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PREFACE

THE present collection is intended to serve as a supplement to a general course
in the history of Englishiliterature, from its beginnings to the end of the Victorian
era. With our modern methods of teaching, which insist upon some knowledge of
the works of the authors, in addition to the study of literary history and biography,
collections of this kind have become almost indispensable. In the rapid survey
of the whole extent of English literary history, which is often undertaken before
any careful and minute study of an especial author, or period, or literary form,
is begun, the student is apt to find himself confused and discouraged by references
to authors whose names mean nothing to him, and to works with whose very titles
he is unfamiliar. Many of the books referred to are expensive, or, for some other
reason, not readily accessible; ! some of these are only obtainable in an English
which repels him by its strangeness, or which he finds wholly unintelligible. In
any case, to master all of the works mentioned in such a general course would
be the labor not of a college year, but of a life time. Even if it were possible, such
omnivorous reading would be far from desirable in this early stage of literary study.
One whose immediate purpose is to fix clearly in his mind the topography of a
whole continent, who secks to see distinctly the general trend of its coast-line, the
general disposition of its great mountain ranges, its rivers, and its plains, will do
well to disregard for the time the windings of some obscure and tributary stream.
The familiar words of Bacon have lost none of their force by frequent repetition:
“Some books are to be read only in parts; others to be read, but not curiously;
and some few to be read wholly, and with diligence and attention.” A few pages
are enough to give one a very fair notion of the general character of the Anglo-
Sazxon Chronicle, and a chapter or two of Bede’s Ecclestastical History will at least
help to make that book something more than a disembodied title, and clothe it
with the form and substance of reality. That such a method of approach is, and
should be, a mere preliminary to fuller studies, is obvious enough: that it is a wise,
almost a necessary, preliminary, few sensible persons will, I think, be disposed
to deny.

To represent a vast, varied, and ancient literature like the English,—a literature
practically limitless,—in a book of reasonable compass, and in a manner at all
adequate to the student’s needs, is no easy task. The present collection is the
result of more than twenty years of effort and experiment. As long ago as 1892,
I published a volume containing a number of representative English masterpieces
in prose and verse, with a setting of historical and biographical comment. This
was followed by a collection of Standard English Poems, from Spenser to Tennyson;
a companion book of Standard English Prose, from Bacon to Stevenson; and a col-
lection of Early English Poems, translated or modernized in collaboration with
Dr. J. Duncan Spaeth, of Princeton University. The three books last named have
been used freely in the making of the present collection; but while many of the old
selections have been retained, I have taken advantage of this opportunity for
revision and rearrangement, so that the present book is not a mere consolidation

1 Rolle’s Pricke of Conscience, is a glaring example of a book which is constantly referred to,

and practically very difficult to procure. I know several large libraries that have not a single
copy of it in any form, and have, so far, been unable to secure one.
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of its predecessors into one volume, but virtually a new collection. In the interests
of proportion, some of the poetical selections in the Old and Middle English periods
have been omitted; illustrations of English prose before Bacon have been intro-
duced; while many new selections, most of them from 18th and 19th century authors,
have also been added!.'So (much)space has been saved by increasing the size
of the page, and by greatly reducing the length of the notes, that the amount of
text in the present volume is materially greater than that in its three predecessors
combined.

In a book of this character, the needs of the teacher must be the first considera-
tion. To be practically useful, such a supplementary collection as this must in-
clude at least a large proportion of the authors usually considered or incidentally
referred to in the class-room; it must contain, at least, certain famous poems,
with which every cultivated reader is familiar; and it must contain, at least, well-
known passages from the monumental masterpieces of prose. To supply these
needs, one must be content to follow in the well-beaten track, made smooth by
innumerable anthologists; he must, of necessity, provide again those inevitable
masterpieces which no well regulated anthology could possibly be without.

But, when this primary requirement has been met (as fully and faithfully as
space and the personal limitations of the editor allow), there still remains a wide
field for liberty of choice. The treasures of English literature are practically in-
exhaustible; we can say of it, as the English Chancellor said of the law, “the Lord
forbid, that any man should know it all.” When the paramount needs of teacher
and student shall have been satisfied, an editor will do well, I think, in the interest
of freshness and variety, to give some hint of the queer nooks and less-trodden
paths that wait to be explored. We are sometimes prone to become a trifle narrow
and conventional in our literary judgments, to regard not so much what we like as
what we are expected to like, and to pay too exclusive a reverence to the “canonical
books.” We must remember, moreover, that a book like the present is, after all,
intended to awaken and foster a love of literature in readers whose taste is at best
immature. While such a book ought certainly to give the inevitable and indis-
pensable masterpieces, we should remember that for some the real quickener of
the spirit may prove to be a comparatively obscure and little-regarded work, long
relegated, perhaps, to the literary apocrypha. “The appreciation of Lycidas,”
said Mark Pattison, with a rare wisdom, “is the last reward of a consummated
scholarship.”

While I have not made any very daring innovations, I have, accordingly, not
hesitated to follow my own judgment, and include some authors and selections,
both ancient and modern, not usually found in a book of this kind. For instance,
in the earlier literature, the thirteenth, early fourteenth, and fifteenth centuries
(times fuller of vital literature than we are apt to realize), have been represented
with comparative fullness; while in recent times, I have included such writers as
John Richard Green, F. W. H. Myers, Leslie Stephen, and two living authors,
Frederic Harrison and Austin Dobson, who, as I had resolved to exclude con-
temporary authors, were not strictly eligible. The choice of selections must be of
necessity a compromise between the often conflicting claims of many requirements;
but, so far as I could do so in justice to other needs, I have tried to make a book
that would be not merely “educational,”’—in our restricted sense,—but one that
could be read with interest and pleasure.
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On the other hand, especial care has been taken to make the book practically
helpful and suggestive on the historical side. Besides the chronological arrange-
ment, the division into literary periods, the insertion of biographical dates, and
such obvious aids to the student, wherever it was practicable the selections have
been so chosen, that|the authers speak for themselves, and reveal their own char-
acters, or the plan and purpose of their works. Thus, Bede, Alfred, Layamon,
Geoffrey of Monmouth, Caxton, Burton, and many others, tell us directly about
their lives, their characters, or the making of their books. We learn of Spenser’s
hot anger at the intrigues and procrastinations of the Court, from his own lips; we
listen to Greene's tragic self-reproaches; while Milton’s unconquerable nobility
of spirit under the chastisement of blindness and disappointment, and Scott’s no
less splendid fortitude, lie open to us, with no medium of critic or commentator
between their souls and ours. To study literary history in such a fashion is to drink
from the fountain-head. .

Care has also been taken to introduce selections illustrative of literary history,
and, so far as possible, to make one selection explain or supplement another. For
instance, we can follow up our reading of Ceedmon’s Hymn and Bede’s Death Song,
with Bede’s story of Cedmon, and with Cuthbert’s Letter on the Death of Bede;
we can study Dr. Johnson in his prose and poetry, we can see him through the
eyes of Boswell “in his habit as he lived,” or again, we can look back and, with
Macaulay and Carlyle, regard both Johnson and Boswell in that perspective which
time only can supply. Many of the biographical and critical selections can be
made in this way to serve a double purpose, for when one great author writes of
another, he tells us something not only of his subject but of himself. Or again,
we can see how the same experience, or the same problem, has impressed different
minds. As we read the account of the fire of London in Evelyn or in Pepys, we see
something more than confusion, terror, and burning houses,—we see with an equal
distinctness the contrasted natures of the two men. Or if we would understand the
widely different impressions made upon thoughtful men by the material progress
and scientific spirit of the last century, we can gain some notion of it by contrasting
the utterances of Macaulay and Newman, of Huxley and of Ruskin and Carlyle.
Hence, while a general adherence to chronology in the arrangement of the selec-
tions was manifestly advisable, the order in which the selections are read may be
modified by the teacher at his discretion, for many selections may be found
to belong together in spirit and to be separated only by the accident of
time.

As the book is intended primarily for students who are approaching the subject
from the purely literary side, all the selections from the Old and Middle English
periods (with the single exception of Chaucer) have been translated or modernized.
For a few of the renderings I have gone to Tennyson, Henry Morley, or others;
some of them have been made by Dr. Percy V. D. Shelly for the present book;
but by far the greater number are versions, made by Dr. J. Duncan Spaeth or
by myself, which have already appeared in the Early English Poems. In any case,
the object has been to furnish the student with a version which, while it gives the
meaning of the original, preserves something, at least, of its illusive spirit and its
poetic form. Every one agrees, that to be good a translation must be accurate;
but many confuse the deeper faithfulness to one’s original, with a merely servile
and literal accuracy, forgetting that, especially in translating poetry, there is an
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obligation to be faithful to the spirit as well as to the letter, and that the letter
without the spirit is dead.

Translation or modernization was necessary if the earlier literature were to be
made generally accessible, but the original texts have been changed as little as
was consistent with this object, and in many cases obsolete words or quaint and
unusual expressions have been retained and explained. In order that the student
may have some idea of the nature and extent of these changes, and have some
concrete reminder of the slow growth of the language, short passages from the
earlier authors are given in the appendix in their original form.

To give the reader ready access to the author, it was not enough to clear away the
barriers of an unfamiliar language, there were also obscure allusions, involved or
ambiguous expressions, or other difficulties, which it was necessary to explain.
In such cases the necessary explanation has been given at the foot of the page. I
have tried to make these notes as few in number, as brief and as unobtrusive as I
possibly could. Except in a few cases, I have confined myself to a short explana-
tion of some real difficulty in the text. Biographical and critical matter has been
introduced very sparingly, and I have often refrained from giving the source of a
quotation, believing that the formal reference to an ancient and little-read book
was of no real help to the student. The traditional commentator is not unlike
the traditional policeman, always on hand except when he is really needed, and
the middle path between the too-little and the too-much is a hard one to hit or
to follow.

The practice of giving complete works, rather than fragments or “extracts,”
has been followed in this book, as in its predecessors, wherever circumstances
allowed. But to hold rigidly to this practice in all cases (and especially where one
is dealing with prose) would entail too great a sacrifice. Most of the selections
are, however, either literally or essentially complete; while in cases where this was
impracticable, I have tried to make the selection intelligible by explanatory notes,
or by an abstract of the portion omitted. As the drama and fiction could not be
adequately represented by extracts, and as it was obviously impossible to give an
entire novel or play, it seemed best to leave these two important divisions of litera-
ture unrepresented. I have, however, given a few passages, not scenes,—from
the Elizabethan dramatists, which can be read purely as poetry, and, for the con-
venience of the teacher, I have inserted a short specimen of a Miracle, and of a
Moral play in the appendix.

One personal conviction it may, perhaps, be permissible for me to express here,
-for a preface is a spot which even an impersonal editor can call his own. The chief
business of the teacher of English literature is to lead the student to read the right
things in the right way. The student must be taught to interpret, possibly “to
contradict and to confute,” but he must, above all, be taught to enjoy. The range
of his enjoyment must be widened; his taste must be made more catholic, ex-
cluding nothing that is really significant or really excellent of its kind; yet he must
be taught to discriminate, and trained to prefer in all sincerity the good to the
inferior, and even above the good, to set the best. To this supreme object, all
others, however curious or praiseworthy, must, after all, be made subordinate
and contributory. The historical development of the literature, the lives, the
characters, the personal peculiarities of authors, the *chatter about Harriet,”
the study of philology, the study of dates, or *“sources,” the problems of text and
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authorship, all such things, fascinating and important as they undeniably are,
must be regarded as means to an end, for, as Tennyson said of Knowledge,—they
are ‘“the second not the first.”

Thls business of teachmg people to read is really a matter of mcalcula.ble, of
national, importance to ‘us'inl America. I doubt whether there was ever a country’
on the fa.ce of the earth which contained such multitudes of people who knew
how to read, and so few true readers; a country which contained so few who were
illiterate, and so many who were uneducated. With all this we have quite un-
paralleled opportunities for the reader. We teach him the mechanical process of
reading, and we establish innumerable agencies to provide him with reading matter
at a small cost, or at no cost at all. We have a great host of writers, who produce
books without number, yet we make but a trifling contribution to the permanent
literature of the world. I suspect that the true reader is almost as rare as the great
writer, and I suspect that to teach a child to read without teaching him to prefer
a good book to a bad one, is very like giving a boy a loaded gun without showing
him how to use it. Such a situation, and I do not think it is over-stated, imposes
a heavy but an honorable responsibility upon the teacher of English. It is his
task, subordinating all merely curious researches and vain disputations, to teach
as many as he can among this multitude of un-read readers, to know and to delight
in the best literature. ‘““We need to be reminded every day,” says Frederic Har-
rison, ‘“how many are the books of inimitable glory, which, with all our eagerness
after reading, we have never taken in our hands.” Many works of this enduring
and ““inimitable glory”’ have been brought together here, gathered from the noblest
utterances of more than a thousand years. If a book of this kind helps the teacher
to bring these glories nearer to the minds and lives of his students, if it helps any
reader in school or out, to come into closer and more human relations with great
literature, it has its place and part (small as it may be) in an immeasurably im-
portant work.

My indebtedness to others is too great to be specifically acknowledged. I can-
not, however, omit a word of especial gratitude to my friend Dr. Percy V. D. Shelly,
of the University of Pennsylvania, who, besides contnbutmg several translations
from Old English and Latin, has worked with me faithfully in the preparation of
this book. H s p

IsLEsroRD, MAINT,
July 15, 1915.
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1. FROM THE BEGINNING TO THE NORMAN CONQUEST

A CHARM! FOR,BEWITCHED (LAND
(From the translation by J. D. SPAETH)

goe,:hEroe, Erce, M&tllfder E«:f Earth,
ay the ty, erlasting,
it pega e,
t , fruitful an wing,
Hosts of Spear-shafts, shiningﬁ'vm,
Harvest of Barley the broad,
Harvest of Wheat the white
All the hes; inghmestaofearthl.
M? the ighty Lord Everlasting,
And his holy saints in heaven above,
From fiend and foe defend this land,
Keep it from blight and coming of harm,
From spell of witches wickedly spread!
Now I pray the Almighty who made this world,
That malice of man, or mouth of woman
Never may weaken the words I have spoken.
Hail to thee Earth, Mother of men! 67
Grow and be great in God’s embrace,
Filled with fruit for the food of men!

CHARM FOR A SUDDEN STITCH !
(Translated by J. D. SpaeTs)
Take feverfew, and plantain, and the red

nettle that grows, into the house. Boil in but-
ter. Say:—

Loud vtvﬁans their cry as they came o’er the
Fieroemtheirrageutheyrodeo'erthe
Take heed and be healed of the hurt they have

e thee.
Out little if in there thou be!
My shield I hifted, my linden-wood shining,

When f1'.he mighty women mustered their
orce,
And sent their spear-points spinning toward

me.
I'll give them back the bolt they sent,
- A flying arrow full in the face.
Out little spear if in there thou be!
Sat a smith
A hard blade hammered.
Out little spear if in there thou be!
Six smiths sat,
Figxuting spears forged they.
t spear, out!
No lo; stay in!
If any iron be found herein,
The work of witches, away it must melt.

60

4

10

15

o molsctio pvers 1o mne) o roptemions, of which
n given is one) for

that was su to veb:enbo ed. Th’;cham
are one of the ¢l ristic types of old English verse,
R “goddess of fertilit ha

of fe: Y

acalogous to the Roman goddess Demeter. ¥e periape
i 8titch, or rheumsatism, was su; to be caused b;
fittle spears or darts, shot by a god, elf, or hag. Y

3

Be thou shot in the fell *
Be thou shot in the ﬂesi\,
Be thou shot in the blood,
Be thou shot in the bone,
Be thou shot in the limb
Thy life shall be shielded.
Be it shot of Eeé,?
Be it shot of Elves,
Be it shot of Hags,
I help thee surely.
This for cure of Esatshot,
This for cure of Elf-shot,
This for cure of Hag-shot,
I help thee surely.
Witch fly away to the woods and the moun-

tains. . 34
Healed be thy hurt! So help thee the Lord.

