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INTRODUCTION

I

EHIND the work of any creative artist
there are three principal wishes: the wish
to make something ; the wish to perceive some-
thing, either in the external world of sense
or the internal world of feeling; and the wish
to communicate these perceptions to others.
These who have no interest in or talent for
making something, i.e. no skill in a particular
artistic medium, do not become artists; they
dine out, they gossip at street corners, they
hold forth in cafés. Those who have no inter-
est in communication do not become artists
either; they become mystics or madmen.
There 1s no biological or mathematical law
which would lead us to suppose that the quan-
tity of innate artistic talent varies very greatly
from generation to generation. The major
genius may be a rare phenomenon, but no
art 1s the creation solely of geniuses, rising
in sudden isolation like craters from a level
plain; least of all literature, whose medium
1s language—the medium of ordinary social
intercourse.
If, then, we are to understand the changes
that do in fact take place, why in the history
of poetry there should be periods of great
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INTRODUCTION

fertility, and others comparatively barren, why
both the subject-matter and the manner should
vary so widely, why poetry should sometimes
be easy to understand, and sometimes very
obscure, we must look elsewhere than to the
idiosyncrasies of the individual poets them-
selves.

The wish to make something, always per-
haps the greatest conscious preoccupation of
the artist himself, is a constant, independent
of time. The things that do change are his
medium, his attitude to the spoken and written
word, the kind of things he is interested in
or capable of perceiving, and the kind of audi-
ence with whom he wants to communicate.
He wants to tell the truth, and he wants to
amuse his friends, and what kind of truth he
tells and what kind of friends he has depend
partly on the state of society as a whole and
partly on the kind of life which he, as an
artist, leads.

When the things in which the poet is inter-
ested, the things which he sees about him, are
much the same as those of his audience, and
that audience is a fairly general one, he will
not be conscious of himself as an unusual per-
son, and his language will be straightforward
and close to ordinary speech. When, on the
other hand, his interests and perceptions are
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INTRODUCTION

not readily acceptable to society, or his audi-
ence 1s a highly specialized one, perhaps of
fellow poets, he will be acutely aware of himself
as the poet, and his method of expression may
depart very widely from the normal social
language.

In the first case his poetry will be ‘light’
in thesense in whichitis used in thisanthology.
Three kinds of poetry have been included:

(1) Poetry written for performance, to be
spoken or sung before an audience [e.g.
Folk-songs, the poems of Tom Moore].

(2) Poetry intended to be read, but having
for its subject-matter the everyday social
life of its period or the experiences of the
poet as an ordinary human being [e.g.
the poems of Chaucer, Pope, Byron].

(3) Such nonsense poetry as, through its
properties and technique, has a general
appeal [Nursery rhymes, the poems

of Edward Lear].!

Light verse can beserious. It has only come
to mean vers de société, triolets, smoke-room

I A few pieces, e.g. Blake’s Auguries of Innocence and Mel-
ville’s Billy in the Darbies, do not really fall into any of these
categories, but their technique is derived so directly from the
popular style that it seemed proper to include them. When
Blake, for instance, deserts the proverbial manner of the
Auguries for the eccentric manner of the Prophetic Books, he
ceases to write ‘light verse’,
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INTRODUCTION

limericks, because, under the social conditions
which produced the Romantic Revival, and
which have persisted, more or less, ever since,
it has been only in trivial matters that poets
have felt in sufficient intimacy with their audi-
ence to be able to forget themselves and their
singing-robes.

II

But this has not always been so. Till the
Elizabethans, all poetry was light in this sense.
[t might be very dull at times, but it was light.

As long as society was united in its religious
faith and its view of the universe, as long as
the way in which people lived changed slowly,
audience and artists alike tended to have much
the same interests and to see much the same
things.

It is not until the great social and ideological
upheavals of the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries that difficult poetry appears, some of
Shakespeare, Donne, Milton,and others. The
example of these poets should warn us against
condemning poetry because it is difficult.
Lightness 1s a great virtue, but light verse
tends to be conventional, to accept the atti-
tudes of the society in which it is written. The
more homogeneous a society, the closer the
artist is to the everyday life of his time, the
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easier 1t 1s for him to communicate what
he perceives, but the harder for him to see
honestly and truthfully, unbiased by the con-
ventional responses of his time. The more
unstable a society, and the more detached
from it the artist, the clearer he can see, but
the harder it is for him to convey it to others.
In the greatest periods of English Literature,
as in the Elizabethan period, the tension was
atits strongest. The artist was still sufficiently
rooted in the life of his age to fcel in common
with his audience, and at the same time society
was in 2 sufficient state of flux for the age-long
beliefs and attitudes to be no longer compul-
sive on the artist’s vision.

In the seventeenth century poetry, like
religion, had its eccentric sports. Milton,
with the possible exception of Spenser, is the
first eccentric English poet, the first to make
a myth out of his personal experience, and to
invent a language of his own remote from
the spoken word. Poets like Herbert and
Crashaw and prose-writers like Sir Thomas
Browne are minor examples of the same ten-
dency. Marvell and Herrick are ‘traditional’
1n a way that these others are not, even though
the former cften use the same kind of tricks.

The Restoration marks a return both to
a more settled society and to a more secure
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position for the artist under aristocratic patro-
nage. His social status rose. When Dryden
in his ‘Essay on the Dramatic Poetry of the
Last Age’ ascribes the superiority in correct-
ness of language of the new dramatists to
their greater opportunities of contact with
genteel society, he is stating something which
had great consequences for English poetry.
With a settled and valued place in society,
not only minor poets, but the greatest, like
Dryden and Pope, were able to express them-
selves in an easy manner, to use the speaking-
voice, and to use as their properties the images
of their everyday, i.e. social, life.

