in hevene;

Therwith ye han in musik more felinge

Than hadde Boece, or any that can singe.

My lord your fader, (God his soule blesse!)

And eek your moder, of hir gentillesse,

Han in myn hous y-been to my gret ese;

And certes, sire, ful fayn wolde I yow plese.

But for men speke of singing, I wol seye,

So mote I brouke?! wel myne eyen tweye,

Save yow, I herde never man so singe

As dide your fader in the morweninge;

Certes, it was of herte, al that he song.

And for to make his voys the more strong,

He wolde so peyne him that with both his yén 485

He moste winke,?? so loude he wolde cryen;

And stonden on his tiptoon therwithal,

And stretche forth his nekke, long and smal.?®

And eck he was of swich discrecioun

That ther nas no man in no regioun

That him in song or wisdom mighte passe.

I have weel rad, in daun Burnel the Asse,*

Among his vers, how that ther was a cok,

For that a prestes sone yaf him a knok

Upon his leg, whyl he was yong and nyce, 495

He made him for to lese his benefyce.

But certeyn, ther nis no comparisoun

Bitwix the wisdom and discrecioun

Of your fader and of his subtiltee.

Now singeth, sire, for seinte charitee;

Lat se, conne ye your fader countrefete.
This Chauntecleer his winges gan to bete,

As man that coude his tresoun nat espye,
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2 yse.

2 close his eyes. 8 narrow.
2

a satirical poem of the late twelfth century by Nigel
Wireker. In this poem the injured cock fails to crow and
wake his injurer until too late for him to receive his
henefice, or position, in the Church.

8 imitate.
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So was he ravisshed with his flaterye.

Allas! ye lordes, many a fals flatour
Is in your courtes, and many a losengeour,?®
That plesen yow wel more, by my feith,
Than he that soothfastnesse unto yow seith.
Redeth Ecclesiaste®” of flaterye;

Beth war, ye lordes, of hir trecherye.

This Chauntecleer stood hye up-on his toos
Strecching his nekke, and held his eyen cloos,
And gan to crowe loude for the nones,

And daun Russell, the fox, sterte up at ones,
And by the gargat®® hente Chauntecleer, 515
And on his bak toward the wode him beer;

For yet ne was ther no man that him sewed.?

O destinee, that mayst nat ben eschewed!
Alas, that Chauntecleer fleigh fro the bemes!
Allas, his wyf ne roghte®® nat of dremes!
And on a Friday fil al this meschaunce.

O Venus, that art goddesse of plesaunce,
Sin that thy servant was this Chauntecleer,
And in thy service dide al his poweer,

More for delyt, than world to multiplye, 525
Why woldestow suffre him on thy day to dye?®

O Gaufred,* dere mayster soverayn,

That, whan thy worthy king Richard was slayn
With shot, compleynedest his deth so sore!

Why ne hadde I now thy sentence, and thy lore,
The Friday for to chide, as diden ye?— 531
For on a Friday, soothly, slayn was he.

Than wolde I shewe yow how that I coude pleyne
For Chauntecleres drede, and for his peyne.

Certes, swich cry, ne lamentacioun, 535
Was nevere of ladies maad whan Ilioun
Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streite swerd,
Whan he hadde hent king Priam by the berd,
And slayn him,—as saith us Eneydos,—2®
As maden alle the hennes in the clos, 540
Whan they had seyn of Chauntecleer the sighte.
But sovereynly dame Pertelote shrighte,*

Ful louder than dide Hasdrubales®® wyf,
Whan that hir housbonde hadde lost his lyf,
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28 flatterer.

3 the Apocryphal book of Ecclestasticus.
28 throat. * pursued.

% recked.

81 Friday was Venus's day. Cf. French vendredi, Latin
venerss dies.

82 Geoffrey de Vinsauf, who, about 1200, wrote a poem
containing a diatribe against Friday, the day on which
King Richard died.

8 Virgil’s Aeneid. ® shricked.

% the king of Carthage when it was sacked, 146 B.C.
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And that the Romayns hadde brend Cartage,— 545
She was so ful of torment and of rage,
That wilfully into the fyr she sterte,
And brende hir-selven with a stedefast herte.

O woeful hennes, right so cryden ye,
As, whan that Nero®® brende the citee 550
Of Rome, cryden senatoures wyves,
For that hir housbondes losten alle hir lyves;
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slayn.
Now wol 1 torne to my tale agayn.