20

BEOWULF

THE FIGHT WITH GRENDEL’S MOTHER
(Translated by J. D. SpaETH)

[The Hero Beowulf grew up at the Court of
his uncle Hygélac, King of the Geats or Jutes.
Hearing how Heorot, the great Hall of the
Danish King Hrothgar, was ravaged by a night~
prowling monster named Grendel, Beowulf
sailed with a chosen band to f:[rothgar’s
kingdom, and offered to rid the Danes of their
enemy. Alone and wei?onless he fought with
and killed Grendel in Heorot, and it was sup-
Eosed that the Hall was again safe. But

rendel’s mother, a wolfish water-wife, bent on
revenge, broke into the Hall and carried off
the King’s best Thane. The next morning
Beowulf, who had slept elsewhere, heard what
had hs]()fened, and a.sl?ed if he might undertake
a second and more perilous adventure. Before
going, the King describes to him the haunts of

the monster.]
“] have heard m; le, the tfolk 1345
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; 1350
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, 1355
Or what his descent from demons obscure.
Lonely and waste is the land they inhabit,

Wolf-cliffs wild and windy headlands,
Ledges of mist, where mountain torrents
Downward plunge to dark abysses, 1360
And flow unseen. Not far from here

2 8kin. $ The gods. 4 Of the gods.

‘1 Creatures that stalk along the Marches, or Borders.
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O’er the moorland in miles, & 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, 1365
A marvellous light. "There lives not the man
Has fathomed the depth of -the dismal mcre.

Though the heather-stepper, the strong-horned

stag,
Seek this cover, forspent with the chase,
Tracked by the hounds, he will turn at bay, 1370
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. 1375
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!
Rich‘y I pay thee for risking this fight,
With heirlooms golden and ancient rings,
As I paid thee before, if thou come back alive.”

Beowulf spoke, the son of Ecgtheow: .

“Sorrow not gray-beard, nor grieve o'er thy

friend! .
Vengeance is better than bootless mourning.

1380

To each of us here the end must come 1386
Of life upon earth: let him who may

Win glory ere death. I deem that best,

The lot of the brave, when life is over.

Rise, O realm-ward, ride we in haste 1390

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 wood,
No hole in the ground shall hide her from me.
But onc day more thy woe endure, 1395
And nurse thy hope as I know thou wilt.”
Sprang to his feet the old king,

ave praise to God for the promise spoken.
And now for Hrothgar a horse was bridled,
A curly-maned steed. The king rode on, 1400
Bold on his charger. A band of shicld-men
Followed on foot. Afar they saw
Footprints leading along the forest.
They ctﬁ)sl;g&ved the tracks, and found she had

Over the dark moor, dragging the bod
Of the goodliest thane that gums
Hrothgar i

Heorot Hall, and the home of the king.
The well-born hero held the trail;
Ugrguﬁed paths, o’er perilous riciges,
Through passes narrow, an unknown way. 1410
gy beetling crags, and caves of the nicors.?

e went before with a chosen few,
Warriors skilled, to scan the way.
Sudden they came on a cluster of trees
Overhanging a hoary rock,
A gloomy grove; and ing 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 Kscheré 1420
Far beneath at the foot of the cliff.

2 Sea-monsters, water-goblins.

1405
with

1415

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, 1425
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, 1430
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, 1435
Uptumtgd s.rll;(i) m z& the top of the waves.
Eager the: eir ocean-quarry;
With bﬂqgg’-hooked boar-spears -t(j:e beast they
gaffed,
Savag;aly broached him and brought him to
ore,
Wave-plunger weird. The warriors viewed
The grisly stranger. But straightway Beowulf
Donned his corslet nor cared for his life. . . . 1442

To Hrothgar spoke the son of eow: 1473
‘‘Remember O honored heir of Heilfdené,
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,

My faithful friends, if I fail to return. 1481

To Hygélac 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 * 1400

Glory gain, or go to my death.” .

1486

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 bot-
Soon the hag d wild e
n the sea- savage an ,
Who had roamed through her watery realms at
will,
For winters a hundred, was 'ware from below
An earthling had entered her ocean domain.
8uickl she reached and caught the hero; 1500
rappled 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
Beowulf the bold, o'er the bottom ocoze.
Thm;gh eager to smite her, his arm was help-
ess.

1505

3 The name of Beowulf's sword.
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Swimming monsters swarmed about him,

Dented his mail with dreadful tusks. 1510

Sudden the warrior was 'ware they had come

To a sea-hall strange and seeming hostile,

Where water was not nor waves opp! y

For the caverned rock all round kept back

The swallowing sea. , He saw, a light, 1515

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 swiniing blow.

Sang on her head the hard-forged blade 1520

Its war-song v:ild. 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

In combats fierce. For the first time now 1526

His treasure failed him, fallen from honor.

But Hygélac’s earl took heart of courage;

In mood defiant he fronted his foe.

The angry hero hurled to the ground,

The gaudy and jeuelled; vfoiond in the strength
e gaudy and jewelled; rejoiced in the

of h;s:a.rm nnm‘ded. So all should do

Who glory would find and fame abiding,

In the crash of conflict, nor care for their lives.

The Lord of the Battle-Jutes braved the en-

Th urdm' hag by the hair he caugh 1530

e murderous y the hair he t;

Down he dragged the dam of Grendel

In hlﬂs swelling rage, till she sprawled on the
T

oor.
uick to repay in kind what she got
n her foe she fastened her fearful ciutches;
Enfolded the warrior w with fighting;
The sure-footed hero stumbled and fell.
On his prostrate body she siuatted €normous;
Unsheathed her hi ife, shining and broad,
Her son to avenge, her offspring sole. 1546
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;
e Wielder all-wise awarded the victory:
Lightly the hero to his feet. 1555
He spied 'mongst the arms a sword surpassing,
Huge and ancient, a hard-forged sl:?rer,
Weapon matchless and warriors’ delight
Save that its weight was more than another
Might bear into battle or brandish in war; 1560
Giants had fo that finest of blades.
Then seized its chain-hilt the chief of the
Scyldings; .
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, 1565
Cut the neck-bone, and cleft its way
ugh her body; she sank to the
ground;
The sword was gory; glad was the hero.
A light flashed out from the inmost den,
Like heaven’s candle, when clear it shines

1530

1540

1550

1570

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 the Danes. . . . 1579
He gave him his due when Grendel he
oun 1589
Stretched as in sleep, and spent with the battle.
But dead was the fiend, the fight at Heorot
Had laid him low. The lifeless body
Sprang from the blows of Beowulf’s sword,
As fiercely he hacked the head from the carcass.

But the men who were watching the water with
ar 1596

Suddenly saw a stir in the waves,

The cho% 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. 1601

Most of them feared he had fallen pre{

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

When evening came, the Scyldings all 1604

Forsook the headland, and Hrothgar himself

Turned homeward his steps. But sick at heart

The strangers sat and stared at the sea,

Ho against hope to behold their comrade

And leader again.

Now that goodly sword
Beﬁan to melt with the gore of the monster;1610
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 jeweled,—the blade had melted,
Its metal had vanished, so venomous hot 1620
Was the blood of the demon-brute dead in the

cave.

1615

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; 1625
The mere-wife had yielded her miserable life.
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 mailéd comrades, 1630
With thanks to God who gave them their leader
Safe again back and sound from the deep.
8uickl their hero’s helmet they loosened,
nbuckled his breastplate. The blood-stained

waves

Fell to a calm 'neath the quiet sky. 1635

Back they returned o’er the tracks with the
footprints,

Merrily measurcd the miles o’er the fen,

Way they knew well, those warriors brave;
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Brought from the holm-cliff the head of the
monster;

"Twas toil and labor to lift the burden,

Four of their stoutest scarce could carry it

Swung from a spear-pole, a s ering load. . 1638

Thus the fourteen of them, thanes adventur-

ous, 1641
Marched o’cr thé/'oor! 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.
In went Beowulf, the brave and victorious, 1645
Battle-beast hardy, Hrothgar to t.
Liftinfalg' the hair the head of Grendel,
They laid it in the hall, where the heroes were

carousing,

Right before the king, and right before the
queen;

Gruesome was the sight that greeted the Danes.

BEOWULF’'S LAST FIGHT AND DEATH

[Beowulf left with the Danes his grisly
trophies of battle, the head of Grendel, his
huge forequarter, and the hilt of the giant
sword with its mystical runic inscription.
Loading his boat with the gifts of Hrothgar,
he and his comrades sailed away home. After
the death of Hygélac and his son, Beowulf
became king of t{e 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 treas-
ure 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 thmuﬁb the air, spitting
fire, burning houses and villages, even
wulf’s hall, the ‘““gift-stool” of the Jutes. Beo-
wulf had an iron shield made against the dragon’s
fiery breath, and with eleven companions,
sought out the hill-vault near the sea. Before
attacking the monster he spoke these words
1 his comrades:)

Beowulf said to them, brave words spoke he:

“Brunt of battles I bore in md\;youth, 2512
One fight more I make this day.

1 mean to win fame defending my people,

If the grim destroyer will seek me out, 2515

Come at my csll from his cavern dark.”

Then he greeted his thanes each one,

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 mg arm,
As Grendel I slew long since by my hand. 2522
But I look to fight a fiery battle,

With scorching puffs of poisonous breath.

For this I bear both breastplate and shield; 2525

No foot will I flinch from the foe of the barrow.

Wyrd is over us, each shall meet

His doom ordained at the dragon-cliff!

Bold is my mood, but my boast I omit

’Gainst the battle-flier. Abide ye here, 2530

Heroes in harness, hard by the Knrrow,

Cased in your armor the 1ssue 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 2535

To measure his might 'gainst the monster fierce.

1 get you the gold in glorious fight,

Or battle-death bitter shall bear off your lord.”
UJ)rose with his shield the shining hero,

Bold ’'neath his helmet. He bore his harness

In under the cliff; alone he went, 2541

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; 2545
From the rocky gate there a stream,
Bubbling and boiling with battle-fire.

So great the heat no hope was there

To come at the h in the cavern’s depth,

Unscathed by the blast of the scorching dragon.

He let from his breast his battle-cry leap, 2551

Swoln with rage was the royal Jute,

Stormed the stout-heart; strong and clear

Through the gloom of the cave his cry went
ringing.

Hate was aroused, the hoard-ward knew

The leader's hail. Too late 'twas now

To parley for The poisonous breath

Of the monster shot from the mouth of the cave,

Reeking hot. The hollow earth rumbled.

The man by the rock upraised his shield, 2560

The Lord of the Jutes, ’gainst the loathly

dragon,
Now kindled for battle the curled-up beast;
The king undaunted with drawn sword stood,
("Twas an heirloom olden with edge of lightning)
Each was so fierce he affrighted the other. 2565
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
Than he hoped it would, for the weapon he held
First time that day he tried in battle;
Wyrd had not willed he should win the fight.
But the Lord of the Jutes uplifted his arm, 2576
Smote the scaly worm, struck him so fierce
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.2580
That sword-stroke roused the wrath of the cave-

guard;
Fire and flame afar he spirted,

Blaze of battle; but Beowulf there

No victory boasted: his blade had failed him,
Naked in battle, as never it should have, 2585
Well-tempered iron! Nor easy it was

For Ecgtheow’s heir, honored and famous,

2555

2570
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This earth to forsake, forever to leave it;

Yet he must go, against his will
Elsewhere to'dwell. So we all must leave 2580
This fleeting life.—Erelong the foes

Bursting with wrath the battle renewed. .
The bhom'd-ward took heart, and with heaving
) reast
Came ¢ ing amain. The champion brave,
S of his people, was sore oppressed, 2505
Enfolded by flame. No faithful comrades
Crowded ut him, his chosen band,
All mthelings’ sons, to save their lives,
Fled .to the wood. One of them only
Felt surging sorrow; for nought can stifle 2600
Call of kin In a comrade true;
Wiglaf his name, 'twas Weohstan’s son
Shield-thane beloved, lord of the Scylfings
Elfheré’s kinsman. When his king he saw
Hard by the heat under helmet oppressed, 2605
He remembered the gifts he had got of old,
Lands and wealth of the Wegmunding line,
The folk-rights all that his father’s been;
He could hold no longer, but hard he l51’ipped
Linden shield yellow and ancient sword. . . . 2610
For the first time there the faithful thane, 2652
Youthful and stalwart, stood with his leader,
Shoulder to shoulder in shock of battle.
Nor melted his courage, nor cracked his blade,
His war-sword true, as the worm found out 2656
When together they got in grim encounter.

Wiglaf in wrath upbraided his comrades,
Sore was his heart as he spake these words:
** Well I mind when our mead we drank 2660
In the princely hall, how we promised our lord
Who gave us these rings and golden annlets,
That we would repay his war-gifts rich,
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
he deemed us doughty spearmen,
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,—
(.\"?w is the hgg;}e il‘eeeds the ai(lilm
spearmen . Let us go to him now, 2675
Help our hero while hard bestead
Bzdthe nimble flames. God knows that I
Had rather the fire should ruthlessly fold
My body with his, than harbor me safe.
Shame it were surely our shields to carry 2680
Home to our lands, unless we
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. 2685
My helmet and sword shall serve for us both,
“nield and armor we share to-day.”

Waded the warrior through welter and reek;
Buekler and helmet he bore to his leader;
Tleartened the hero with words of hope:

* Do thy best now, dearest Beowulf,

2665

2670

2090

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!” 2695
After these words the worm came on, .
Snorting with rage, for a second charge;

_ All mottled with fire his foes he so

t
The warriors hated. But Wiglaf’s shield
Was burnt to the boss bK the billows of fire;
His harness helped not the hero young. 2701
Shelter he found 'neath the shield of his kins-

man,
‘When the crackling blaze had crumbled his own:
But mindful of glory, the mighty hero
Smote amain with his matchless sword.
Down it hurtled, driven by anger,

Till it stuck in the skull, then snapped the blade,
Broken was Neegling, Beowulf’s sword, -
Ancient and gray. 'Twas granted him never
To count on edge of iron in battle; 2710
His hand was too heavy, too hard his strokes,
As I have heard tell, for ever{g]ade

He brandished in battle: the best gave way,
And left him helpless and hard bestead. -

Now for a third time neared the destroyer; 2715
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 spirts
Of life-blood dark o’erdrenched the hero.

Then in the hour of utmost peril,
The stripling proved what stock he came of;
Showed his endurance and dauntless oourage.
Though burnt was his hand when he backed his

kinsman,
With head unguarded the good thane charged,

2705

2720

Thrust from below at the loathly dragon, 2726
Pierced with the point and plunged the blade in,
The gleaming-bright, till the glow abated
Waning low. Ere long the king

Came to himself, and swiftly drew 2730

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,
Together they killed him, the kinsmen two,
A noble pair. So needs must do

mrades in peril. For the king it proved
His uttermost triumph, the end of his deeds
And work in the world. The wound began,
Where the cave-dragon savage had sunk his

2740

2735

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,
G on the wondrous work of the giants:
Arches of stone, firm-set on their pillars, 2745
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, 2751
His piteous wound. Full well he knew
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His Kears on earth were ended now,

His hours of glad life gone for aye,

His days alloted, and death was near:
““Now would I giadly give to a son

These weapons of war, had Wyrd ! but granted
That heir of my own should after me come,
Sprung from mﬁ loins. This land have I ruled

2755

ty winters. No folk-kingdared, 2760
None of the chiefs of the a:;ishbori tribes,
To touch me with sword or il me with terror

%f;ll:lattle-thmts.dl bi(Led at holl:w,

my peace and my heritage kept,

Seeking no feuds nor swearing false oaths. 2765
This gives me comfort, and ﬁla.ddens 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,
Wiglaf beloved, to look at the hoard 2770
Where hidden it rests ‘neath the iaoa.ry rock.
For the worm lies still, put asleep by his wound,
Robbed of his riches. Then rise and haste!
Give me to see that golden hoard,
Gaze on the store of glorious gems,
That easier then I may end my life,
Leave my lordship that long I held.”