Their poetry has its limits, because the
society of which they were a part was a limited
part of the community, the leisured class, but
within these limits, certain that the aim of
poetry was to please, and certain of whom they
had to please, they moved with freedom and
intelligence.

This ease continued until the Romantic
Revival which coincided with the beginning
of the Industrial Revolution. From a predomi-
nantly agricultural country, where the towns
were small and more important as places for
social intercourse than as wealth-producing
centres, England became a country of large
manufacturing towns, too big for the indivi-

xii



INTRODUCTION

dual to know anybody else except those em-.
ployed in the same occupation. The divisions
between classes became sharper and more
numerous. At the same time there was a great
increase in national wealth, and an increase
in the reading public. With the increase in
wealth appeared a new class who had indepen-
dent incomes from dividends, and whose lives
felt neither the economic pressure of the wage-
earner nor the burden of responsibility of the
landlord. The patronage system broke down,
and the artist had either to write for the general
public, whose condition was well described

by Wordsworth in his preface to the Lyrical
Ballads,

‘A multitude of causes, unknown to former times,
are now acting with a combined force to blunt the
discriminating powers of the mind, and, unfitting
it for all voluntary exertion, to reduce it to a state
of almost savage torpor. The most effective of these
causes are the great national events which are daily
taking place, and the increasing accumulation of
men in cities, where the uniformity of their occupa-
tions produces a craving for extraordinary incident,
which the rapid communication of intelligence hourly
gratifies’;

or if he had an artistic conscience he could
starve, unless he was lucky enough to have
independcnt means.
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As the old social community broke up,
artists were driven to the examination of their
own feelings and to the company of other
artists. They became introspective, obscure,
and highbrow.

The case of Wordsworth, the greatest of
the Romantic poets, is instructive. While
stating that he intended to write in the lan-
guage really used by men, in particular by
Westmorland farmers, whenever he tries to
do so he is not completely successful, while
in his best work, the Odes and T/he Prelude,
his diction is poetic, and far removed from the
spoken word. The sub-title of The Prelude,
The Growth of a Poei’s Mind, is illuminating.
Wordsworth was a person who early in life
had an intense experience or series of experi-
ences about inanimate nature, which he spent
the rest of his poetical life trying to describe.
He was not really interested in farm-labourers
or any one else for themselves, but only in so
far as they helped to explain this vision, and
his own relation to it. When he objects to
eighteenth-century diction as ‘artificial’, what
he really means is artificial for his particular
purpose. The diction of the Immortality
Ode would be as artificial for Pope’s purposes
as Pope’s was for Wordsworth’s.

Wordsworth’s case i1s paralleled by the
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history of most of the Romantic poets, both-of
his day and of the century following. Isolated
in an amorphous society with no real commu-
nal ties, bewildered by its complexity, horri-
fied by its ugliness and power, and uncertain
of an audience, tiaey turned away from the
life of their time to the contemplation of their
own emotions and the creation of imaginary
worlds. Wordsworth to Nature, Keats and
Mallarmé to a world of pure poetry, Shelley
to a future Golden Age, Baudelaire and Hol-
derlin to a past,

. . . ces époques nues
Dont Phocbus se plaisait 2 dorer les statues.!

Instead of the poet regarding himself as an
entertainer, he becomes the prophet, ‘the un-
acknowledged legislator of the world’, or the
Dandy who sits in the café, ‘proud that he is

I Mr. Stephen Spender, in his essay on Keats in From Anne
to Victoria, has analysed the gulf between the world of the
poems and the world of the letters. Keats’s abandonment of
*Hyperion’ with the remark that there were too many Miltonic
inversions in it, is a sign that he was becoming aware of this
gulf. When the subject-matter of poetry ceases to be the social
life of man, it tends to dispense with the social uses of language,
grammar, and word-order, a tendency which Mallarmé carried
to its logical conclusion.

Browning is an interesting case of a poet who was in-
tensely interested in the world about him and in a less socially
specialized period might well have been the ‘casiest’ poet of his
generation, instead of the most ‘difficult’.
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less base than the passers-by, saying to himself
as he contemplates the smoke of his cigar:
“What does 1t matter to me what becomes of
my perceptions ¢’’’

This 1s not, of course, to condemn the
Romantic poets, but to explain why they wrote
the kind of poetry they did, why their best
work is personal, intense, often difficult, and
generally rather gloomy.

The release from social pressure was, at
first, extremelystimulating. Theprivateworld
was a relatively unexplored field, and the tech-
nical discoveries made were as great as those
being made in industry. But the feeling of
excitement was followed by a feeling of loss.
For if it is true that the closer bound the artist
1s to his community the harder it is for him
to see with a detached vision, it is also true
that when he is too isolated, though he may
see clearly enough what he does see, that
dwindles in quantity and importance. He
‘knows more and more about less and less’.
It is significant that so many of these poets
either died young like Keats, or went mad like
Holderlin, or ceased producing good work
like Wordsworth, or gave up writing alto-
gether like Rimbaud. . .. ‘I must ask forgive-
ness for having fed myself on lies,; and let us
go. . .. One must be absolutely modern.” For

xvi



INTRODUCTION

the private world is fascinating, but it is ex-
haustible. Without a secure place in society,
without an intimate relation between himself
and his audience, without, in fact, those condi-
tions which make for Light Verse, the poct
finds 1t difficult to grow beyond a certain point.

III

But Light Verse has never entirely dis-
appeared. At the beginning of the Romantic
age stand two writers of Light Verse who
were also major poets, Burns and Byron, one
a peasant, the other an aristocrat. The former
came from a Scottish parish which, whatever
its faults of hypocrisy and petty religious
tyranny, was 2 genume community where the
popular tradition in poetry had never been
lost. In consequence Burns was able to write
directly and easily about all aspects of life,
the most serious as well as the most trivial.
He is the last poet of whom this can be said.
Byron, on the other hand, is the first writer
of Light Verse in the modern sense. His suc-
cess lasts as long as he takes nothing very
seriously; the moment he tries to be profound
and ‘poetic’ he fails. However much they
tried to reject each other, he was a member of
‘Society’, and his poetry is the result of his
membership. If he cannot be poectic, it is
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because smart society is not poetic. And the
sarne 1s true, in a minor way, of Praed, whose
serious poems are as trivial as his wers de
sociéré are profound.