This sely®” widwe, and eek hir doghtres two, 555
Herden thise hennes crye and maken wo,
And out at dores sterten they anoon,
And syen the fox toward the grove goon,
And bar upon his bak the cok away;
And cryden, “Out! harrow! and weyl-away! 560
Ha! ha! the fox!” and after him they ran,
And eek with staves many another man;
Ran Colle, our dogge, and Talbot, and Gerland
And Malkin, with a distaf in hir hand;
Ran cow and calf, and eck the verray hogges, 565
So were they fered for berking of the dogges,
And shouting of the men and wommen cke;
They ronne so, hem thoughte hir herte breke.
They yelleden, as feendes doon in helle;
The dokes®® cryden, as men wolde hem quelle;®
The gees, for fere, flown over the trees; 571
Out of the hyve cam the swarm of bees;
So hidous was the noyse, a benedicite!
Certes, he Iakke Straw,*® and his meynee,*!
Ne maden never shoutes half so shrille, 575
Whan that they wolden any Fleming kille,
As thilke day was maad upon the fox.
Of bras they broghten bemes,*? and of box,*®
Of horn, of boon, in whiche they blewe and

pouped,

And therwithal thay shryked and they houped; 580
It semed as that heven sholde falle.
Now, gode men, I pray yow herkneth alle!

Lo, how fortune turneth sodeinly
The hope and pryde eek of hir enemy!
This cok, that lay upon the foxes bak, 585
In al his drede, un-to the fox he spak,
And seyde, “sire, if that I were as ye,
Yet sholde I seyn (as wis god helpe me#t),
Turneth agayn, ye proude cherles alle!

8 Emperor of Rome. The fire took place in 64 A.D.

87 simple, poor. 8 dJucks. 9 Lill,

“In 1381 Jack Straw led an uprising of peasants
against Flemish weavers in England.

4 crowd. 42 trumpets.
4 as surely as God may help me.

2 boxwood.
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A verray pestilence up-on yow falle! 590
Now am I come un-to this wodes syde,
Maugree*® your heed, the cok shal heer abyde;
I wol him ete in feith, and that anon.”—
The fox answerde, “in feith, it shal be don,”—
And as he spak that word, al sodeinly 595
This cok brak from his mouth deliverly,*®
And heighe up-on a tree he fleigh anon.
And whan the fox saugh that he was y-gon,
“Allas!” quod he, “O Chauntecleer, allas!
I have to yow,” quod he, “y-doon trespas, 600
In-as-muche as I maked yow aferd,
Whan I yow hente, and broghte out of the yerd;
But, sire, I dide it in no wikke entente;
Com doun, and I shal telle yow what I mente.
I shal seye sooth to yow, god help me so.” 605
“Nay than,” quod he, “I shrewe*” us bothe two,
And first I shrewe my-self, bothe blood and bones,
If thou bigyle me ofter than ones.
Thou shalt na-more, thurgh thy flaterye,
Do me to singe and winke with myn yé.
For he that winketh, whan he sholde see,
Al wilfully, god lat him never theel™®
“Nay,” quod the fox, “but god yeve him mes-
chaunce,

That is so undiscreet of governaunce,
That jangleth whan he sholde holde his pees.” 615

Lo, swich it is for to be recchelees,*®
And necligent, and truste on flaterye.
But ye that holden this tale a folye,
As of a fox, or of a cok and hen,
Taketh the moralitee, good men, 620
For seint Paul seith, that al that writen is,
To our doctryne it is y-write, y-wis.
Taketh the fruyt, and lat the chaf be stille.

Now, gode god, if that it be thy wille,
As seith my lord, so make us alle good men; 625
And bringe us to his heighe blisse. Amen.

610

Here is ended the Nonnes Preestes Tale.

The Pardoner’s Tale

The portrait of the Pardoner, seller of indulgences,
is ruthless in its satire. (For a similar portrait see the
tale from the Decameron, above.) He is, as Professor
Kittredge has remarked, the one lost soul among the
pilgrims.

4 quickly. 4 curse.

$in spite of.
49 ~qreless.

# prosper.
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It is by the same irony that Chaucer has him tell a
dramatic moral tale which only the most callous of
such men could tell, inasmuch as it is a commentary
on his own corruption. When he has concluded, he
has the impudence to try to sell his wares to the
company.

Her folweth the Prologe of the Pardoners Tale

Radix malorum est Cupiditas: Ad
Thimotheum, sexto}

“Lordings,” quod he, “in chirches whan I preche,
I peyne me to han an hauteyn speche,?
And ringe it out as round as gooth a belle,
For I can® al by rote that I telle,
My theme is alwey oon, and ever was— 5
‘Radix malorum est Cupiditas.

First I pronounce whennes that I come,
And than my bulles* shewe I, alle and somme.
Our lige lordes seel on my patente,
That shewe I first, my body to warente, 10
That no man be so bold, ne preest ne clerk,
Me to destourbe of Cristes holy werk;
And after that than telle I forth my tales,
Bulles of popes and of cardinales,
Of patriarkes, and bishoppes I shewe; 15
And in Latyn I speke a wordes fewe,
To saffron with® my predicacioun,
And for to stire men to devocioun.
Than shewe I forth my longe cristal stones,
Y-crammed ful of cloutes® and of bones; 20
Reliks been they, as wenen they echoon.
Than have I in latoun” a sholder-boon
Which that was of an holy Jewes shepe.
‘Good men,’ seye I, ‘tak of my wordes kepe;®
If that this boon be wasshe in any welle, 25
If cow, or calf, or sheep, or oxe swelle
That any worm® hath ete, or worm y-stonge,
Tak water of that welle, and wash his tonge,
And it is hool anon; and forthermore,
Of pokkes and of scabbe, and every sore 30
Shal every sheep be hool, that of this welle
Drinketh a draughte; tak kepe eck what I telle.
If that the good-man, that the bestes oweth,!®