Swiftly, 'tis said, the son of Weohstan
Obeyed the words of his bleeding lord,
Maimed in the battle. Through the mouth of

the cave 2780
Boldly he bore his battle-net in.
Glad of the victory, he 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
8tript of their mountings, many a helmet
Ancient and armlets a many,
Curiously woven. (Wea.lth 80 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 2795
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 the; saﬁr, that single adventurer
Plundered tﬁe oard that was piled by the

giants 2800
Gathered together old goblets and platters,
Took what he liked; the towering banner
Brightest of beacons he brought likewise. . . . 2776

2775

2785

2790

So Wiglaf returned with treasure laden 2783
The high-souled hero hastened his steps,
Anxiously wondered if he should find 2785

The lord of the Weders alive where he left him
Sapped ofdhis 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 h 2701
Broke from his breast, and Beowulf spoke,

1 The Goddess of Fate.

THE NORMAN CONQUEST

Gazing sad at the gold before him:

‘“‘For the harvest of gold that here I look on,
To the God of Glory five my tharks. 2796
To the Ruler Eternal I render praise

That ere I must go he granted me this,

To leave to my people this priceless hoard.
"T'was bought with my life; now look ye well
To my people’s need when 1 have departed. 2800
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.
Hm(')er the headland of whales it shall tower,
A on and mark to remind my people. 2808
And sailors shall call it in years to come
Beowulf’s Barrow as back from afar

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

The t-hearted king unclasped from his

nec| 2810
A collar of gold, and gave to his thane,
The brave young warrior, his bﬂﬁht—gﬂt helmet,
Breastplate and ring. So bade him farewell:
‘“Thou art the last to be left of our house.
Wyrd hath o’erwhelmed our Wagmunding line,
Sweﬁt my kinsmen swift, to their doom, 2816
Earls in their prime. I must follow them.”
These words were the last that the warrior gray
Found in his heart ere the flames he chose.
Swift from his bosom his soul departed 2820
To find the reward of the faithful and true.

CAEDMON’S HYMN
(c. 670)
(Translated by P. V. D. SHELLY)

Now shall we hymn high heaven’s Ward,
The might of the Maker, His mind’s desire,
The works of the Father; how of wonders each

one
He, Lord everlasting, laid the foundation.
First He framed for the first-born of men [
Heaven for a roof, holy Creator.
‘S}lzf)ed He then earth, Shield of mankind,

immortal, and made thereafter
Fields for the folk, Father almighty.

BEDE’S DEATH-SONG
(Translated by P. V. D. SrELLY)
No man becomes, before death calls him,
Wiser in thought than then he needs be
Well to consider, ere the thread’s severed,
What to his ghost, of good or of evil,
After the death-day is destined by doom. 5

THE DROWNING OF THE EGYPTIANS
(From the Ezodus.! Translated by
J. D. SPAETH.)
The host was harrowed with horror of drowning;
Sea-death menaced their miserable souls. 448
! The Ezodus, & poem of 589 lines, i;ﬁt?&oldutemgt

epic of a series on Biblical n apparently
in the north of England. No exact date can be given,
but it was evidently written before the time of King Al-

fred (871-901)
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The glloogga of the hill-sides were splashed with
There was woe on the waters, the waves spat

gore; 450
They l;:m full of weapons, and frothed with

slaughter.
Back were beaten the bold Egyptians,
Fled in fear; they were filled with terror.
Headlong tixey hastened their homes to seek.
Less bold were their boasts as the billows rolled
o’er them, 455
Dread welter of waves. Not one of that army
Went again home, but Wyrd from behind
Barred with billows their backward path.
Where ways had lain, now weltered the sea,

The sw! il flood. 'i}'lhesu:r:? went up 460
High to the heavens; hugest of uproars
Darkened the sky; the dyi shrieked
With voices doomed. e Deep streamed with

blood
Shield-walls were shattered by shock of the

tempest.
Greatest of sea-deaths engulfed the migh&y, 465
Captains and troops. Retreat was cut of

At the ocean’s brink. Their battle-shields

gleam
High o’er their heads as the heaped-up waters
Compassed them round, the raging ﬂoog.
Doomed was the host, by death hemmed in, 470
Suddenly trapped. The salty billows .
Swept with their swirling the sand from their

eet,
As the Ocean cold to its ancient bed,
Through winding channels the churning flood,
Came rolling o'er the riﬁpled bottom, 475
Swift av , naked and wild. .
With slaughter was streaked the storm-dark air;
The bursting m with blood-terror yawned,
When He who e it, by Moses’ hand
Unbitted the wrath of the raging flood; 480
Wide it came sweeping to swallow the foe;
Foamed the waters, the fated sank;
Earth was o’erwhelmed, the air was darkened;
Burst the wave-walls, the bulwarks tumbled;
The sea-towers- melted, when the Mighty One

smote 485
The pride of the host, through the pillar of fire,
‘With holy hand from heaven above.

The onslaught wild of the angry main
None might oppose. He appointed their end
In the roaring horror. Wroth was the sea: 490
Up it rose, down it smote, dealing destruction.
Slaughter-blood spread, the sea-wall fell
gg:emd on high, the bandiwork of God,

en

the ocean He smote with His ancient

sword

Felled the defence of the foam-breasted waves.
With the death-blow deep, the doomed men

t. 496
‘The army of sinners their souls gave up,
The sea-pale host, ensnared and surrounded,
‘When the dark upheaval o’erwhelmed them all,
Hugest of wild waves. The host sank down,
Pharaoh and his folk, the flower of t 501
Utterly perished. The enemy of
Soon d‘:laoove:ed, when the sea he entered,

That the ocean’s master was mightier than he.

By thestrength of His arm He decided the battle,
rathful and grim. He gave the Egyptians 506

Thorough reward for that day’s work.

Not one of that host to his home came back;

Of all those warriors not one returned

To bring the news of the battle’s end, 510

To tell in the towns the tidings of woe,

Their husbands’ doom to the heroes’ wives,

How sea-death swallowed the stately host,—

No messenger left. The Lord Almighty

Confal:id their boasting; they fought against

. 515

Cynewulf:
THE VOYAGE OF LIFE
(From The Crist. Translated by J. D. SpaeTn.)

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
Wedrive afar. 'Tis a dreary waste
Of ceaseless surges we sail across,
In this wavering world, o’er wind-swept tracts
Of open sea. Anxious the struggle, 856
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,
Helps us into our harbor of refuge; 860
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
That the Prince of Glory prepared for us all, 865
The Ruler on high, when He rose to heaven.

DOOMSDAY
(From The Crist. Translated by J. D. SPAETH.)

Lo! on a sudden, and all unlooked for,
In the dead of the night, the day of the Lord
Shall break tremendous on man and beast,

O’erwhelming the world and the wide creation,
As a ruthless robber, ranging at night, 871
Who strides through the dark with stealthy

pace,
And suddeniy springs on sleep-bound heroes,
Greets with violence his victims unguarded.

A mighty host on the mount of Sion 876

Shall gather together glad and r:goicing

The fait.g:gl of the Lord, they shall find their
reward.

With one accord from the quarters four,

And uttermost ends of the earth at once,
Glorious angels together shall blow 880
Their shattering trumpets; the trembling earth
Shall shake and sink, as they sound together,

1 Cynewulf, the greatest early poet of the north of
England, lived probably in Northumbria at the end of
the 8th ocentury. The Christ, from which the two selec-
tions are taken, is his chief m; it is 1664 lines long
and consists of three parts, The Advent, The Ascension,
and Doomeday.
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Piercing strong to the starry track.

Their music swells from the South and North,

From East and from West, o’er the world’s
wide round. 885

They wake from the dead to the day of judge-

ment
The children of men)With/their challénge/dread.
Out of their ancient earth and mold,
Forth from their sleep profound they wake

them.
Howling with fear they shall huddle and flock,
Moaning and sroaning, aghast with terror, 801
Bewailing the deeds that were done in the body.

Eye hath not seen a sight more awful,

To men shall appear no portent more dread:
Sinners and saints in strange confusion, 895
Mingled together shall mount from their

ves,
The g‘?ght and the black: for both shall arise,
Some fair, some foul, as foreordain
To different home, of devils or angels.
From South and East o’er Sion’s top, 900
In sudden radiance the sun shall flame
From the throne of God; more gleaming-bright,
man may imagine, or mind conceive.
Resplendent it shines, as the Son of God
Dazzling breaks through the dome of heaven.
Gilorious appears the presence of Christ, 906
The tll{lin as He comes through the clouds in

e 'y
Merciful and mild in mind to his own,
But with altered mood of anger toward the

wicked:
Unlike His looks for the lost and the blest. 910

The greedy spirit of consuming flame

Shall leap o’er the land, and the lofty halls;
With the terror of fire shall fill the world.
The battle-thirsty flame shall blaze afar,
Devouring the earth, and all therein.
Strong-built walls shall split and crumble;
Mountains shall melt, and the mighty cliffs
That buttress the earth ’gainst battering waves,
Bulwarks upreared 'gainst the rolling billows,
Shall fall on a sudden. The sweep of the fire

915

Shall leave no bird nor beast alive. 021
The lurid flame shall leap along the world
Like a raging warrior. ere the waters flowed

In a bath of fire the fish shall be stifled;

Sundered from life, their struggles over, 925

The monsters of the deep no more shall swim.

Like molten wax the water shall burn.

More marvels shall appear than mind may con-
ceive,

When tel:npest and whirlwind o’erwhelm the

earth,
And rocks are riven by the roaring blast. 930
Men shall wail, they weep and lament,
Groan aghast with grovelling fear.
The smoke-dark flame o’er the sinful shall roll,
The blaze shall consume their beakers of gold,
All the ancient heirlooms of kings. 935
The shrieks of the living aloud shall resound
Mid the crack of doom, their cry of fear,

Their howl of despair, as they struggle to hide.

No guilty wretch shall refuge find,

Not one shall escape the scorching flame; 940

On all itidshall seize, as it sweeps through the
world.

It shall leap and run and ruthlessly bore

In the bowels of the earth, it shall burn aloft,

Till the ancient stains of earthly sin

By the purging billows are burnt away. 945

THE RUIN!
(Translated by StorForpD A. BROOKE)

Wondrous is its wall of stone. Weirds? have
shattered it!

Broken are the burg-steads! Crumbled is the
giants’ work.

Fallen are the roof beams; ruined are the

towers,

All undone the door-pierced towers; frozen dew
is on their dplaster!

Shorn away and sunken down are the sheltering
battlements 5

Undereaten of Old Age! Earth is holding in
its clutch

These, the power-wielding workers; all forworn
are they, forlorn in death are they!

Hard the grip was of the ground, while a hun-
dred generations

Move away of men. Long its wall abode

Through the rule that followed rule, ruddy
stained, and gray as goat, 10

Under storm-skies steady! Steep the court

that fell,
Still it falleth . . . (skilful ancient work it

was)!

Strong in rede,® (the builder strengthened),
strong of heart, in chains he bound

All the wall-upri%hts with wires, wondrous-
wrought together!

Brilliant were the burg-steads, burn-fed houses*

many; 15
High the heap of hornéd gables, of the host a
mickle sound,
Many were the mead-halls, full of mirth of men,
Till the str(;ng—willed Wyrd whirled that all to

change
In a slaughter wide they fell, woeful days of
bale came on;
Famine-death fortook fortitude from men; 20
All their battle bulwarks bare foundations were!
Crumbled is the castle-keep; those have cringed
to earth
Whodset, up again the shrines! So the halls are

reary,
And this ec:urtyard’s wide expanse! From the
raftered woodwork

1 The Ruin here described is supposed to be that of
one of the walled towns of Roman-Britain, probably
Bath. The date of the yoem is unknown, but its lan-
guage is later than that of Cynewulf.

2 The Fates.

3 Counsel, judgment.

¢ Houses fed by springs of water. This passage, and
the reference to the hot baths in lines 34-35 support
the view that the q?r was Bath, where the ruins of
Roman baths may still be seen.
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(See) the roof has shed its tiles! To ruin sank
the market-place, 25
Broken up to barrows; mana/ a brave man there,

Glad ot‘ yore, and gold-bright, gloriously
Hot mth wine and haughty, in war-harness
shone;—

Saw upon ius sxlver, on set gems and treasure,
On his welfare and his wealth, on his winsome
30
()n tilns bnghtaome burg of a broad dominion!—
There the stone-courts stood; hotly surged the

stream,
w xtb a. mden.mg whirling; and a wall enclosed
Wlth ws Bosom bright. There the baths were
Hot mthm their heart; fit [for health] it was! 35

THE WANDERER!
(Translated by EMiLy H. Hickey)

¢Still the lone one and desolate waits for his
Maker’s ruth—
God’s good mercy, albeit so long it tarry, in

800
Careworn and sad of heart, on the watery ways

Plow wn.h t.he hand-grasped oar—how long?—
the rime-cold sea,
Tread thy Paths of exlle, O Fate, who a.rt

Thus dli a wanderer speak, being heart-full
Th :éhw*'f”ff v el sla d pl
oughts of e cruel slayings, and pleasant
comrades’ fall: ’
‘Morn by morn I, alone, am fain to utter my
woe;
Now is them none of the living to whom I dare

Plamlly the thought of my heart; in very sooth

Exoellent 18 it in man that his breast he
straightly bind,

Shut fast his t.hmkmga in silence, whatever he
have in his mind.

The man that is weary in heart, he never can
fate withstand;

The man that l}rneves in his spirit, he finds not
the he}ge

'I'hereforebe e glory-grasper full heavy of soul

15
So, far fxom my fatherland, and mine own
kinsmen free,
I must bmd my heart in fetters, for long, ah!

lon,
The earth ] oold darkness covered my giver of
ﬁold brought low;
sore stricken and humbled, and winter-
saddened, went
Far over the frost-bound waves to seek for the
dear content 20
Of the hall of the giver of rings; but far nor
near could I find

1 Date and author unknown. Attributed to the 8th
or Oth century.

Who felt the love of the mead-hall, or who with
comforts kind

Would comfort me, the friendless. ’Tis he
alone will know

Who knows, belng desolate too, how evil a
fere? is woe

For him the path of the exile, and not the
twisted gold;

For him the frost. in his bosom, and not earth-
riches old.

‘0, well he remembers the hall-men, the.treasure
bestowed in the hall;

The feast that his gold—gwer made him, the
joy at its height, at its fall;

He knows who must be forlorn for his dear

lord’s counsels gone,

Where sleep and sorrow together are bmdmg
the lonely one;

When hunthmks he clasps and kisses his lea.der
of men, and mf'

His hands and head on his knee, as when, in the
good yore-days

He sat on the throne of his might, in the
strength that wins and saves.

But the friendless man awakes, and he sees the
yellow waves,

And the sea-birds dip to the sea, and broaden
their wings to the gale, 35

And he sees the d rime, and the snow com-
mingled with hail.

O, then are the wounds of his heart the sorer
much for this,

The grief for the foved and lost made new by
the dream of old bliss.

His kinsmen’s memory comes to him as he lies

eep,

And he greets it with joy, with joy, and t.he
heart in his breast doth I leap;

But out of his ken the shapes of his wa.mor-
comrades swim

To the land whence seafarers bring no dear old
saws for him;

Then fresh grows sorrow and new to him whose
bitter part

Is to send o’er the frost-bound waves full often

his wi heart.

For this do I look around this world, and cannot
see 45

Wherefore or why my heart should not grow
dark in me.