IV

The nineteenth century saw the develop-
ment of a new kind of light poetry, poetry
for children and nonsense poetry. The break-
down of the old village or small-town commu-
nity left the family as the only real social
unit, and the parent—child relationship as the
only real social bond. The writing of non-
sense poetry which appeals to the Uncon-
scious, and of poetry for children who live
in a world before self-consciousness, was an
attempt to find a world where the divisions of
class, sex, occupation did not operate, and the
great Victorian masters of this kind of poetry,
Lewis Carroll and Edward Lear, were as suc-
cessful in their day as Mr. Walt Disney has
been in ours. The conditions under which
folk-poetry is made ensure that it shall keep
its lightness or disappear, but the changing
social conditions are reflected in its history
by a degeneration both in technique and in
treatment. The Border ballad could be tragic;
the music-hall song cannot.! Directness and

! Kipling, who identified himself with British middle-class
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easc of expression has been kept, but at the
cost of excluding both emotional subtlety and
beauty of diction. Only in America, under
the conditions of frontier expansion and pro-
specting and railway development, have the
last hundred years been able to produce a folk-
poetry which can equal similar productions
of pre-industrial Europe, and in America, too,
this period 1s ending.

The problem for the modern poet, as for
every onec else to-day, i1s how to find or form
a genuine community, in which each has his
valued place and can feel at home. The old
pre-industrial community and cultureare gone
and cannot be brought back. Nor is it desir-
able that they should be. They were too
unjust, too squalid, and too custom-bound.
Virtues which were once nursed unconsciously
by the forces of nature must now be recovered
and fostered by a deliberate effort of the will
and the intelligence. In the future, societies
will not grow of themselves. They will either
be made consciously or decay. A democracy
in which each citizen is as fully conscious and
capable of making a rational choice, as in the

imperialism, as Pope identified himself with the 18th-century
landed gentry, wrote serious light verse; and it is, perhaps,
no accident that the two best light-verse writers of our time,
Belloc and Chesterton, are both Catholics.






EDITORIAL NOTE AND -
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

ERTAIN notes should be added on the

editorial methodsand arrangement which
have been followed. To avoid overlapping,
no poem which appears in The Oxford Book of
English Verse is included (with the exception
of a poem by Thomas Jordan which appears
here in a fuller version). Many of the poems
in that anthology, particularly in the earlier
sections, are, of course, ‘light’ in the sense in
which the word is used here.

The order of the poems is chronological.
Poems of known authorship are arranged by
the dates of their authors’ births, but more
varied criteria have been used to determine the
position of the large number of anonymous
poems, ballads, and songs which the volume
contains. The earliest versions of the ballads
and nursery rhymes have been used, except
where later versions were more complete, or
of greater literary merit. The nursery rhymes
have generally been placed at the date of the
earliest extant version, but when there is evi-
dence that a rhyme existed earlier, it has been
placed at the earlier date. The vexed question
of ballads has been settled, in some cases
perhaps rather arbitrarily, by dividing them
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according to the general evidence of their anti-
quity between the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries. Folk-songs have been grouped
mainly in the late eighteenth and early nine-
teenth centuries: many of them could un-
doubtedly claim a much earlier position, but
the forms in which we know them, and in
which they were first collected, belong as a
rule to this later period.

Details of the sources of poems not easily
accessible, and some of the evidence of date,
are given in an index at the end of the volume;
but there are some poems, particularly in the
modern period, for which the editor has had
to rely on an oral tradition, often still chang-
ing, for his text.

The 1mpossibility of adequately modern-
1zing poems of the Middle English period
has made it necessary to reproduce in their
original forms all poems up to the early six-
teenth century. From that point onwards
poems have been modernized in spelling and
punctuation, and the editions from which they
are taken have been given in the index only
when they are not to be found in the authors’
collected works.

The editor’s thanks are due to Madame
Olive Mangeot, Miss Hedli Anderson, and
Mr. John Betjeman for many valuable sug-
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gestions, to Mr. J. A. W. Bennett of Merton
College for checking the early texts, and to
Mrs. A. E. Dodds, to whose industry, scholar-
ship, and taste he owes more than he finds it
comfortable to admit.

My thanks are also due to those who have
so kindly given permission to include copy-
right poems:

Hilaire Belloc: ‘Lord Lundy’, ‘Lord Heygate’ and ‘Lord
Finchley’. Reprinted by permission of Gerald Duckworth
& Co., Ltd.; from Sonnets and Verse. Reprinted by permission
of A. D. Peters & Co.

Arnold Bennett: ‘There was a young man of Montrose’.
Reprinted by permission of A. P. Watt & Son on behalf of
Mrs. Dorothy Cheston Bennett and Doubleday & Co., Inc.

E. C. Bentley: from Biography for Beginners and More Bio-
graphy for Beginners. Reprinted by permission of A. P. Watt
& Son on behalf of the Estate of E. C. Bentley and
‘Methuen & Co.

John Betjeman: from Continual Dew. Reprinted by permission
of John Murray, Ltd.

Robert Bridges: from The Poetical Works of Robert Bridges.
Reprinted by permission of the Clarendon Press, Oxford.
G. K. Chesterton: from The Collected Poems. Reprinted by
permission of A. P. Watt & Son on behalf of Miss D. E.

Collins and Methuen & Co.

Norman Douglas: London Street Games. Reprinted by per-
mission of Chatto and Windus, Ltd.