! The root of evils is avarice. } Timothy, 6: 10.
*1 take pains to speak in a lofty manner.

know. ¢ documents giving him authority.
Sadd flavor to. 9 rags. 7 a brass-like alloy.
® heed. 9 snake, 19 owneth.
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Wol every wike,!! er that the cok him croweth,
Fastinge, drinken of this welle a draughte, 35
As thilke holy Jewe our eldres taughte,
His bestes and his stoor'? shal multiplye.
And, sirs, also it heleth jalousye;
For, though a man be falle in jalous rage,
Let maken with this water his potage, 40
And never shal he more his wyf mistriste,
Though he the sooth of hir defaute wiste;
Al had she taken preestes two or three.
Heer is a miteyn eck, that ye may see.
He that his hond wol putte in this miteyn, 45
He shal have multiplying of his greyn,
Whan he hath sowen, be it whete or otes,
So that he offre pens, or elles grotes.
Good men and wommen, o thing warne I
yow,
If any wight!® be in this chirche now, 50
That hath doon sinne horrible, that he
Dar nat, for shame, of it y-shriven be,
Or any womman, be she yong or old,
That hath y-maad hir housbond cokewold,**
Swich folk shul have no power ne no grace 55
To offren to my reliks in this place.
And who-so findeth him out of swich blame,
He wol com up and offre in goddes name,
And T assoille’® him by the auctoritee,
Which that by bulle y-graunted was to me.’ 6o
By this gaude® have I wonne, yeer by yeer,
An hundred mark?7 sith I was Pardoner.
I stonde lyk a clerk in my pulpet,
And whan the lewed*® peple is doun y-set,
I preche, so as ye han herd bifore, 65
And telle an hundred false japes'® more.
Than peyne I me to strecche forth the nekke,
And est and west upon the peple I bekke,?®
As doth a dowve sitting on a berne.
Myn hondes and my tonge goon so yerne,*! 70
That it is joye to see my bisinesse.
Of avaryce and of swich cursednesse
Is al my preching, for to make hem free
To yeve her pens, and namely** un-to me.
For my entente is nat but for to winne, 75
And no-thing for correccioun of sinne.

1 week., 12 fivestock. 13 person.

1 cuckold (husband of an unfaithful wife).

18 absolve. 16 trick.

1 Two-thirds of a pound sterling. In modern value a
hundred marks would be close to ten thousand dollars.

18 jgnorant. 19 ¢ricks, jokes. 2 nod

2 briskly. 32 e5pecially.
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I rekke never, whan that they ben beried,
Though that her soules goon a-blake-beried!?
For certes, many a predicacioun

Cometh ofte tyme of yvel entencioun;

Som for plesaunce of folk and flaterye,

To been avaunced by ipocrisye,

And some for veyne glorie, and some for hate.

For, whan I dar non other weyes debate,
Than wol I stinge him with my tonge smerte
In preching, so that he shal nat asterte®
To been defamed falsly, if that he
Hath trespased to my brethren or to me.
For, though I telle noght his propre®® name,
Men shal wel knowe that it is the same
By signes and by othere circumstances.
Thus quyte I folk that doon us displesances;
Thus spitte I out my venim under hewe
Of holynesse, to seme holy and trewe.
But shortly myn entente I wol devyse;
I preche of no-thing but for coveityse.
Therfor my theme is yet, and ever was—
‘Radix malorum est cupiditas.
Thus can I preche agayn that same vyce
Which that I use, and that is avaryce.
But, though my-self be gilty in that sinne
Yet can I maken other folk to twinne?®
From avaryce, and sore to repente.
But that is nat my principal entente.
I preche no-thing but for coveityse;
Of this matere it oughte y-nogh suffyse.
Than telle I hem ensamples many oon
Of olde stories, longe tyme agoon:
For lewed peple loven tales olde;
Swich thinges can they wel reporte and holde.
What? trowe ye, the whyles I may preche,
And winne gold and silver for I teche,
That I wol live in povert wilfully?
Nay, nay, I thoghte it never trewely!
For I wol preche and begge in sondry londes;
I wol not do no labour with myn hondes,
Ne make baskettes, and live therby,
Because I wol nat beggen ydelly.
I wol non of the apostles counterfete;*’
I wol have money, wolle, chese, and whete,
Al were it yeven of the povrest page,
Or of the povrest widwe in a village,
Al?8 sholde hir children sterve for famyne.
Nay! I wol drinke licour of the vyne,

3 blackberrying, i.e., wandering about.
™ escape.  own.,

# imitate. 33 although.
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