When I think of the lives of the leaders, the
clansmen mighty in mood;

When I think how sudden and swift they

yielded the place where thﬁ'l:
So droops this mid-earth and f: and never a
man is found
Wxse ere a many winters have girt his hfe

und.
Full patlent the sage must be, and he that
would counsel teach—
Not over-hot in his heart, nor over-swift in his

Nor amt, of soul nor secure, nor fain for the
fight nor afraid;

2 Companion.
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Nor ready to boast before he know himself well

arrayed.

The proud-souled man must bide when he
utters his vaunt, until

He know of the thoughts of the heart, md
whitherward turn they will

The prudent must understand how terror and
awe shall be,

When the glory and weal of the world lie waste,
as now men see

On our mid-earth many a where, the wind-
swept walls arise

And the ruined dweilm@ and void, and the

rime that on them les. 60

The wine-halls crumble, bereft of joy the war-
riors lie,

The flower of the doughty fallen, the proud
ones fair to the eye.

War took off some in death, and one did a

ng bird bear

Over thﬁ_ sl(:ep, and one—his bones did the grey
wo

And one was hid in & cave by a comrade sorrow-

ful-
0O, thus the Shaper of men hath laid the earth all

waste,
Till the works of the city-dwellers, the works of
the giants of earth,

Stood empty and lorn of the burst of the ~

mighty revellers’ mirth.

‘Who wuseiy hath mused on this wallstead, and
ponders this dark life well

In his heart he bath ofben bethought him of
slayings many and fell

And these be the words he taketh the thoughts
of his heart to tell:

“Where is the horse and the rider? Where is
the giver of gold?

Where be the seats at the banquet? Where be
the hall-joys of old?

Alas for the bm!-mshed cup, for the byrnied®

ief to-da
Alas for the strength of the prince! for the time
hath passed away— 75
Is hld 'neath the shadow of night, as it never

had been at all.

Behind the dear and doughty there standeth
now a wall,

A wall that is wondrous hlgh and with won-
drous snake-work wrough

The st.rength of the ﬁears hath fordone the
earls and hath made them naught,

The weapons greedy of slaughter, and she, the
mighty W

And the tempests "beat on the rocks, and the
storm-wind that maketh afeard—

The terrible storm that fetters the earth, the
winter-bale,

When the shadow of night falls wan, and wild is
the rush of the hail,

The cruel rush from the north, which maketh

men to uail.
Hardship-full is the earth, o’erturned when the
stark Wyrds say: 85

s Bﬂ-nud' chief, i. e., chief arrayed in his ‘‘byrnie,” or
war-shirt.

Here is the passing of riches, here friends are
passing away;

And men and kinsfolk pass, and nothing and
none may stay;

And all this emh-stead here shall be empty
and void one day.” . . .

THE SEAFARER! f

(Translated by HENRY MORLEY)

“I may sing of myself now
A song that is true,
Can tell of wide travel,
The toil of hard days;
How oft through long seasons 5
I suffered and strove,
Abiding within my breast
Bitterest care;
How I sailed among sorrows
In many a sea; 10
The wild rise of the waves
The close watch of the mgint
At the dark prow in
of n rock,
Folded in y the frost 18
My feet bound by the cold
chill bands, in the breast
The heart burning with care.
The soul of the sea-weary
Hunger assailed. 20

Knows not he who finds happiest
Home upon
How I lived through long winter
In labour and care,
On the lc{-cold ocean, 25
An exile from joy,
Cut off from dear kindred,
Encompassed with ice.
Hail flew in hard showers,
And nothing I heard 30
But the wrath of the waters,
. The icy-cold way;
At times the swan’s song;
In the scream of the gannet
I sought for my ti:)y, 35
In the moan of the sea-whelp
For laughter of men,
In the song of the sea~-mew
For drinking of mead.
Starlings answered the storm 40
Beating stones on the cliff,
Icy-fea.thered and often
The eagle would shriek,
Wet of wing.
Not one home-friend could feel 45
With the desolate soul;
For he little beheves
To whom life’s belon,
In the town, li t y troubled
With dangeroua tracks, 50
Vain with high spirit

1 The date nnd authoralup are unknown Some scholars
think that the an old sailor
and a young man who longa to go to sea, but as this is
mere conjecture, no attempt has been made in the present
version to indicate the respective parts.
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And wanton with wine,
How often 1 wearily
Held my sea-way.

The night shadows darkened, 55
It snowed fromi/the north;
'}"ﬂ: me bﬁ:gd the rocks;
rolled upon earth,

Coldest of corn: .
Therefore now is high heaving 60
In thoughts of my heart,
That my lot is, to learn
The wide joy of waters,
The whirl of salt spray.
Often degire drives 65
Thet the home of the strangers

t the home o 8f
Far hence I may seek.

There is no man among us
8o proud in his mind
Nor 8o good in his gifts,
Nor 8o gay in his Jouth,
Nor 80 daring in deeds,
Nor 80 dear to his lord,
At the thenght of soatarin ”
t the thought o aring,
Or what his great Master
Will do with hiin yet.
g:elé:m not the arp,
not giving of rings, 80
Has to woman no will,
And no hope in the world,
Nor in aught there is else
But the wash of the waves.
He lives ever longing 85
Who looks to the sea.

70

Groves bud with green,

The hills grow fair

Gay shine the ﬁekfs,

‘The world’s astir: 90

All this but warns

%‘he ‘;ﬂtllllng mind
'0 set the gail

For so he thml':s

Far on the waves 95
‘o win his way.

With woeful note

The cuckoo warns,

The summer’s warden sings,

And sorrow rules 100

The heart-store bitterly.

No man can know,

Nursed in soft ease,

The burden borne

By those who fare 105

e farthest from their friends.

In the soul’s secret chamber

My mind now is set,

My heart’s thought, on wide waters,
The home of the whale; 110
It wanders away

Beyond limits of land:

Comes again to me, yearning

With eager degire;
Loud cries the lone-flier, 115
%‘nd stxr:l ttlllxe mind’&longing
0 trav e way that is tracklees,
The death-way over the flood.
For my will to ngmMaster's pleasure
Is warmer than this dead life 120
That is lent us on land.
I believe not that earth-blessings
Ever abide. .
Ever of three things one,
To each ere the severing hour: 125
Old age, sickness, or slaughter,
Will force the doomed soul to depart.

Therefore for each of the earls,
Of those who shall afterwards name them,
This is best laud from the living 130
In last words s%oken about him:—
He worked ere he went his way,
When on earth, against wiles of the foe,
With brave deeds overcoming the devil.
His memory cherished 135
gy children of men,

18 glory grows ever
With angels of God,
In life everlasti
Of bliss with the bold. 140

Passed are the days of the pride
Of the kingdoms of earth!

Kings are no more, and kaisers.

None count out,

As once they did, their gifts of gold, 145
When that made them most great,

And Man judged that they lived

As Lords most High.

That fame is all fallen,

Those joys are all fled; 150
The weak ones abidir:f

Lay hold on the world:

By their labour they win.

High fortune is humbled;
Earth’s haughtiness ages 155
And wastes,—as now withers
Each man from the world:
Old is upon him
And bleaches his face;
He is grey-haired and grieves, 160
Knows he now must give u;
The old friends he cherish
Chief children of earth.
The husk of flesh,
When life is fled, 165
Shall taste no sweetness,
Feel no sore;
Is in its hand no touch;
Is in its brain no thougilt.
Though his born brother 170
]83trew lﬁ?xlld in the n%ll'ave,
ury mpously
Borne to the dead,
Entomb him with treasure,
The trouble is vain: 175
The soul of the sinful
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His gold may not save
From the awe before God,
Though he hoarded it heedfully

While he lived here. 180

Great awe is in presence|of God!
The firm ground trembles before Him
Who strongly fixed its foundations,
The limits of earth and the heavens.
Fool is he without fear of the Lord;
To him will come death unforeseen:
Happy is he who is lowly of life;
Tolixim will come honour from heaven:
The Creator will strengthen his soul
Because he put trust in His power.

185

190

Rude will should be ruled

And restrained within bound
And clean in its ways with men,
If every man

Kept measure in mind

With friend and with foe. . . .
More force is in fate,

In the Maker more might,
Than in thought of a man.

195

198

Let us look to the home
Where in truth we can live,
And then let us be thinking
How thither to come:

For then we too shall toil
That our travel may reach
To delight never ending,
When life is made free

In the love of the Lord

In the height of the heavens!
May we thank the All Holy
Who %ave us this —
The Wielder of glory,

The Lord everlasting,—

In time without end! Amen.”

210

215

BATTLE OF BRUNANBURH!
(Translated by TENNYSON)

1

Athelstan King,

Lord among Earls,
Bracelet-bestower and

Baron of Barons

He with his brother, 5
Edmund Atheling,

Gaining a lifelong

Glory in battle,

Slew with the sword-edge

1This poem appears originally in the Anglo-Saxon
Chronicle under the year &7. It celebrates a battle
fought at Brunanburh, between the Weet Saxons led

Yy ng Athelstan, grandson of Alfred the Great, and
Edmund the Athling (or prince), and a combined force
of Danes, Scots, and Britons led by Constantinus and
Anlaf. The site of Brunanburh has never been satisfac-
torily established. The most likely place seems to be

the old Brunne, now Bourne, in Lincolnshire. (See -

Ramsay's Foundations of England, 1. 285.) Tennyson
pa.ged l:m version of the poem upon his son’s prose trans-

****** 'm the original Old English.

There by Brunanburh, 10
Brake the shield-wall,
Hew'd the lindenwood,
Hack’d the battleshield,
Sons of Edward with hammer’d brands.

bid
Theirs was a greatness 15
Got from their grandsires— )
Theirs that so often in
Strife with their enemies
Struck for their hoards and their hearths and
their homes.

m
Bow’d the spoiler, 20
Bent the Scotsman,
Fell the shipcrews
Doom’d to the death.
All the field with blood of the fighters
Flow'd, from when first the great 25
Sun-star of morningtide,
Lamp of the Lord God,
Lo everlastinlf,
Glode over earth till the glorious creature
Sank to his setting. 30

v

There lay many a man

Marr'd by the javelin

Men of the Northland

Shot over shield.

There was the Scotsman 35
Weary of war.

v

We the West-Saxons,
Long as the daylight
, in companies
Troubled the track of the host that we

hated; 40
Grimly with swords that were sharp from

the grindstone,
Fi y we hack’d at the flyers before us.
vI
Mighty the Mercian
Hard was his hand-play,
Sparing not any of 45

ose that with Anlaf,
‘Warriors over the
Weltering waters
Borne in the bark’s-bosom,
Drew to this island— 50
Doom’d to the death.

Vi1
Five young kings put asleep by the sword-
stroke
Seven stm'ng Earls of the army of Anlaf
Fell on the war-field, numberless numbers,
Shipmen and Scotsmen. 55

VIII

Then the Norse leader—
Dire was his need of it,
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Few were his following— Gave to the garbaging war-hawk to gorge it,
Fled to his warship; L and
Fleeted his vessel to sea with the king in it 60  That grey beast, the wolf of the weald.? 110
Saving his life on the fallow flood.
xv
x Never had huger
Also the crafty'one, Slaughter of heroes .
Constantinus . Slain by the sword-edge—
Crept to his North again, Such as old writers
Hoar-headed hero! 65 Have writ of in histories— 115
Hapt in this isle, since
x Up from the East hither
Slender warrant had Saxon and e from
He to be proud of Over the b billow
The welcome of war-knives— Broke into Britain with 120
He that was reft of his Haughty war-workers who
Folk and his friends that had 70 Harried the Welshman, when
Fallen in conflict, Earls that were lured by the
Leaving his son too H of glory gat
Lost in the carnage, Hold of the land. 128
Xlangled to lporselsf
youngster in war 78 THE GRAVE!
x1 (LoNGgFELLOW's translation, from The Poels
%ende{)e mgladn l;ad and Poeiry of Europe.)
e to o .
The clash of the war-glaive— R . Chee wag & house built
Traitor and trickster. For thee was a mould meant
ﬁ"d . A‘ﬁ]&mm'— 8o Ere thou of mother camest.
e oor ha But it is not made ready, 5
With armies so broken Nor its depth measured,
A reason for bragging Nor i it sgen d
That they had the better How long it be.
In perils of battle . 85 Now I bein Sh““thee -
On places of slaughter— Where thou shalt be. 10
Thesrsesle of sandac, o T hal measurs e,
The crash of the charges, And the mould afterwards.
The wielding of weapons— 00 Thy house is not
The play that thlgg play’d with Highly timbered;
The cthiren of Edward. It is unhigh and low, 15
When thou art therein,
xu The heel-ways are low,
Then with their nail’d prows The side-way unhigh;
Parted the Norsmen, a ‘The roof is built
Blood-redden’d relic of () Thy breast full nigh. 20
Javelins over . 8o thou shalt in mould
The jarring breaker, the deep-sea billow, Dwell full cold
Shapi:s gheé{l way toward Dyflen? again, Dimly and dark.
1n their Doorless is that house,
ere thou art fast detained,
Also the brethren, 100 And Death hath the key.
Eaoh 1o his 2lo & Loathsome is that earth-house,
8ch 1n IS g ory, And grim within to dwell;
Went to his own in his own West-Saxonland, There thou shalt dwell 30
Glad of the war. And worms shall divide thee.
x1v Thus thou art laid
Many a carcase they left to be carrion, 106 And leavest thy friends;
Many a livid one, many a sallow-skin— Thou hast no friend
Left for the white-tail'd cagle to tear it, and Who will come to thee, 35

Left for the horny-nibbh’d raven to rend it, and

1 Dublin. Some of the Norsemen (those under Anlaf)
come across the sea from Ireland.

8 The forest.

i Date and author unkmown, but probably among
the latest poems of the Old English period.
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Who will ever sce which we have hitherto professed has, as far
%‘1’:‘: %telx‘r’f pleaseth thee, as I can learn, no virtue in it. For none of
The door for thgeen your people has applied himself more diligently
And descend after thee: 0 tothe worahn;'; of our gods than I; fa.nd yet }here
F thou art loaths Sare many who receive greater favours from
Agﬁ”ﬁ:&uﬁ m.oathsome you, and are more preferred than I, and are

more prosperous in all their undertakings.