Thomas Hardy: ‘Waiting Both® (Copyright 1925 by
Macmillan Publishing Co., Inc., renewed 1953 by Lloyds
Bank, Ltd.); ‘Liddell and Scott’ (Copyright 1928 by
Florence E. Hardy and Sydney E. Cockerell, renewed 1956
by Lloyds Bank, Ltd.) from Collected Poems. Reprinted by
permission of the Trustees of the Hardy Estate, The
Macmillan Company of Canada, Macmillan, London and
Basingstoke, and Macmillan Publishing Co., Inc.

Maurice E. Hare: *There once was a man who said: “Damn!™"
Reprinted by permission of the author.

A. E. Housman: from The Collected Poems. Copyright 1922
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by Holt, Rinehart & Winston, Inc. © 1950 by Barclays
Bank Ltd. Reprinted by permission of The Society of
Authors as the literary representative of the Estate of A. E.
Housman, Jonathan Cape, Ltd., and Holt, Rinehart and
Winston, Inc. ‘Infant Innocence’ from Laurence Housman’s
A.E.H. and ‘“The Stars have not Dealt’ from Tke Collected
Poems. Reprinted by permission of The Society of Authors
as the literary representative of the Estate of A. E. Housman,
Jonathan Cape, Ltd., and Charles Scribner’s Sons.

Rudyard Kipling: ‘Danny Deever’ from Barrack Room
Ballads. Reprinted by permission of A. P. Watt & Son on
behalf of Mrs. George Bambridge and Methuen & Co.,
and Doubleday & Co., Inc.

R. A. Knox: ‘Rhymes’. Reprinted by permission of the author.

D. H. Lawrence: from Tke Complete Poems,ed. Vivian de Sola
Pinto and F. Warren Roberts. © 1564, 1971 by Angelo
Ravagli and C. M. Weekley. Reprinted by permission of
Laurence Pollinger, Ltd. on behalf of the Estate of the late
Mrs. Frieda Lawrence, and The Viking Press, Inc.

Vachel Lindsay: ‘Bryan, Bryan’ from The Collected Poems.
© 1914 the Macmillan Publishing Co., Inc., renewed 1942
E. C. Lindsay. Reprinted by permission of the Macmillan
Publishing Co., Inc.

J. A. Lomax (editor): American Ballads and Folksongs. Re-
printed by permission of the Macmillan Publishing Co.,
Inc.

Rose Macaulay: Minor Pleasures of Life. Reprinted by
permission of Victor Gollancz, Ltd.

John Masefield: from Thke Sailor’s Garland. Reprinted by
permission of Methuen & Co., Ltd.

Carl Sandburg (editor): The American Songbag. Reprinted by
permission of Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, Inc.

Siegfried Sassoon: from Collected Poems, 1908-1956. Reprinted
by permission of G. T. Sassoon.

Victorian Street Ballads. Reprinted by permission of Country
Life.

W. B. Yeats: from Tke Collected Poems. Reprinted by permis-
sion of A. P. Watt & Son on behalf of M. B. Yeats,
Macmillan of London and Basingstoke, the Macmillan
Company of Canada, and the Macmillan Publishing Co.,

Inc.
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I The Song of Lewes

ITTETH alle stille and herkneth to me!
the kyng of Alemaigne, bi mi leaute,
thritti thousent pound askede he
florte make the pees in the countre,
ant so he dude more.
Richard, thah thou be cuer trichard,
tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

Richard of Alemaigne whil that he was kyng,
he spende al is tresour opon swyuyng,
haueth he nout of Walingford o ferlyng;
let him habbe ase he brew, bale to dryng,
maugre Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be cuer trichard,
tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

The kyng of Alemaigne wende do ful wel;
he saisede the mulne for a castel.
with hare sharpe swerdes he grounde the stel;
he wende that the sayles were mangonel,
to helpe Windesore.
Richard, thah thou be euer trichard,

tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

The kyng of Alemaigne gederede ys host,
makede him a castel of a mulne post,
wende with is pride ant is muchele bost,
brohte from Alemayne mony sori gost
to store Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be cuer trichard,
tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

leaute] loyalty. trichard] traitor. swyuyng] lechery.
oferlyng] one farthing. dryng)drink.  maugre]inspite of.
Wyndesore] Henry I1I.  mulne] mill. wende] supposed.
mangonel] catapult.
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THE SONG OF LEWES

By God that is abouen ous he dude muche synne
that lette passen ouer see the erl of Warynne;
he hath robbed Engelond, the mores ant the fenne,
the gold ant the seluer, and yboren henne,
for loue of Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be euer trichard,

tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

Sire Simond de Mountfort hath suore bi ys chyn
heuede he nou here the erl of Waryn
shulde he neuer more come to is yn,
ne with sheld ne with spere ne with other gyn,
to help of Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be euer trichard,

tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

Sire Simond de Montfort hath suore bi ys top
heuede he nou here sire Hue de Bigot
al he shulde quite here tuelfmoneth scot,
shulde he neuer more with his fot pot
to helpe Wyndesore.
Richard, thah thou be euer trichard,

tricchen shalt thou neuermore.

Be the luef, be the loht, sire Edward,

thou shalt ride sporeles o thy lyard

al the ryhte way to Douere ward;

shalt thou neuermore breke foreward,
and that reweth sore.

henne] hence. yn] dwelling. gyn] device. top]

crown of head. scot] payment. pot] thrust.  Be the
luef, be the loht] Whether it please thee or not. sporeles]
without spurs, lyard] horse. foreward] agreement.
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THE SONG OF LEWES

Edward thou dudest ase a shreward,
forsake thyn emes lore.
_ Richard, thah thou be euer trichard,
tricchen shalt thou neuermore.
Axon.

2 The Milleres Tale

HYLOM ther was dwellinge at Oxenford
A riche gnof, that gestes heeld to bord,

And of his craft he was a Carpenter.