ABede Now if the gods were good for anything, they
would rather forward me, who have been more

673-735 10 thac"eﬁ:fl to serve them. It remains, therefore,
t if upon examination you find those new

CHRISTIANITY and more efficacious, we immediately receive
(Bede’s Ecclesiastical History, 731) _ them without any delay.” .

lated by J. A. G 15 Another of the king’s chief men, approving of

(Trans y J. A. Grrzs) his words and exhortations, presently added:

ing Edwin,! therefore, delaying to receive ‘‘The present life of man, O king, seems to me,
the word of God at the preaching of Paulinus,* in comparison of that time which is unknown to
and using for sometime, as has been said, to us, like to the swift flight of a sparrow through
sit several hours alone, and seriously to ponder 20 the room wherein you sit at supper in winter,
with himself what he was to do, and what Wwith your commanders and ministers, and a
religion he was to follow, the man of God came good fire in the midst, whilst the storms of rain
to him, laid his right hand on his head, and &nd snow prevail abroad; the sparrow, I say,
asked, ‘““Whether he knew that sign?”” The flying in at one door, and immediately out at
king in a trembling condition, was ready to fall 25 another, whilst he is within, is safe from the
down at his feet, but he raised him up, and ina  wintry storm; but after a short space of fair
familiar manner said to him, “Behold by the weather, he immediately vanishes out of your
help of God you have escaped the hands of the sight, into the dark winter from which he had
enemies whom you feared. Behold you have of emerged. So this life of man appears for a
his gift obtained the kingdom which you 30short space, but of what went before, or what is
desired. Take heed not to delay that which to follow, we are utterly ignorant. If, therefore,
you promised to perform; embrace the faith, this new doctrine contains something more
and keep the precepts of Him who, delivering certain, it seems justly to deserve to be fol-
you from temporal adversity, has raised you to lowed.” The other elders and king's coun-
the honour of a temporal kingdom; and if, 35 sellors, by divine inapiration, spoke to the same
from this time forward, you shall be obedient effect.
to his will, which through me he signifies to But Coifi added, that he wished more
you, he will not only deliver you from the attentively to hear Paulinus discourse concern-
everlasting torments of the wicked, but also ing the God whom he preached; which he
make you a partaker with him of his eternal 40 having by the king’s command performed,
kingdom in heaven.” Coifi, hearing his words, cried out, “I have
The king, hearing these words, answered that long since been sensible that there was nothing
he was both willing and bound to receive the in that which we worshipped; because the more
faith which he taught; but that he would diligently I sought after truth in that worship,
confer about it with his principal friends and 45 the less I found it, But now I freely confess,
counsellors, to the end that if they also were of that such truth evidently appears in this
his opinion, they might all together be cleansed preaching as can confer on us the gifts of life, of
in Christ the Fountain of Life. Paulinus? salvation, and of eternal happiness. For which
consenting, the king did as he said; for, holding reason I advise, O king, that we instantly
a counsel with the wise-men, he asked of every 50 abjure and set fire to those temples and altars
one in particular what he thought of the new which we have consecrated without reaping any
doctrine, and the new worship that was benefit from them.” In short, the king pub-
preached? To which the chief of his own licly gave his license to Paulinus to preach the
priests, Coifi, immediately answered, “O king, Gospel, and renouncing idolatry, declared that
consider what this is which is now preached to 55 he received the faith of Christ: and when he
us; for I verily declare to you, that the religion inquired of the high priest who should first

1 The famous King Edwin of Northumbria, 617-733. profanc the altars and temples of their idols,

2 An carly English bishop, who had come to Northum- i
brie D e {hengﬁnm it of oy wheatun with the eﬁcl.osures that were about them, he
became Edwin's queen, answered, “I; for who can more properly than
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myself destroy those things which I wor- towards him, he rose up from table and returned
shipped through ignorance, for an example to home,
all others, through the wisdom which has Having done 8o at a certain time, and gone
been given me by the true God?” Then out of the house where the entertainment was,
immediately, in contempt of his former super- 5 to the stable, where he had to take care of the
stitions, he desired the king|to furnish him-with  horses that night, he there composed himself
arms and a stallion; and mounting the same, he  to rest at the proper time; a person appeared to
set out to destroy the idols; for it was not him in his sleep, and saluting him by his name,
lawful before for the high priest either to carry said, ‘“Cedmon, sing some song to me.” He
arms, or to ride on any but a mare. Having, 10 answered, “I cannot sing; for that was the
therefore, girt a sword about him, with a spear reason why I left the entertainment, and re-
in his hand, he mounted the king’s stallion and tired to this place, because I could not sing.”
proceeded to the idols. The muiltitude, be- The other who talked to him, replied, “How-
holding it, concluded he was distracted; but he ever you shall sing.”—“What shall I sing?”
lost no time, for as soon as he drew near the 15 rejoined he. ‘‘Sing the beginning of created
temple he profaned the same, casting into it beings,” said the other. Hereupon he pres-
the spear which he held; and rejoicing in the ently began to sing verses to the praise of
knowledge of the worship of the true God, he God, which he had never heard, the purport
commanded his companions to destroy the whereof was thus:—We are now to praise the
temple, with all its enclosures, by fire. This 20 Maker of the heavenly kingdom, the power of
place where the idols were is still shown, not the Creator and his counsel, the deeds of the
far from York, to the eastward, beyond the Father of glory.  How he, being the eternal
river Derwent, and is now called Godmunding- God, became the author of all miracles, who
bham,® where t.he high priest, by the inspiration ﬁrst as almighty preserver of the human race,
of the true God, profaned and destroyed the 25 created heaven for the sons of men, as a roof of
altars which he himself had consecrated. the house, and next the earth.! This is the
scase, but not the words in order as he sang
them in his sleep; for verses, though never so

THE VISION OF CEDMON well composed, cannot be literally translated
(From the same) 30 out of one language into a(liloltl;er, without losing

much of their beauty and loftiness. Awaking

(Translated by J. A. GrLss) from his sleep, he remembered all that he had

There was in this abbess’s monastery! a sung in his dream, and soon added much more
certain brother, particularly remarkable for to the same effect in verse worthy of the Deity.
the grace of God, who was wont to make pious3s In the morning he came to the steward, his
and religious verses, so that whatever was superior, and having acquainted him with the
interpreted to him out of Scripture, he soon gift he had received, was conducted to the
after put the same into poetical expressions of abbess, by whom he was ordered, in the
much sweetness and humility, in English, which presence of many learned men, to tell his
was his native language. By his verses the 4o dream, and repeat the verses, that they might
minds of many were often excited to despise all give their judgment what it was, and whence
the world, and to aspire to heaven. Others his verse proceeded. They all concluded,
after him attempted, in the English nation, to that heavenly grace had been conferred on him
compose religious poems, but none could ever by our Lord. They expounded to him a passage
compare with him, for he did not learn the art 45in holy writ, either historical or doctrinal,
of poetry from men, but from God; for which ordering him, if he could, to put the same into
reason he never could compose any trivial or verse. Having undertaken it, he went away,
vain poem, but only those which relate to and returning the next morning, gave it to them
religion suited his religious tongue; for having composed in most excellent verse; whereupon
lived in a secular habit till he was well advanced 50 the abbess, embracing the grace of God in the
in years, he had never learned anything of man, instructed him to quit the secular habit,
versifying; for which reason being sometimes at and take upon him the monastic life; which
entertainments, when it was agreed for the being accordingly done, she associated him to
sake of mirth that all present should sing in the rest of the brethren in her monastery, and
their turns, when he saw the instrument come 55 ordered that he should be taught the whole

.Wm ‘.bgug gl:emmw .Imle. f,?: yol:k series of sacrgdanhi:to;y. Thus Ceedmon,

seat of the old worshi t was here that i i i eard, i

Trae & chisf seat of o mbip. b at  keeping in min e and as it were
1 The monsastery at Streoneshalb, now Whitby, on ? For a translation of the Old English version of Ced-

tlneodeorszn. The abbess was Hild. mon's hymn, see p. 8.
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chewing the cud, converted the same into most
harmonious verse; and sweetly repeating the
same, made his masters in their turn his hearers.
He sang the creation of the world, the origin of
man, and all the history of Genesis: and made
many verses on the departure|of the children
of Israel out of Egypt, and their entering into
the land of promise, with many other histories
from holy writ; the incarnation, passion,

FROM THE BEGINNING TC THE NORMAN CONQUEST

sing the nocturnal praises of our Lord? They
answered, “It is not far off.” Then he said,
“Well, let us wait that hour,” and signing
himself with the sign of the cross, he laid his
5head on the pillow, and falling into a slumber,
ended his life so in silence.
Thus it came to pass, that as he had served
God with a simple and pure mind, and undis-
turbed devotion, so he now departed to His

resurrection of our Lord, and his ascension into 10 presence, leaving the world by a quiet death;
heaven; the coming of the Holy Ghost, and the and that tongue, which had composed so many
preaching of the apostles; also the terror of holy words in praise of the Creator, uttered its
future judgment, the horror of the pains of hell, last words whilst he was in the act of signing
and the delights of heaven; besides many more himself with the cross, and recommending
about the Divine benefits and judgments, by 15himself into His hands, and by what has been
which he endeavored to turn away all men from  here said, he seems to have had foreknowledge
the love of vice, and to excite in them the love . of his death.

Jf, and application to, good actions; for he
was a very religious man, humbly submissive to
regular discipline, but full of zeal against those 20
who behaved themselves otherwise; for which
reason he ended his life happily. -

For when the time of his departure drew Thus much of the Ecclesiastical History of
near, he laboured for the space of fourteen days Britain, and more especially of the English
under a bodily infirmity which seemed to pre-2snation, as far as I could learn either from the
pare the way, yet so moderate that he could writings of the ancients, or the tradition of our
talk and walk the whole time. In his neighbor- ancestors, or of my own knowledge, has, with
hood was the house to which those that were the help of God, been digested by me, Bede, the
sick, and like shortly to die, were carried. He gervant of God, and priest of the monastery
desired the person that attended him, in the 30 of the blessed apostles, Peter and Paul, which
evening, as the night came on in which he was is at Wearmouth and Jarrow;! who being born
to depart this life, to make ready a place there in the territory of that same monastery, was
for him to take his rest. This person, wonder- given, at seven years of age, to be educated by
ing why he should desire it, because there was the most reverend Abbat Benedict,? and after-
as yet no sign of his dying soon, did what he35 wards by Ceolfrid; and, spending all the
had ordered. He accordingly went there, and remaining time of my life in that rhonastery,
conversing pleasantly in a joyful manner with I wholly applied myself to the study of Scrip-
the rest that were in the house before, when it ture, and amidst the observance of regular
was past midnight, he asked them whether they discipline, and the daily care of singing in the
had the Eucharist there? They answered,40church, I always took delight in learning,
“What need of the Eucharist? for you are not teaching, and writing. In the ninetcenth year

BEDE’S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF
(From the same)
(Translated by J. A. GiLEs)

likely to die, since you talk so merrily with us,
as if you were in perfect health.”—*However,”
said he, “bring me the Eucharist.” Having

of my age, I received deacon’s orders; in the
thirtieth, those of the priesthood, both of them
by the ministry of the most reverend Bishop

received the same into his hand, he asked, 45 John,? and by the order of the Abbat Ceolfrid.

whether they were all in charity with him, and
without any enmity or rancour? They an-
swered, that they were all in perfect charity,
and free from anger; and in their turn asked

From which time, till the fifty-ninth year of
my age, I have made it my business, for the
use of me and mine, to compile out of the works
of the venerable Fathers, and to interpret and

him, whether he was in the same mind towards 50 explain according to their meaning these

them? He answered, “I am in charity, my
children, with all the servants of God.” Then
strengthening himself with the heavenly
viaticum, he prepared for the entrance into

following pieces.*

1 Bede entered the monastery of St. Peter at Wear-
mouth, in Durham, in his seventh year, and the associa;
monastery of St. Paul at Jarrow in his nineteenth year.

2 The f Benedict Biscop, Abbot of Wearmouth.

another life, and asked, how near the time 55 Ceolfrid was his successor.

was when the brothers were to be awakened to

3 John of Beverley, bishop of Hexham.
¢ Here follows a list of Bede’s works.
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Cuthbert: And when he had come to the words “leave us

not orphans,” he burst into tears and wept

CUTHBERT’S LETTER ON THE DEATH much. And after a while he began to repeat
OF BEDE what he had begun. And we, hearing these

(c. 735) 5 things, mourned with hh:;ad Now we read, and

A now we wept; nay, we as we wept. In

(Translated by P. V. D. SaELLY) such gladness we passed the quinquagesimal

To his most dear fellow-lector Cuthwin, days® until the above mentioned day, and he
beloved in Christ, Cuthbert, his co-disciple in rejoiced greatly and gave thanks to God
God, sends greeting. The little gift you sent 10 because he had been worthy of such affiiction.
me I have received with pleasure, and with He would often say, ‘God scourgeth every son
great joy have I read your letter, full of a whom He recciveth,” ¢ and much more from
devout learning, in which I learn, what I so the holy scriptures. A saying of Ambrose’s
greatly desired, that you are diligently cele- he would also repeat, ‘I have not lived in such
brating masses and prayers for our father and 15 a manner as to be ashamed to live among you;
master, Bede, beloved of God. Wherefore— but neither do I fear to die, because we have a
more on account of my love for him than be- good God.” In these days also, he strove to
cause of any confidence in my powers—I am produce two works worthy of memory, in
pleased to tell you in a few words how he addition to teaching us and singing psalms.
departed from this life, since this, I understand, 20 He translated into our tongue, for the use of
is what you desire and request. Abeut two the Church, the gospel of St. John, to where it is
weeks before the day of the Resurrection, he said, ‘‘But what are these among so many?” 7
was afflicted with great weakness and with and certain excerpts from the works of Bishop
shortness of breath, although he was without Isidore, saying, ‘I do not wish that my pupils
pain; and so, happy and rejoicing, giving 25should read falsehood, or labor hercin without
thanks to Almighty God every day and every profit after my death.” When the third Tues-
night, indeed almost every hour, he lived until day before the Ascension of our Lord had come,
the day of our Lord’s ascension, that is the he began to experience great difficulty in breath-
seventh of the Kalends of June.! To us, his ing, and a slight swelling developed in his fect.
pupils, he continued to give lessons every day, 30 But he labored all that day, and dictated
and the rest of the day he spent in singing happily, and among other things said, ““Learn
psalms. Ever vigilant, he would spend the quickly, for I know not how long I shall live, or
whole night in rejoicing and in giving thanks, whether in a little while my Maker shall take
except when a little sleep prevented. Upon me.” To us, however, it seemed that he knew
awaking, however, he would again repeat the 35 well the time of his going forth. Thus he spent
customary prayers and with hands uplifted the night in vigils and thanksgiving. And at
continue to give thanks to God. Truly I may dawn, that is on Wednesday, he commanded us
say that I have neither seen with my eyes nor to write diligently what we had begun; and this
heard with my ears any one give thanks so we did unto the third hour. From the third
diligently to the living God. 40 hour we walked with the relics of the saints, as
O truly blessed man! He was wont to repeat the custom of the day demanded. One of us
the words of St. Paul the Apostle, ‘It is a remained with him, who said to him, “There is
fearful thing to fall into the hands of the yctone chapter lacking. Does it not seem hard
living God,” * and many other things from the that you should be questioned further?” But
Scriptures, by which he would admonish us to 45 he answered, ““It i is easy. Take pen and ink,
rouse ourselves from the sleep of the soul by and write qunckly He did so. At the ninth
thinking upon our last hour. Also he some- hour he said to me, “In my chest I have a few
times spoke in our tongue, the English, for he little valuables, pepper, napkins, and incense.
was very learned in our songs:¢ ... He Go quickly and bring hither the priests of our
would also sing Antiphons, according to his 50 monastery, that I may distribute among themn
usage and ours, one of which is: “O King of what gifts God has granted me. The rich men,
glory, Lord of Hosts, who in triumph didst in this day, may wish to give gold and silver and
this day ascend above all the heavens, leave us  the like treasures; I, with great charity and
not orphans, but send upon us the promise of gladness, shall give to my brothers what God
the Father, the Spirit of Truth, Alleluia.” 55has bestowed.” And with fear I did this.
1 Cuthbert, who must not be confused with the better Thep sddressing one.and all, he besou:&l.lt th(‘m‘
kn:sm gt Cuth bert. was a pupil of Bede e or <31, to sing masses for him and to pray diligently;

¢ Here foilmu the so-called Bede's Death Song, for a ‘The time between Easter and Pentecoct
translation of which see p. 8. ¢ Hebrews, xii, 6. 1 8t. John, vi. 9.
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which they freely promised. They all con-
tinued to weep and mourn, especially because
he had said that they should not see his face
much longer in this life. But they rejoiced
because he said, “It is time that I return to
Him who made me, who created me and formed
me out of nothing. 'I'have.lived long, and. my
gracious Judge has ordered my life well; the
time of my return is come, for I desire to die and
to be with Christ.”