With him ther was dwellinge a povre scoler,

Had lerned art, but al his fantasye

Was turned for to lerne astrologye,

And coude a certeyn of conclusiouns

To demen by interrogaciouns,

If that men axed him in certein houres,

Whan that men sholde have droghte or elles shoures,

Or if men axed him what sholde bifalle

Of every thing, I may nat rekene hem alle.

This clerk was cleped hende Nicholas;

Of derne love he coude and of solas;

And ther-to he was sleigh and ful privee,

And lyk a mayden meke for to see.

A chambre hadde he in that hostelrye

Allone, with-outen any companye,

Ful fetisly y-dight with herbes swote;

And he him-self as swete as is the rote

shreward] villain. thyn emes lore] thy uncle’s counsel.
gnof] churl. coude a certeyn of conclusions] knew a cer-
tain number of operations hende] clever, courteous.

derne] secret.  coude] knew, had experience of. solas]
pleasure. ther-to] moreover. fetisly] pleasantly.
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Of licorys, or any cetewale.

His Almageste and bokes grete and smale,

His astrelabie, longinge for his art,

His augrim-stones layen faire a-part

On shelves couched at his beddes heed:

His presse y-covered with a falding reed.

And al above ther lay a gay sautrye,

On which he made, a nightes, melodye

So swetely, that a] the chambre rong;

And Angelus ad virginem he song;

And after that he song the kinges note;

Ful often blessed was his mery throte.

And thus this swete clerk his tyme spente

After his freendes finding and his rente.
This Carpenter had wedded newe a wyf

Which that he lovede more than his lyf;

Of eightetene yeer she was of age.

Jalous he was, and heeld hir narwe in cage,

For she was wilde and yong, and he was old,

And demed him-self ben lyk a cokewold.

He knew nat Catoun, for his wit was rude,

That bad man sholde wedde his similitude.

Men sholde wedden after hir estaat,

For youthe and elde is often at debaat.

But sith that he was fallen in the snare,

He moste endure, as other folk, his care.

cetewale] a plant resembling ginger. Almageste] treatise
by Ptolemy.  longinge for] belonging to.  augrim-stones)
counters. falding reed] red cloth. sautrye] psaltery.
After his freendes finding] So far as his friends provided for
him. rente] income.
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Fair was this yonge wyf, and ther-with-al
As any wesele hir body gent and smal.
A ceynt she werede barred al of silk,
A barmclooth eek as whyt as morne milk
Up-on hir lendes, ful of many a gore.
Whyt was hir smok and brouded al bifore
And eek bihinde, on hir coler aboute,
Of col-blak silk, with-inne and eek with-oute.
The tapes of hir whyte voluper
Were of the same suyte of hir coler;
Hir filet brood of silk, and set ful hye:
And sikerly she hadde a likerous yé.
Ful smale y-pulled were hir browes two,
And tho were bent, and blake as any sloo.
She was ful more blisful on to see
Than is the newe pere-jonette tree;
And softer than the wolle 1s of a wether.
And by hir girdel heeng a purs of lether
Tasseld with silk, and perled with latoun.
In al this world, to seken up and doun,
There nis no man so wys, that coude thenche
So gay a popelote, or swich a wenche.
Ful brighter was the shyning of hir hewe
Than in the tour the noble y-forged newe.
But of hir song, 1t was as loude and yerne
As any swalwe sittinge on a berne.

ceynt] girdle. barmclooth] apron. lendes] loins.
voluper] cap.  suyte] kind.  filet] headband.  likerous]
wanton. newe pere-jonette tree] pear tree in spring.  perled
with latoun] studded with brass. thenche] imagine.
popelote] darling. tour] the royal mint in the Tower.
yerne] eager. berne] barn.
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Ther-to she coude skippe and make game,
As any kide or calf folwinge his dame.

Hir mouth

was swete as bragot or the mecth,

Or hord of apples leyd in hey or heeth.

Winsinge she was, as is a joly colt,

Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt.

A brooch she baar up-on hir lowe coler,

As brood as 1s the bos of a bocler.

Hir shoes were laced on hir legges hye;

She was a prymerole, a pigges-nye

For any lord to leggen in his bedde,

Or yet for any good yeman to wedde.
Now sire, and eft sire, so bifel the cas,

That on a day this hende Nicholas

Fil with this yonge wyf to rage and pleye,

Whyl that hir housbond was at Oseneye,

As clerkes ben ful subtile and ful queynte;

And prively he caughte hir by the queynte,
And seyde, ‘y-wis, but if ich have my wille,
For derne love of thee, lemman, I spille.

And heeld hir harde by the haunche-bones,

And seyde,

‘lemman, love me al at-ones,

Or I wol dyen, also god me save
And she sprong as a colt doth in the trave,
And with hir heed she wryed faste awey,

And seyde,

‘I wol nat kisse thee, by my fey,

bragot] a drink of honey and ale. meeth] meed.
heeth] heather. bolt] bolt of a cross-bow. prymerole]
primrose. pigges-nye] name of a flower used as term of
endearment. rage] sport. queynte] (1) artful (2)
pudendum. spille] perish. trave] frame for unruly
horses.
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Why, lat be,” quod she, ‘lat be, Nicholas,