This and much else he said, passing the day

FROM THE BEGINNING TO THE NORMAN CONQUEST

borders they maintained their peace, their
customs, and their might, and at the same time
extended their territory beyond; how they
prospered both in war and in wisdom; and also
8 how zealous were those of the religious life in
teaching and in learning and in all those serv-
ices which they owed to God; and how foreign-
ers came hither to this land seeking wisdom and
learning, and how we must now get them from

10 abroad if we are to have them. So clean was

learning fallen away among the English, that

in gladness up to vespers. And the boy men- there were very few on this side of the Humber
tioned above said, ‘‘One sentence, dear master, who could understand their service-book in
is yet to be written.” He answered, “Write English, or translate a letter from Latin into
quickly.” After a little the boy said, “ Now the 15 English; and I ween there were not many
sentence is written.” ‘It is .well; you spoke beyond the Humber. So few of them were
truly; it is finished. Take my head in your there that I cannot think of one south of the
hands, for it pleases me greatly to sit opposite Thames when I came to the throne. To God
my holy place where I was wont to pray, 80 Almighty be the thanks that we have any sup-
that sitting I may invoke my Father.” And 20ply of teachers now. And therefore I bid thee,
thus, on the floor of his cell, chanting ‘“Gloria as I believe thou art willing, as often as thou
Patri, et Filio, et Spiritui Sancto,” as he named art able, to free thyself from worldly affairs,
the Holy Spirit he breathed his last, and 80 that thou mayest apply the wisdom that
passed to the heavenly kingdom. God gavest thee wherever thou canst. Think
All who saw the death of the venerable 25 what punishments came upon us on account of
father said that they had seen no one end his  this world, when we neither loved wisdom our-
life in such devotion and tranquillity, for, a8 gelves nor allowed it to other men: the name
you have heard, while his soul was in his body, alone of being Christians we loved, and very
he chanted the Gloria Patri and other divine few of the practises.
songs to the glory of God, and, his hands up-30 When I remembered all this, I also recalled
lifted to the living God, he uttered thanks that I saw, before it was all laid waste and
without ceasing. Know, dear brother, that I burnt, how the churches throughout England
could record many things of him, but my lack gtood filled with treasures and books, and also a
of skill in speech makes my narrative short. great number of God’s servants; but they knew
Nevertheless, I purpose, with God’s help, to 35 very little use of those books, since they were
write of him more fully what I have seen with able to understand no whit of them, for they were

my eyes and heard with my ears. not written in their own tongue. As if they had
said, “Our elders, who held these places of old,

: loved wisdom, and through it they got wealth

hing Alfred 40 and left it to us. Here we can yet see their

849-901 tracks, but we know not how to follow them;

and therefore we have lost both the wealth and

THE STATE OF&%‘%“NING IN ENG- the wisdom, because we would not bend our

minds to follow their path.”
King Alfred’s Preface to his Translation of 45 When I remembered all this, I wondered very
Gregory’s Pastoral Care greatly, oonoerningththe %:ood h:;lise n:;an hv;l‘;o were
formerly among the English an fully
(Translated by P. V. D. SnerLy) learned all those books, that they had turned
Alfred, the king, greets bishop Werferth,! no part of them into their own language. But I
with his words lovingly and in friendly wise; and 50 soon answered myself and said, “They did not
I let it be known to thee that it has very often think that men would ever become so careless
come to my mind what wise men there were and that learning would so fall away; hence
formerly among the English, both of godly and  they neglected it, through the desire that there
of worldly office, and what happy times were might be the more wisdom here in the land the

those throughout England; and how the kings 55 more we knew of languages.”’
who had rule of the folk in those days obeyed Then I called to mind how the law was first
God and His ministers; and how within their found in Hebrew; and again, when the Greeks
of Worcester. Alfred intended to send » learned it, they translated all of it into their

work to each of the English bishops. own tongue, and also all other books. And

1 Bisho
copy of
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again, the Romans likewise, after they learned
them, translated the whole of them, through
wise interpreters, into their own language.
And also all other Christian peoples turned
some part of them into.their own tongue.
Therefore it seems better to me,) if it seems g0 to
you, that we also translate some books that are
most needful for all men to know, into that
language which we are all able to understand;

21

possession of earthly power, nor longed for this
authority,” but I desired instruments and
materials to carry out the work I was set to do,
which was that I should virtuously and fittingly
8 administer the authority committed unto me.
Now no man, as thou knowest, can get full play
for his natural gifts, nor conduct and administer
government, unless he hath fit tools, and the
raw material to work upon. By material 1

and that, as we very easily can with God’s help 10 mean that which is necessary to the exercise of
if we have peace, we cause all the youth now in  natural powers; thus a king’s raw material and
England of the class of freemen, who are rich instruments of rule are a well peopled land, and
enough to be able to apply themselves to it, to he must have men of prayer, men of war, and
be set to learn, the while they can be put to no men of work. As thou knowest, without these
other employment, until they are well able to 15 tools no king may display his special talent.
read English writing; and afterward let those Further, for his materials he must have means

be taught in the Latin tongue who are to be
taught further and to be put in a higher office.
When I remembered how, before now, the

of support for the three classes above spoken of,
which are his instruments; and these means are
land to dwell in, gifts, weapons, meat, ale,

knowledge of Latin had fallen away among the 20 clothing, and what else soever the three classes

English and yet many knew how to read Eng-

need. Without these means he cannot keep

lish writing, I began, among other various and  his tools in order, and without these tools he
manifold concerns of this kingdom, to translate cannot perform any of the tasks entrusted to
into English the book that in Latin is called him. ‘I have desired material for the exercise
“Pastoralis,” and in English, ‘‘Shepherd’s 25of government that my talents and my power
Book,”—at times word by word, and again might not be forgotten and hidden away,” for
aooondmg to the sense, as I had leamed it from every good gift and every power soon groweth
Plegmund my archbishop, and from Asser my old, and is no more heard of, if Wisdom be not
bishop, and from Grimbold my mass-priest, and in them. Without Wisdom, no faculty can be
from John my mass-priest. After I had learned 30 brought out, for whatsoever is done unwisely
it, I turned it into English as I understood it can never be accounted as skill. To be brief,
and could most clearly expound it; and to every 1 may say that it has ever been my desire to
bishopric in my kingdom I wish to send one; live honourably while I was alive, and after my
and in each there is a book-mark worth fifty death to leave to them that should come after
mancuses. And I command in God’s name that 35 me my memory in good works.’

no man take the book-mark from the book, nor
the book from the minster. We know not how
long there may be such learned bishops as, God
be thanked, there now are nearly everywhere.

FATE AND PROVIDENCE

“Then she began to speak in a very remote
and roundabout fashion, as though she were

Therefore, I would that they may always be 40 not alluding to the subject, and yet she led up

in their place, unless the bishop wishes to have
them with him, or they be lent anywhere, or
anyone copy them.

THE CONSOLATION OF BOETHIUS
(Selections from King Alfred’s Translation)
(Tn.nslntedfromtheOldEnghahbyW J.

SEDGEFIELD)
Tex KiNe AND HIB SERVANTS!

“When Philosophy had sung this song she
was silent for a time. Then the Mind answered,

to it, saying, ‘All creatures, both the seen and
the unseen, the motionless and the moving,
receive from the unmoving, unchanging, and
undivided God their due order, form, and

45 proportions; and, inasmuch as it was so created,

He knoweth why He hath made all that He
hath made. Nothing of what He hath made is
without use to Him. God ever dwelleth in the
high city of His unity and mercy; thence He

50 dealeth out ordinances many and various to

all His creatures, and thence He ruleth them
all. But regarding that which we call God’s
providence and foresight, this exists as long as
it abides with Him in His mind, ere it be

saying, ‘O Philosophy, thou knowest that I 55brought to pass, and while it is but thought.

pever greatly delighted in covetousness and the

1 The passages in this, and in the following selectio
not enclosed 1n double quotation mrh,owen‘ com]
byAllud bimself and inserted in bis

But as soon as it is accomplished we call it Fate.
From this every man may know that Prov-
idence and Fate are not only two names, but
two things. Providence is the Divine Reason,



22 FROM THE BEGINNING TO THE NORMAN CONQUEST

and lieth fast in the high Creator that knoweth
how everything shall befall ere it come to pass.
But that which we call Fate is God’s working
day by day, both that which we see, and that
which is not seen of us. The divine forethought

holdeth up all creatures; so that,they may not;

fall asunder from their due order. ~I'ate there-
fore allots to all things their forms, places,
seasons, and proportions; but Fate comes from

wards. Just as the spokes have one end stick-
ing in the felly and the other in the nave, while
in the middle the spoke is equally near either,
so the midmost men are at the middle of the
5 spokes, the better sort nearer the nave, and the
baser nearer the fellies, joined, however, to the
nave, which in turn is fixed to the axle. Now,
the fellies are fastened to the spokes, though
they roll on the ground; and so the least worthy

the mind and the forethought of Almighty 10 men are in touch with the middle sort, and these

God, who worketh whatsoever He will accord-
ing to His unspeakable providence.

‘Even as every craftsman thinks over and
marks out his work in his mind ere he take it in

with the best, and the best with God. Though
the worst men turn their love towards this
world they cannot abide therein, nor come to
anything, if they be in no degree fastened to

hand, and then carries it out altogether, so this 15 God, no more than the wheel’s fellies can be in

changing lot that we call Fate proceeds accord-
ing to His forethought and purpose, even as
He resolveth that it shall be done. Though it
seemn to us manifold, partly good, partly evil,

motion unless they be fastened to the spokes,
and the spokes to the axle. The fellies are
farthest from the axle, and therefore move
least steadily. The nave moves nearest the

yet it is to Him good, pure and simple, for He 20 axle, therefore is its motion the most sure.

bringeth it all to a goodly conclusion, and
doeth for good all that He doeth. When it is
done, we call it Fate; before, it was God’s
forethought and His purpose. Now Fate He

So do the best men; the nearer to God they set
their love, and the more they despise earthly
things, the less care is theirs, ‘“‘and the less they
reck how Fate veers, or what she brings.”” So

setteth in motion by means of the good angels 25 also the nave is ever sound, let the fellies

or the souls of men, or the lives of other crea-
tures, or through the heavenly bodies, or the
divers wiles of evil spirits; at one time through
one of them, at another through all. But it is

strike on what they may; and nevertheless
the nave is in some degree severed from the
axle. Thereby thou mayest perceive that the
wagon keeps far longer whole the less its

manifest that the divine purpose is single and 30 distance from the axle, and so also those men

unchanging, and rules everything in orderly
wise, and gives unto all things their shape.
Now some things in this world are subject to
Fate, others are in no way subject; but Fate,

are most free from care, both in this present
life of tribulation and in the life to come, that
are firmly fixed in God. But the farther they
are sundered from God, the more sorely are they

* and the things that are subject to her, are sub- 35 confounded and aflicted both in mind and in

ject to divine Providence. Concerning this I
can tell thee a parable, so that thou mayest the
more clearly understand who are the men that
are subject to Fate, and who are they that arc
not.

¢All this moving and changing creation turns
round the unmoving, the unchanging, and the
undivided God, and He ruleth all creatures as
He purposed in the beginning, and still doth

body.

“That which we call Fate is, compared to
divine Providence, what reflection and reason
are when measured againsgt perfect knowledge,

40and as things temporal compared with things

eternal, or, again, like the wheel compared
with the axle, the axle governing all the wagon.
So with the forethought of God; it governeth
the firmament and the stars, and maketh the

purpose. The wheels of a wagon turn upon its 45 earth to be at rest, and measureth out the four

axle,” while the axle stands still and yet bears
all the wagon and guides all its movement.
The wheel turns round, and the nave next the
wheel moves more firmly and securely than the

clements, to wit, water, earth, fire, and air.
These it keepeth in peace; unto these it giveth
form, and again taketh it away, changing them
to other forms and renewing them again. It

felly does. Now the axle is as it were the high- 50 engepdereth everything that groweth, -and

est good we call God, and the best men move
next unto God just as the nave moves nearest
the axle. The middle sort of men are like the
spokes, for one end of each spoke is fast in the

hideth and preserveth it when old and withered,
and again bringeth it out and remeweth it
when it pleaseth.” Some sages, however, say
that Fate rules both weal and woe of every

nave, and the other is in the felly; and so it is 55 man. But I say, as do all Christian men, that

with the midmost man, at one time thinking
in his mind upon this earthly life, at another
upon the divine life, as if he looked with one
eye heavenwards, and with the other earth-

it is the divine purpose that rules them, not
Fate; and I know that it judges all things very
rightly, though unthinking men may not
think so. They hold that all are good that
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work their will, and no wonder, for they are stars showed themselves full-nigh half an hour
blinded by the darkness of their sins. ‘““But after nine in the forenoon.

divine Providence understandeth it all most

rightly, though we in our folly think it goes A. 596. This year Pope Gregory sent Augus-
awry, being unable to discern what is right. 5tine to Britain, with a great many monks, who
He, however, judgeth all aright, though at preached the word of God to the nation of the

times it seems to us otherwise.” Angles.
- Qelfric
THE ANGLO-SAXON CHRONICLE ¢. 955-¢. 1020
Selections THE DAILY MIRACLE
(Translated by J. A. GILEs) (From the Homilies, 990-994, translated by
P. V. D. SEELLY)

A. 443. This year the Britons sent over sea
to Rome, and begged for help against the Picts; 15 Many wonders hath God wrought, and daily
but they had none, because they were them- doth work; but these wonders are much weak-
selves warring against Attila, king of the Huns. ened in the sight of men because they are very
And then they sent to the Angles, and en- common. That each day Almighty God feeds
treated the like of the ethelings! of the Angles. all the earth and directs the good, is a greater

A. 444, This year St. Martin died 20miracle than was that of feeding five thousand

: ' : ' men with five loaves; yet men marvelled at

A. 449. This year Martianus and Valentinus that, not because it was a greater miracle, but
succeeded to the empire, and reigned seven because it was uncommon. Who grants fruit
years. And in their days Hengist and Horsa,? to our fields, and increases the harvest from a
invited by Vortigern, king of the Britons, 25few grains, but He who multiplied the five
landed in Britain on the shore which is called loaves? The might was in Christ’s hands,
Wippidsfleet;? at first in aid of the Britons, and the five loaves were seed, as it were not
but afterwards they fought against them. sown in the earth, but multiplied by Him who
King Vortigern gave them land in the south- wrought the earth.
east of this country, on condition that they3o This miracle is very great and deep in its
should fight against the Picts. Then they tokens. Often one sees fair letters written, and
fought against the Picts, and had the victory praises the writer and the letters, and knows
wheresoever they came. They then sent to the not what they mean. He who has knowledge
Angles; desired a larger force to be sent, and of letters, praises their fairness, and reads the
caused them to be told the worthlessness of the 35 letters, and understands what they mean. In
Britons, and the excellencies of the land. Then one way do we view a painting, but in other
they soon sent thither a larger force in aid of wise, letters. In the case of the painting, one
the others. At that time there came men from needs only to see it and praise it; but it is not
three tribes in Germany; from the Old-Saxons, enough that you look at letters without also
from the Angles, from the Jutes. From the 40 reading them and understanding the sense.
Jutes came the Kentish-men and the Wight- So is it with the wonder that God wrought
warians, that is, the tribe which now dwells in  with the five loaves; it is not enqugh that we
Wight, and that race among the West-Saxons marvel at the token or praise God for it, unless
which is still called the race of Jutes. From we also understand its meaning.
the Old-8axons came the men of Essex and 45
Sussex and Wee:zt. le: Anglia which has Wuifstan
ever since remained waste betwixt the Jutes an T
the Saxons, came the men of East Anglia, SERMON TO THE ENGLISH
Middle Anglia, Mereia, and all North-humbria. AT THE TiMe ofF THEIR GREAT SUFFERINGS
Their leaders were two brothers, Hengist and 50 =~ FROM THE DANES, THAT Is, IN THE
Horsa: they were the sons of Wihtgils; Wihtgils Davs or KiNG AETHELRED.

son of Witta, Witta of Wecta, Wecta of Woden; (Translated by P. V. D. Smerey)
from this Woden sprang all our Royal families, Beloved men, know it for sooth, that this
and those of the South-humbrians also. world is in haste and neareth the end. Hence