Or I wol crye out “harrow” and “allas”.
Do wey your handes for your curteisye !
This Nicholas gan mercy for to crye,
And spak so faire, and profred hir so faste,
‘That she hir love him graunted atte laste,
And swoor hir ooth, by seint Thomas of Kent,
That she wol been at his comandement,
Whan that she may hir leyser wel espye.
‘Myn housbond is so ful of jalousye,
That but ye wayte wel and been privee,
I woot right wel I nam but deed,” quod she.
‘Ye moste been ful derne, as in this cas.’
‘Nay ther-of care thee noght,” qued Nicholas,
‘A clerk had litherly biset his whyle,
But-if he coude a carpenter bigyle.’
And thus they been acorded and y-sworn
To wayte a tyme, as I have told biforn.
Whan Nicholas had doon thus everydecl,
And thakked hir aboute the lendes weel,
He kist hir swete, and taketh his sautrye,
And pleyeth faste, and maketh melodye.
Than fil it thus, that to the parish-chirche,
Cristes owne werkes for to wirche,
This gode wyf wente on an haliday;
Hir forheed shoon as bright as any day,
So was it wasshen whan she leet hir werk.
Now was ther of that chirche a parish-clerk,
The which that was y-cleped Absolon.
Crul was his heer, and as the gold it shoon,

litherly biset his whyle] employed his time ill.  thakked]
stroked, leet] left. crul] curled.
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And strouted as a fanne large and brode;
Ful streight and even lay his joly shode.

His rode was reed, his eyen greye as goos;
With Powles window corven on his shoos,
In hoses rede he wente fetisly.

Y-clad he was ful smal and proprely,

Al in a kirtel of a light wachet;

Ful faire and thikke been the poyntes set.
And ther-up-on he hadde a gay surplys

As whyt as is the blosme up-on the rys.

A mery child he was, so god me save,

Wel coude he laten blood and clippe and shave,
And make a chartre of lond or acquitaunce.
In twenty manere coude he trippe and daunce
After the scole of Oxenforde tho,

And with his legges casten to and fro,

And pleyen songes on a small rubible;
‘Ther-to he song som-tyme a loud quinible;
And as wel coude he pleye on his giterne.
In al the toun nas brewhous ne taverne
That he ne visited with his solas,

Ther any gaylard tappestere was.

But sooth to seyn, he was somdel squaymous
Of farting, and of speche daungerous.

This Absolon, that jolif was and gay,
Gooth with a sencer on the haliday,
Sensinge the wyves of the parish faste;

And many a lovely look on hem he caste,

strouted] spread out.  shode] parting.  rode] complexion.
wachet] light blue cloth.  rys]branch.  child] young man.
rubible] fiddle. quinible] falsetto. gaylard tappestere] merry
barmaid.  squaymous] squeamish. daungerous] sparing

8



THE MILLERES TALE

And namely on this carpenteres wyf.
‘T'o loke on hir him thoughte a mery lyf,
She was so propre and swete and likerous.
I dar wel seyn, if she had been a mous,
And he a cat, he wolde hir hente anon.

This parish-clerk, this joly Absolon,
Hath in his herte swich a love-longinge,
"That of no wyf ne took he noon offringe;
For curteisye, he seyde, he wolde noon.
‘The mone, whan it was night, ful brighte shoon,
And Absolon his giterne hath y-take,
For paramours he thoghte for to wake.
And forth he gooth, jolif and amorous,
Ti1l he cam to the carpenteres hous
A litel after cokkes hadde y-crowe;
And dressed him up by a shot-windowe
That was up-on the carpenteres wal.
He singeth in his vois gentil and smal,
Now, dere lady, if thy wille be,
I preye yow that ye wol rewe on me,’
Ful wel acordaunt to his giterninge.
‘This carpenter awook, and herde him singe,
And spak un-to his wyf, and seyde anon,
‘What! Alison ! herestow nat Absolon
‘That chaunteth thus under our boures wal?’
And she answerde hir housbond ther-with-al,
‘Yis, god wot, John, I here it every-del.’

This passeth forth; what wol ye bet than wel?
Fro day to day this joly Absolon
So woweth hir, that him is wo bigon.

namely] especially. hente] have caught.
shot-windowe] casement.
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He waketh al the night and al the day;

He kempte hise lokkes brode, and made him gay;
He woweth hir by menes and brocage,

And swoor he wolde been hir owne page;

He singeth, brokkinge as a nightingale;

He sente hir piment, meeth, and spyced ale,

And wafres, pyping hote out of the glede;

And for she was of toune, he profred mede.

For som folk wol ben wonnen for richesse,

And som for strokes, and som for gentillesse.

Somtyme, to shewe his lightnesse and maistrye,
He pleyeth Herodes on a scaffold hye.

But what availleth him as in this cas?

She loveth so this hende Nicholas,

That Absolon may blowe the bukkes horn;
He ne hadde for his labour but a scorn:
And thus she maketh Absolon hir ape,
And al his ernest turneth til a jape.

Ful sooth is this proverbe, it is no lye,
Men seyn right thus, ‘alwey the nye slye
Maketh the ferre leve to be looth.’

For though that Absolon be wood or wrooth,
By-cause that he fer was from hir sighte,
This nye Nicholas stood in his lighte.

Now bere thee wel, thou hende Nicholas!
For Absolon may waille and singe ‘allas.’
And so bifel it on a Saterday,

This carpenter was goon til Osenay;

menes] go-betweens. brocage] traffic in match-making.
brokkinge] quavering. piment] sweetened wine.  glede]
glowing coal. maistrye] skill. the nye slye] the cunning
one ncar at hand. ferre leve] distant love.
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And hende Nicholas and Alisoun

Acorded been to this conclusioun,

That Nicholas shal shapen him a wyle
This sely jalous housbond to bigyle;

And if so be the game wente aright,

She sholde slepen in his arm al night,

For this was his desyr and hir also.

And right anon, with-outen wordes mo,
This Nicholas no lenger wolde tarie,

But doth ful softe un-to his chambre carie
Bothe mete and drinke for a day or tweye,
And to hir housbonde bad hir for to scye,
If that he axed after Nicholas,

She sholde seye she niste where he was,
Of al that day she saugh him nat with yé;
She trowed that he was in maladye,

For, for no cry, hir mayde coude him calle;

o

He nolde answere, for no-thing that mighte falle.

This passeth forth al thilke Saterday,
That Nicholas stille in his chambre lay,
And eet and sleep, or dide what him leste,
T'il Sonday, that the sonne gooth to reste.

T'his sely carpenter hath greet merveyle
Of Nichclas, or what thing mighte him eyle,
And seyde, ‘I am adrad, by seint Thomas,
It stondeth nat aright with Nichelas.

God shilde that he deyde sodeynly !
This world is now ful tikel, sikerly;
I saugh to-day a cors y-born to chirche

That now, on Monday last, I saugh him wirche.

scly] simple. shilde] forbid.
deyde] should die. tikel] unstable.
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Go up,’” quod he un-to his knave anoon,
‘Clepe at his dore, or knokke with a stoon,
Loke how it is, and tel me boldely.’

‘This knave gooth him up ful sturdily,
And at the chambre-dore, whyl that he stood,
He cryde and knokked as that he were wood :—
‘What! how ! what do ye, maister Nicholay ?
How may ye slepen al the longe day

But al for noght, he herde nat a word;

An hole he fond, ful lowe up-on a bord,
Ther as the cat was wont in for to crepe;
And at that hole he looked in ful depe,
And at the laste he hadde of him a sighte.
This Nicholas sat gaping ever up-righte,
As he had kyked on the newe mone.
Adoun he gooth, and tolde his maister sone
In what array he saugh this ilke man.

This carpenter to blessen him bigan,
And seyde, ‘help us, seinte Frideswyde !

A man woot litel what him shal bityde.
This man is falle, with his astromye,
In som woodnesse or in some agonye;
I thoghte ay wel how that it sholde be!
Men sholde nat knowe of goddes privetee.
Ye, blessed be alwey a lewed man,
That noght but only his bileve can!
So ferde another clerk with astromye;
He walked in the feeldes for to prye
Up-on the sterres, what ther sholde bifalle,
Til he was in a marle-pit y-falle;
~ wood] mad. kyked] gazed. blessen] cross himself.
his bileve can] knows his creed.
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He saugh nat that. But yet, by seint Thomas,
Me reweth sore of hende Nicholas.

He shal be rated of his studying,

If that I may, by Jesus, hevene king!

Get me a staf, that I may underspore,
Whyl that thou, Robin, hevest up the dore.
He shal out of his studying, as I gesse’—

And to the chambre-dore he gan him dresse.
His knave was a strong carl for the nones,

And by the haspe he haf it up atones;

In-to the floor the dore fil anon.

"This Nicholas sat ay as stille as stoon,

And ever gaped upward in-to the eir.

This carpenter wende he were in despeir,

And hente him by the sholdres mightily,

And shook him harde, and cryde spitously,
“What! Nicholay ! what, how ! what! loke adoun!
Awake, and thenk on Cristes passioun;

I crouche thee from elves and fro wightes
Ther-with the night-spel seyde he anon-rightes
On foure halves of the hous aboute,

And on the threshfold of the dore with-oute:—

‘Jesu Crist, and séynt Benedight,

Blesse this hous from every wikked wight,

For nightes verye, the white pater-noster!—

Where wentestow, seynt Petres soster ¥’
And atte laste this hende Nicholas
Gan for to syke sore, and seyde, ‘allas!

rated] scolded. underspore] thrust under. crouche]
mark with the cross. night-spel] night-charm. verye]
evil spirits. syke] sigh.
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Shal al the world be lost eftsones now ¥’

"This carpenter answerde, ‘what seystow?
What! thenk on god, as we don, men that swinke.’

This Nicholas answerde, ‘fecche me drinke;
And after wol I speke in privetee
Of certeyn thing that toucheth me and thee;

I wol telle it non other man, certeyn.’

This carpenter goth doun, and comth ageyn,
And broghte of mighty ale a large quart;

And whan that ech of hem had dronke his part,
‘This Nicholas his dore faste shette,
And doun the carpenter by him he sette.

He seyde, ‘John, myn hoste lief and dere,
Thou shalt up-on thy trouthe swere me here,
That to no wight thou shalt this conseil wreye;
For it is Cristes conseil that I seye,

And if thou telle it man, thou are forlore:
For this vengaunce thou shalt han ther-fore,
‘That if thou wreye me, thou shalt be wood ¥’
‘Nay, Crist forbede it, for his holy blood !
Quod tho this sely man, ‘I nam no labbe,
Ne, though I seye, I nam nat lief to gabbe.
Sey what thou wolt, I shal it never telle

T'o child ne wyf, by him that harwed helle P

‘Now John,” quod Nicholas, ‘I wol nat lye;

I have y-founde in myn astrologye,

As I have loked in the mone bright,

That now, a Monday next, at quarter-night,
Shal falle a reyn and that so wilde and wood,
That half so greet was never Noés flood.

swinke] labour. labbe] blab.
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This world,’ he seyde, ‘in lasse than in an hour

Shal al be dreynt, so hidous is the shour;

Thus shal mankynde drenche and lese hir lyf’
This carpenter answerde, ‘allas, my wyf!

And shal she drenche? allas! myn Alisoun ¥’

For sorwe of this he fil almost adoun,

And seyde, “is ther no remedie in this cas?
“Why, yis, for gode,” quod hende Nicholas,

‘If thou wolt werken after lore and reed;

Thou mayst nat werken after thyn owenc heed.

For thus seith Salomon, that was ful trewe,

“Werk al by conseil, and thou shalt nat rewe.”

And if thou werken wolt by good consell,

1 undertake, with-outen mast and seyl,

Yet shal I saven hir and thee and me.

Hastow nat herd how saved was Noé,

Whan that our lord had warned him biforn
That al the world with water sholde be lorn?’
“Yis,” quod this carpenter, ‘ful yore ago.’
‘Hastow nat herd,” quod Nicholas, ‘also

The sorwe of Noé& with his felawshipe,

Er that he mighte gete his wyf to shipe?