A. 540. This year the sun was eclipsed on the s5in the world is it ever the longer the worse, and

twelfth before the Kalends of July, and the 8o it must needs grow very evil from day to

s Princes. day before the coming of Antichrist, because
t Leaders of the Jutes. 1 This was appareatly written in either 999 or 1014.
3 Now, Ebbsfleet in the Isle of Thanect, on the east The writer may have been Wulfstan, Archbishop of York,

oocast of Kent, c. 1003-1023,
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of the folk’s sins; and indeed it will then be ished. Freemen cannot command their own
fearful and terrible far and wide in the world. persons, nor go where they will, nor do with
Understand also that the devil hath now for their own as they wish; nor can thralls have
many years led this people too far astray, that what they possess, though they toiled for it
there has been little faith among men, though 5in the time that was theirs, nor that which by
they have spoken fair, Wrong hath _reigned. God’s grace good men have given them as an
too much in the land, and’ of many men never ' almsgift for the love of God; but each alms-
hath one thought of the remedy as eagerly ashe right which each one in God’s grace ought right
ought; but daily have we heaped evil upon evil, gladly to perform, he decreaseth or with-
and reared injustice and un-law far too widely 10 holdeth, since injustice and love of un-law are
throughout the nation. And for this we have too common among men. In a word, God’s
also endured many losses and insults, and if laws are loathed, and learning is despised; and
we are to expect any mending, then must we for this we all often suffer insults through God’s
merit of God better than we have done ere anger, as he may understand who can; and the
this, for with great deserving have we earned 15 loss will be common to all this people, though
the miseries that sit upon us, and with very men think not so, unless God save.
great deserving must we obtain the remedy at Certainly it'is clear and manifest to us all
God’s hands, if things henceforth are to be that hitherto we have more often broken [the
better. We know full well that a mickle breach law] than bettered it, and hence this nation
needs much mending, and a great fire, much 20hath had many set-backs. This long time
water, if that fire is at all to be quenched. And naught hath availed at home or abroad; there
great also is the need to every man that he have been harrying and hunger, burning and
willingly keep God’s law henceforth better bloodshed, on every hand often and often;
than he did before, and carry out His justice stealing and slaughter, sedition and pestilence,
with uprightness. 25 cattle-plague and disease, slander and hate, and
Among heathen people no man durst hold rapine of robbers have harmed us greatly;
back little or much of that which by law is due unjust taxes have afflicted us sorely, and often
to the worship of idols; but everywhere we foul weather has spoiled our harvests; because,
withhold God’s rights, all too often. Neither as it may seem, now for many years in this land
among the heathen durst man injure, within or 30 there have been much unrighteousness and
without, any of those things that are brought unstable faith among men everywhere. Often
to the idols and are appointed for sacrifice; but hath a kinsman protected his kinsman no
we have clean despoiled God’s house within more than a foreigner, nor the father his son,
and without. Also, God’s servants are every- nor at times the son his own father, nor one
where deprived of honor and protection; and 35 brother the other. Nor hath any of us ordered
some men say that among heathen peoples no his life as he should,—neither those in orders,
man durst in any wise ill treat the servants according to their rule, nor laymen, according
of idols, as men now too generally do the to the law; but the lust of crime is all too often
servants of God, in places where Christians a law to us, and we hold not to the learning or
should hold to God’s law and protect God’s40law of God or of men as we should. No one
servants. hath thought toward the other faithfully as he
Sooth is it that I say—we have need of should, but for the most part each is deceitful
mending, for God’s laws have been waning too and injures others by word and by deed;
long within this land on every side, and the unrighteously and from behind, each striketh
folk-laws have become worse, all too much45at his fellow with shameful calumnies and
since Edgar died.* Sanctuaries are too gen- accusations;let him do more if he can.
erally unprotected, and God’s houses are too Here in our land is much treachery toward
clean bereft of their old rights, and are stripped God and the world, and likewise in divers ways
within of all things befitting. Men of religion traitors too many. Of all treasone in the world
have now this long time been greatly despised; 50 the greatest is that a man betray his lord’s
widows unlawfully are forced to marry, and soul; and a full great treason is that also, that a
too many are made poor and are greatly ill man betray his lord’s life or drive him living
used. Poor men are sore deceived and misera-~ from the land; and both have been present
bly ensnared, and, though innocent, are sold in this realm. Edward?® was betrayed, then
out of the land inbo the power of foreigners; 55 murdered, and after that burned, and Aethel-
through cruel un-law children are enslaved for red* was driven from the land. Gossipe‘ and
petty theft; free-right is taken away, and 3 Edward the Martyr, murdered in 97
thrall-right curtailed, and alms-right dimin- _‘Aethelred the U“‘“’dg or “ill Odmed»""ﬂobllﬂd

floe to Normandy in 1
3 Edgar, King of Wessex, died 975. s S8ponsors,
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god-children too many have been slain through- crowd of Christian men from sea to sea through
out this people, besides others all too many, the nations, huddled togethér, to the shame of
who, without fault, have been destroyed. us all in the sight of the world,—if in earnest
Too many holy places, far and wide, have we knew any shame or even would rightly
perished, because certain men were lodged 5understand. And all the misery that we
there, as they would not have been, if we had continually suffer we repay with honor to them
wished to know \reverence for 'God’s |peace. that shame us. We pay gelds® to them con-
Christian folk too many have been sold all the tinually, and they abuse us daily. They harry,
while out of this land. All this is loathsome they burn, they spoil and plunder, and carry
to God, let him believe it who will. . . . Also 100ff to the ships; and lo, what else in these
we know full well whence hath come the evil troubles is clear and manifest but God’s wrath
that a father sell his son for a price, and theson towards this people?
his mother, and one brother the other, into the No wonder misfortune is upon us, for we
power of strangers outside this nation. All know full well that now for many years men
these are mickle and terrible deeds, as he may 15 have seldom recked what they wrought in word
understand who will; and there are yet greater or deed; but this nation hath become, as it may
and more manifold that afflict this people. appear, very sinful, through manifold sins and
Many are forsworn and greatly purjured; misdeeds, through murder and evil, through
pledges are broken again and again; and it is greed and covetousness, rapine and robbery,
clear in this land that God’s wrath sits heavily 20 treachery and heathen vices, through treason
upon us,—let him who can, understand. and deceit, through law-breaking and sedition,
Lo, how can greater shame come upon men through attacks on kinsmen, through man-
through God’s wrath than cometh upon us, for slaughter and violation of religious vows,
our own deserts? Though a thrall escape from  through adultery and incest and divers forni-
his lord and leave Christendom to become a 25 cations. Also, as we said before, through oath-
Viking, and it come about afterward that breaking and pledge-breaking, and through
thane and thrall come together in battle, if divers falsehoods, more than should be are
the thrall foully slay the thane, the thane for all ruined and forsworn. Breaches of the peace
his relations must lie without wer-geld, and and of fasting are wrought again and again.
if the thane foully kill the thrall whom he 30 Also here in the land are reprobate apostates
formerly owned, he must pay the wer-geld of a and hostile persecutors of the Church, and
thane* Full evil laws and shameful tribute cruel tyrants, all too many; despisers of divine
are, through God's wrath, common to us, as he law and Christian customs; and everywhere in
who can may understand; and many mis- the nation foolish mockers, most often of those
fortunes beset this people. This long time 35 things commanded by God’s ministers, and
nothing hath prospered within or without, but very often of those things that belong of right
harrying and hatred have been continual on to God’s law. Therefore hath now come about
every side. The English have now long been the wide-spread evil custom that men are more
without victory, and too greatly dismayed, ashamed of good deeds than of misdeeds, for
through God’s anger; and the ship-men’ have 40 men too often deride good deeds, and all too
become so strong, with God’s consent, that in much revile the pious, and blame and greet with
battle one of them will often put to flight ten of contumely those who love right and have in
us, sometimes less, sometimes more, all because any measure the fear of God. Because men
of our sins. . . . Often a thrall bindeth fast the despise all that they ought to praise and con-
thane who was formerly his lord, and maketh of 45 tinually loathe what they should love, all too
him a thrall, through God’s anger. Alas for many are brought to evil thoughts and deeds,
the misery, alas for the shame in the eyes of the so that they are not ashamed though they sin
world, that Englishmen now suffer, all by God’s greatly and work in all things against God
wrath! Often two or three seamen will drive a  himself; but b::ause (;f idle clt:lq::;es th?:’o alx:;
. 50 ashamed to better their mi , a8
.ﬁl’:.‘.";‘ﬁnk"‘?n“oﬁ" m‘ll;:!: :!:al“éz".’d %mrﬁl.l o teach,—like those fools who for their pride will
Man-price, was the sum at which a man's life was valued ot save themselves before that time when
2000! to law, the amount varying for the different
ranks of society. If one murdered another, the mur- they cannot though they would. . . .
d&"’.w“”n':?“ufmmdmmvgmw;?J;F geld to An historian there was in the time of the
that the law &ruining to wer-gelds was no logger ad- 55 Britons, Gildas® by name, who wrote of their

ministered with justice, and that in the case described, isdeed. ir si grea

the thane who should kill his esca thrall, or slave, misdeeds, how by their sins they so tly

would bave to pay the same wer-geld as if he had kilied

s thane, and this in spite of the fact that the thrall had 3 Pnﬁr‘::enu of money to buy off the Danes.

joined the enemy. ?* A Romanised Briton who, about 547, wrote a history
7 The Danes, or Vikings, of Britain from Roman times to his own day.
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angered God that He very soon let the army of
the English win their land and entirely de-
stroyed the flower of the Britons. This, he
said, came about because the clergy broke their
vows, and laymen the law, because of plunder-
ing by the rich, extortion, evil laws of princes,
false judgments; because.lof) thel sloth’) and
ignorance of bishops, and the wicked cowardice
of God’s ministers, who all too often were si-

\
us do as we have need to do, turn to the right
and in some measure shun and forsake un-
righteousness, and eagerly better what we have
heretofore broken. Let us seek Christ on our

5knees and often call upon Him with trembling
heart and earn His mercy. Let us love God
and fulfill God’s laws, and perform eagerly
what we promised when we received baptism,
or those promised who at baptism spoke for

lent concerning the truth, and mumbled within 10us. Let us rightly order words and works, and
their jaws when they should have called out. willingly cleanse our inner thoughts, carefully
Through foul wantonness of the folk, through keep oath and pledge, and without weakness
gluttony and manifold sins, they ruined their have some faith amongst us. Let us often
land, and themselves perished. consider the great judgment we shall all come

But let us do, as is needful for us,—take 15to, and eagerly save ourselves from the raging
warning by such. Sooth is it that I say, worse fire of hell’s torment, and earn for us the glory
deeds we know have been among the English and the gladness that God hath prepared for
than we have heard of anywhere among the those who work His will in the world. May

Britons, and therefore have we great need to

God help us. Amen.

reflect and to reconcile ourselves to God. Let 20




II. THE NORMAN CONQUEST TO CHAUCER
1066—c. 1350

POEMA MORALE!
(Before 1200)

I am now older than I was, in winters and in

ore
I wield b’t::ore power than I did, my wit ought
Too lon‘f a chlld I have been, in word and eke
And tho!

in
My life methmks a useless one, like that I've

ever led; 5
When I bethink me well thereon, full sore I am
adread.

,lammwmt.ersold too young I am

Mere idleness and childishness seems most that
have done;

Full late I have bet.hought myself, unless God’s
grace I've won.

I've spoken many idle words since I to speak
knew how,

And many deeds I did in youth that I repent
me now. 10

All too often have I sinned in work and eke in

word;
All t.i:o much, alas, I've spent, too little laid in
At most of that I liked of yore I now can only

Who overmuch doth have his will, himself doth
but deceive.
I might in truth have better done, had I of j ]oy

great

And now I woulcf and yet cannot, for age and
for unhealth.

old age on me hath stolen fast, before of it I

Nor can t see before me now for dark smoke and
for mist.

Fearful are we to do good, in evil all too bold;

More i 113 awe of man is man than of the Christ of

Who doth not well the while he may, full oft it

When men at last shall surely reap that which
they ere did strew.

iLayamon
HOW LAYAMON WROTE HIS BOOK
(From the Brut,! c. 1205)
In t.h;l land lived a priest, who was Layamon
He was Leovenath’s son; Lord to him be
gracious,

1 This selection is taken from the opening of the Poema

Morale, or Moral Ode; a poem of about 400 lines. It ma{

have been written as early as thn relxn of Hen
(1100-1135). 4

He abided at Arnley, at the great Church there
Upon Severn’s side, (it seemed to him good

there)
Hard by to Radéstone, where he read bookés. 5
It came in his mind, and he made it his purpose,
To tell of the Enghsh the triumphs of old;
What names the men had, what lands t.hey were
come from
What folk En, hsh—la.nd first of all ownéd
After the deluge that down from the Lord

came 10
Which quelled? all men that quick here it

founde,
Except Noah and Shem, Japhet and Ham
And their four wives who were in the

them.

arf( with

So ’gan }.ayamon wander wide ’mongst the
people,

And I:I;)ogle books got he for guides in lns

Thathzilghsh book took he, made by Samt.

Another in La.tm left by Saint Albin,
And the bless’d Austm 3 who baptism brought

A thtxll;& he took likewise, and laid it among
em,
That a French clerk had made,—Wace was he

calléd, 20
This goodly writing he gave to the noble
Eleanor, of Henry, that hl Km his Queen.
Layamon laid these books eir leaves he

turned o

Wlthh!love he looked on them, the Lord grant

m m

Feathert took he with fingers, and fair on the
book-skin 25

The sooth words then wrote he, and set them
together,

And these three writings he wrought into one.

Now Layamon prayeth for the Lord’s love
Almighty,

Each wise man who readeth words in this book
writte!

And heedetix this teaching, that these holy
wordés 30

He say all together:

For the soul of his father, who forth him

broughté
For the soul of his mother, who made him a man,
And for his own soﬂ so that better befall it.
men.

the legendary history of Britain, based largely on the
Brut of the Anglo-Norman poet 'Wace. Brut=Brutus,
who the fi of Geoffrey of
Monmouth and others was the grandson of ZEneas,
ths {g\lxlx;i’er of New Troy or London.

il

3 Austin, i. e. St. Augustine, the first Archbishop of

lmwh.mol:boutao.mhm It is on

27

Ci bnry.

¢ Pen.
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orm

ORMULUM!
(c. 1215-1220)

Now, brother Walter, brother mine
After the fleshes kind,
And brother mine in Christendom
Throu&l: baptism and through truth,
And brother mine eke in God’s house, 8
Once more, in a way,
Since that we two have taken both
One book of rules to follow.
Under the canons’ rank and life
So as Saint Austin? set; 10
I now have done even as thou bad’st,
Forwarding to thy will .
I now have turned into E‘.nghsh
The G ’s holy lore,
After that little wit that me 15
My Lord and God has lent.
Thou thoughtest how that it might well
To mickle profit turn,
If English folk, for love of Christ,

It readily would learn 20

And follow it, fulfilling it
With thought, with word, with deed,
And therefore yearnedst thou that I
This work for thee should work;
And I have forwarded it for thee, 25
And all through help of Christ. . . .
And since the holy gospel book
All this ness shows us,
'I‘lns]')l geven ol(im) goodhﬂln{at Chriatl to us
id grant through His great love, 30
For this ’tis meet all Christian folk
Should follow gosgel’s lore.
And therefore have I rendered it
Into English s ,
use I wished most earnestly 35
That all good English folk
With ear should hearken unto it,
With heart should truly believe,
With tongue should ever tell of it,
In deed should follow it, 40
To win through Christ in Christendom
The soul’s salvation true.
And God almighty give us might
And wish and wit and will
To follow well this English book 45
That is all holy lore,
So that we may full worthy be
To know high heaven’s bliss.
Amen. Amen. Amen.
I that in English this have set, 50
Englishmen to teach,
At the time when I was christenéd,
By name of Orm was called.
And I, Orm, full inwardly
With mouth and eke with heart, 55
! The book of the monk Orm, an unfinished poem of
over 10,000 lines, giving the gospels of the ecclesiastical
as arranged in the Mass-book (Cf. ‘‘ The Gospel's
oly lore,” line 14), with ts and appropriate re-
ligious instruction.