Him had be lever, I dar wel undertake,

At thilke tyme, than alle hise wetheres blake,

That she hadde had a ship hir-self allone.

And ther-fore, wostou what is best to done?

This asketh haste, and of an hastif thing

Men may nat preche or maken tarying.
Anon go gete us faste in-to this in

A kneding-trogh, or elles a kimelin,

dreynt] drowned. this in] this house.
kimelin] brewing tub.
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For ech of us, but loke that they be large,

In whiche we mowe swimme as in a barge,

And han ther-inne vitaille suffisant

But for a day; fy on the remenant!

The water shal aslake and goon away

Aboute pryme up-on the nexte day.

But Robin may nat wite of this, thy knave,

Ne eek thy mayde Gille I may nat save;

Axe nat why, for though thou aske me,

I wol nat tellen goddes privetee.

Suffiseth thee, but if thy wittes madde,

To han as greet a grace as Noé hadde.

Thy wyf shal I wel saven, out of doute,

Go now thy wey, and speed thee heer-aboute.
But whan thou hast, for hir and thee and me,

Y-geten us thise kneding-tubbes three,

"Than shaltow hange hem in the roof ful hye,

That no man of our purveyaunce spye.

And whan thou thus hast doon as I have seyd,

And hast our vitaille faire in hem y-leyd,

And eek an ax, to smyte the corde atwo

When that the water comth, that we may go,

And broke an hole an heigh, up-on the gable,

Unto the gardin-ward, over the stable,

That we may frely passen forth our way

Whan that the grete shour is goon away—

‘Than shaltow swimme as myrie, I undertake,

As doth the whyte doke after hir drake.

Than wol I clepe, “how ! Alison ! how! John!

Be myrie, for the-flood wol passe anon.”

madde] go astray.
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And thou wolt seyn, ‘“hayl, maister Nicholay!
Good morwe, I se thee wel, for it is day.”
And than shul we be lordes al our lyf
Of al the world, as Noé and his wyf.
But of o thyng I warne thee ful right,
Be wel avysed, on that ilke night
That we ben entred in-to shippes bord,
That noon of us ne speke nat a word,
Ne clepe, ne crye, but been in his preyere;
For it is goddes owne heste dere.
Thy wyf and thou mote hange fer a-twinne,
For that bitwixe yow shal be no sinne
No more in looking than ther shal in dede;
This ordinance is seyd, go, god thee spede !
‘Tomorwe at night, whan men ben alle aslepe,
In-to our kneding-tubbes wol we crepe,
And sitten ther, abyding goddes grace.
Go now thy wey, I have no lenger space
To make of this no lenger sermoning.
Men seyn thus, “send the wyse, and sey no-thing ”
Thou art so wys, it nedeth thee nat teche;
Go, save our lyf, and that I thee biseche.’
This sely carpenter goth forth his wey.
Ful ofte he seith ‘allas’ and ‘weylawey,’
And to his wyf he tolde his privetee;
And she was war, and knew it bet than he,
What al this queynte cast was for to seye.
But natheless she ferde as she wolde deye,
And seyde, ‘allas! go forth thy wey anon,
Help us to scape, or we ben lost echon;

queynte cast] strange coatrivance.
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I'am thy trewe verray wedded wyf;
Go, dere spouse, and help to save our lyf.’
Lo! which a greet thyng is affeccioun !
Men may dye of imaginacioun,
So depe may impressioun be take.
This sely carpenter biginneth quake;
Him thinketh verraily that he may see
Noés flood come walwing as the sce
To drenchen Alisoun, his hony dere.
He wepeth, weyleth, maketh sory chere,
He syketh with ful many a sory swogh.
He gooth and geteth him a kneding-trogh,
And after that a tubbe and a kimelin,
And prively he sente hem to his in,
And heng hem in the roof in privetee.
His owne hand he made laddres three,
To climben by the ronges and the stalkes
Un-to the tubbes hanginge in the balkes,
And hem vitailled, bothe trogh and tubbe,
With breed and chese, and good ale in a jubbe,
Suffysinge right y-nogh as for a day.
But er that he had maad al this array,
He sente his knave, and eek his wenche also,
Up-on his nede to London for to go.
And on the Monday, whan it drow to night,
He shette his dore with-oute candel-light,
And dressed al thing as it sholde be.
And shortly, up they clomben alle three;
They sitten stille wel a furlong-way.
‘Now, Pater-noster, clom ¥ seyde Nicholay,
swogh] groan.  balkes] beams.  jubbe] pitcher. 2 fur-
long-way] a little time. clom] mum.
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And ‘clom,” quod John, and ‘clom,’ seyde Alisoun.
This carpenter seyde his devocioun,
And stille he sit, and biddeth his preyere,
Awaytinge on the reyn, if he it here.

The dede sleep, for wery bisinesse,
Fil on this carpenter right, as I gesse,
Aboute corfew-tyme, or litel more;
For travail of his goost he groneth sore,
And eft he routeth, for his heed mislay.
Doun of the laddre stalketh Nicholay,
And Alisoun, ful softe adoun she spedde;
With-outen wordes mo, they goon to bedde
Ther-as the carpenter is wont to lye.
Ther was the revel and the melodye;
And thus lyth Alison and Nicholas,
In bisinesse of mirthe and of solas,
Til that the belle of laudes gan to ringe,
And freres in the chauncel gonne singe.

This parish-clerk, this amorous Absolon,
That is for love alwey so wo bigon,
Up-on the Monday was at Oseneye
With companye, him to disporte and pleye,
And axed up-on cas a cloisterer
Ful prively after John the carpenter;
And he drough him a-part out of the chirche,
And seyde, ‘I noot, I saugh him here nat wirche
Sin Saterday; I trow that he be went
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