? Saint Augustine (354-430) one of the greatest of the
Early Fathers of the Church

Here bid all those good Christian men

Who either hear or read
This book, 1 bid them now that they

Will pray for me this prayer:
The brother who this English book 60

Both wrote and wrought the first,
May he as for his work

e bliss of heaven find.
Amen.

Thomag of Lales
A LOVE RUNE!
(Before 1226)

A maid of Christ entreateth me
That I for her a love-rune write
By which most plainli/ she may see
e way to choose a faithful knight;
One that to her shall loyal be 5
And guard and keep her by his might.
Never will I deny her plea,
To teach her this be my delight.

Maiden, thou mayest well behold

How this world’s love is but a race 10
Beset with perils manifold

Fickle and uil]J , weak and base.

Those noble knights that once were bold

As breath of wind pass from their place,
Under the mold now lie they cold, 15
Wither like grass and leave no trace.

There’s none so rich, nor none so free,

But that he soon shall hence away.

Nothing may ever his warrant be,

Gold, nor silver, nor ermine gay. 20
Thousih swift, his end he may not flee,

Nor shield his life for a single day.

Thus is this world, as thou may’st see,

Like to the shadow that glides away.

This world all passes as the wind
When one thing comes, another ﬂies;
What was before, is now behind;
What was held dear, we now despise.
Therefore he does as doth the blind
That in this world would claim his prize. 30
This world decays, as ye may find;

Truth is put down and wrong doth rise.

The love that may not here abide,

Thou dost great wrong to trust to now;

E'en 80 it soon shall from thee glide, 35
'Tis false, and brittle, and slight, I trow,
Chsnginﬁnd passing with every tide,

While it lasts it is sorrow enow;

At end, man wears not robe so wide

But he shall fall as leaf from bough. 40

Paris and Helen, where are they
That were so bright and fair of face?
1 A love poem, writing, or counsel.
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Amadas, Tristram, did they stay,

Or Iseult with her winsome grace?

Could mighty Hector death delay, 45
Or Ceear, high in pride of place?

They from this earth have slipped away
As sheaf from field, and left no trace.

They are as though they never were,
Oermuema.nywon ers said, : 50
And it is pity for to hear

How these were slain with tortures dread,

And how alive they suffered here;

Their heat is turned to cold instead,

Thus doth the world but false appear, 55
The foolish trust it,—lo! 'tis sped.

For though a might.’y man he were

As H , England’s king by birth,

Though he as Absalom were fair,

Whose lived not in all the earth, 60
Yet of hi ﬁride he's soon striplvaed bare,

At last he'll fetch not a herring’s worth,

Maid, if thou mak’st true love thy care

I’ll show thee a love more true than earth.

Ah! maiden sweet, if thou but knew 65
All the high virtues of this knight!

He is fair and bright of hue,

Mild, with face of shining light,

Meet to be loved and trusted too,

Gracious, and wise beyond man’s sight, 70
Nor through him wilt thou ever rue,

If thou but trust in his great might.

He is the strongest in the land;

As far as man can tell with mouth,

All men lie beneath his hand, 75
East, and West, and North, and South;

Henry, of E; and,
g; holdls{::;ghim and to him boweth

messenger, at his command,
His love declares, his truth avow’th. 80

8 'st thou of buildings raised of old,
Ofrpught by th}e)i wise kiggﬁSolonign,
asper, sapphires, and fine gold,
And of many another stone?
His home is fairer by many fold 85
I can tell to any one;
'Tis promised, maid, to thee of old,
If thou wilt take him for thine own.

It stands upon foundations sound,

So built that they shall never fall; 90
Nor miner sap them underground,

Nor shock e’er shake the eternal wall;

Cure for each wound therein is found,
Bliss, joy and song, fill all that hall. .
The joys that do therein abound 95
Are thine, thou may’st possess them all.

There friend from friend shall never part,
‘There every man shall have his right;
No hate is there, no angry heart,

Nor any envy, pride or spite;

But all shall with the angels play

100

In peace and love in heavenly light.
Are they not, maid, in a ﬁ(;:;{ WaYy,
Who love and serve our aright?
No man may Him ever see 108
As He is in all His might,

And without pure bliss may be
When he knows the Lord of light.
With Him all is joy and glee,

He is day without a night.

Will he not most happy be

Who may bide with such a knight?

This writing, maiden,that I send,
%Jen it, break seal and read;

ide unroll, its words atten&,
Learn without book each with .
Then straigh

110
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t to other maidens wen
And teach it them to meet their need;
Whoso shall learn it to the end

In sooth 'twill stand him in good stead.

And when thou sittest sorrowing,
Draw forth the scroll I send thee here,
And with sweet voice its m e sing,
And do its biddin%iwith good cheer.
To thee.this does His greeting bring;
Almighty God would have thee near;
He bids thee come to His wed )
There where he sits in Heaven’s high sphere.

THE OWL AND THE NIGHTINGALE!
(c. 1216-1225)

Once within a summer’s dale,

In a very secret vale, .

Heard I 'gainst each other rail

Hoary Owl and l‘gli&htinga.le.

That strife was stiff, and stark, and strong, &
Now ’twas soft, now loud it runf,

And each bird would the other flout,

And all the evil mood let out;

And each said of the other’s way

The very worst she knew to say; . 10
Indeed, about each other’s song

The strife they w: was very strong.

The Nightingale n the speech
From her corner in a h:

She sat upon a pleasant bough, 15
Blossoms about there were enow,

Where in a thick and lonely hedge,

Mingled soft shoots and greenest sedge.

She, gladdened by the bloomy sprays,

Varied her song in many ways. 20
Rather it seemed the joy I heard

Of harp or pipe than song of bird.

Such strains, methought, must rather float
From harp or pipe than feathered throat.

1 This poem and the following are examples of a popu-
R R S oAt S T
sented as disputing over their respective modes of life.
‘The poem has a broad human interest, as the two birds
express two opposing ideals of life: the nightingale that
of the refined, joyous, pleasure-lover; the owl, that of
the ascetic. The birds submit their case at last to the

judgment of Nicholas of Guildford, whom some suppose
to be the author of the poem.

125
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Then, from a trunk that stood hard-by, 25
The Owl in turn made her reply,

Q’er it the ivy grew apace;

There made the Owl her dwelling-place.

The Nightingale, who saw hde‘rsg in,
Surveyed the bird with high disdain, 30
Filled with contempt she viewed the Owl,
Whom all men loathsome’' deem'and foul!
‘“Monster,” she cried, ‘‘take wings and flee,

I am the worse for sight of thee,
Truly, at thy black looks of yore 35
Full oft my song I've given o’er;
My tongue grows weak, my courage flies

en you ap before mine eyes,
I’m more inclined to spit than sing
At sound of thy harsh sputtering.

The Owl abode till it grew late.

Eve came, she could no longer wait;
Her heart began to swell and strain
Till scarce she could her breath contain.
Half choked with rage, these words she flung:
“What think’st thou now about my song? 46
Think’st thou in song I have no skill
Merely because I cannot trill?
Often to wrath thou movest me,
And dost abuse me shamefully. 50
If in my claws I held thee fast,—
And so, mayhap, I shall at last,—
And thou wert down from off thy spray
Then should’st thou sing another way.”

Then made the Nightingale reply: 55

“If I avoid the open sky,

And shield myself in places bare,

Nothing for all thy threats I care;

While in my hedge secure 1 sit,

I reck not of your threats a whit. 60
1 know you cruel to devour

All helpless things within your power,

W g your wrath in evil way

On smaller birds where’er you may.

Hated of all the feathered rout, 65
The birds combine to drive you out;

Shrieking and scolding after you,

They hard upon your flight pursue.

The tit-mouse, if she had her will,

Would tease you and would work you ill. 70
Hateful to look upon thou art

In many ways, and every part;

Thy bz;is’s short, thy neck is small,

Thy head is greater far than all;

Thine eyes coal-black are staring wide 75
As though with woad they had been dyed;
You stare as though you’d like to bite

Each thing your cruel claws could smite;

Just like an awl that has been crooked,

Your bill is stiff and sharp and hooked, 80
With it you hoot both oft and long,

This passes with you for a song.

You threaten me, longing to clasp

My flesh and crush me in your grasp;

More fit for thee would be a frog, 85
That sits beneath the mill-wheel’s cog,

Or snails, and mice, and creatures foul,—
Such are the sort fit for an Owl.

By day you &it, by night take wing,

Knowing you are an eerie thing; 90

That thou art loathsome and unclean
From thine own nest is plainly seen,
And also by thy foul young brood,
Which thou dost feed on foulest food.”

[After a prolonged controversy, the Nightin-
gale s again:]

“Owl,” she said, ‘why dost thou so? 411
Thou sing’st in winter welawo!

Thou sini’st as doth a hen in snow,

And all she sings is but for woe:

Thou sing’st in winter’s wrath and gloom, 415
In summer thou art ever dumb.

It is but for thy foolish spite .

That thou with us canst not be bright;

For thee consuming envy burns

&V‘l}len to ll;.(he land our bliss reetium;b bed 420
ou’rt like some cross-grained, c wigh!

Who turns black looks on each delight, '

Ready to grudge it, and to lower

If men are happy for an hour;

He wishes rather to espy 425
The tears of grief in each man’s eye,

Let the mob fight, he does not care
Though each man pulls the other’s hair.

E’en so thou dost upon thy side,

For when the snow lies thick and wide, 430
And every creature has his sorrow,

Thou sing’st from night-fall till the morrow.
But I, all bliss with me doth wake,

Each heart is gladder for my sake,

All live in joy when I am here, 436
All wait for me to reappear.

The blossom ’gins to spring and sprede

Ugon the tree and on the mede,

The lily, with her face of snow,

Welcometh me, as well you know, 440
And bids me, with her aspect fair,

To fly to her, and greet her there.

So too, with ruddy face, the rose,

That from the thorny briar grows,

Bids me to sing in bush and grove, 4“5
A joyous carol for her love.”

THE DEBATE OF THE BODY AND THE
SOoUL:

(13th Century)

As once I lay in winter’s night,
Sunk deep in sleep before the day,
Methought I saw a wondrous sight;
Upon a bier a bodywl:.]}r.
1t once had been a wilful Knight, 5
Scant service he to God did pay;
Clean lost had he his lifés ligi:,
The ghost was out and must away.

When the ghost it needs must go,
It turned aside and near it stood; 10
Beheld the body it came fro
Most sorrowful in frightened mood.

1 The m is a controversial dialogue between the
body mri the soul, the warring Jmm of man’s nature
which St. Paul speaks of as ‘*the flesh’" and “ the spirit.”
In Prof. Kittredge's opinion this poem is incomparably
the best embodiment of the theme that can be found in
any literature.




THE DEBATE OF THE BODY AND THE SOUL

It said: “Woe! woe! and welawoe!

Woe worth thy flesh, thy foulé blood,
Wretched body, why liest thou so 15
That wert but now so wild and wode??

“Thou that once wert wont to ride
High on horse with\head/ un‘bowed,
Famed for prowess far and wide,

As a lion fierce and proud,

Where is all thy mi&ty pride,

And thy voice that rang so loud,

Why dost thou there all naked bide,
Stitched within that wretched shroud?

“Where is now thy broidered weed, 26
Thy sumpters,? beanngath{ rich bed?
Thy cgnl.fre and thy battle-steed
Which at {:ide thy Squire led?
Thy crying hawks of chosen breed
And the hounds that thou hast fed? 30
Methinks, God recks not of thy need,
For all thy friends are from thee fled.

““Where are thy castles and thy towers,
Thy chambers and thy st,atelg halls,
Painted with many-coloured flowers,
e

y downy quilts and covertures,

Thy sendai,a‘ and thy purple ?
Wretch! full dark is now thy bower,
To-morrow thou therein shalt falll” . .. 40

Now when the ghost with gruesome cheer® 49
Thus had e his mournful moan,
The co! stretched stark upon the bier,—
A ghastly thing thus left alone,—
Ita head and neck did strait uprear;
As a sick thing it 'gan to groan,
And aaid: “ Where art thou now, my fere$ 55
My ghost, that quite art from me gone?

“God shaped thee in His lmn.sgf {air,
And gave to thee both wit and skill;

He trusted me unto thy care

To guide according to thy will. 60
In witchcerafts foul I had no share,

Nor wist I what was good nor ill

But like dumb beast thy yoke I bare

And as thou bad’st I must fulfill.

““Placed thy pleasures to fulfill, 65
Both at even and at morn,
1 was in thy keeping still
From the time that thou wast born.
Thou, that knewest good and ill
Surely should’st have judged beforn 70
Of my pride, my foolish will;
Now alone thou Liest forlorn.”

The fhoat it said: “Body, be still,
Where learned’st thou this moral air?
Givest thou me harsh words and ill 75
And liest like swollen wine-skin there?

2 Passionate. 8 Pack-horses.
4 Sendal was a rich silk material. & Expression.
¢ Companion.
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Thin!licﬁst thou, wretch, though thou shalt

With thy foul flesh a noisome lair,
That from the deeds thou didest il
Thou shalt be freed, nor judgment bear? 80

““Thinkest now thy rest to win
Where thou liest rotting in the clay?
Though thou be rotten bone and skin,
And blowen with the wind away,
Yet limb and joint thou shalt come in 85
Again to me on doomésday,
Together we shall pass within
To Court, to take our bitter pay.

“You to my sway did God commit,
But when you thought on evil deed, 90
Hard in your teeth t{ou held the bit,
And did all things that I forbede.
Sin you obeyed, you drew to it,
To ease, and shame, and lust, and H
I fought you hard with strength and wit, 95
But aye you followed your own rede. . . .

“I bade you mind your spirit's need; 105
But matins, mass, and evensong

You put aside for other deed,

And called them vain, with foolish tongue.
To wood and field you chose to speed,

Or run to Court to do men wrong;

Except for pride or greater meed

Sma.li good you did your whole life long.” . . .112

The Body, answering, said its say:
“0O Soul! thou hast done wrong in this,
All the blame on me to lay.
Now thou hast lost the highest bliss.
Where did I go, by wood or way,
Where sat, or stood, or did amiss,
But 'neath thine eye I went each day;
Well knowest thou the truth of this. . . .

110

137

140

144

“I should have been but as the sheep,
Or like the dumb and herded kine,
That eat, and drink, and sprawl, and sleep,
And passed my pain—like slaugfxtered swine;
Gold had I never cared to keep, 165
Nor known that water was not wine,
Nor been thrust down to hell’s black deep
But for thee,—Soul,—the fault was thine.”

161

The ghost replied: * There is no doubt
Thy part was always me to bear:
Needs must this be, I was without
Or hand or foot wert thou not there:
Save as thou carriedst me about
I could do naught, nor least act share;
I must before thee bend devout,
To do aught else I did not dare.

170

175

“Of one woman born and bred,
Body, thou and I were twain;
Tﬁfether fostered fair and fed
Till thou couldst walk and speak thee plain; 180
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Thee gently, moved by love, I led,
Nor dared I ever give thee pain.
To lose thee was my sorest dread,
Knowing I'd get no more again.

“I saw you fair in flesh and blood, 185
And all my love to you,I gave;
That you should thrive methought was'good,
Soft ease and rest I let you have;
This wrought in you rebellious mood,
You rushed to sin as lmdpulse drave; 180
To t against you did no good
You bore me with you as your slave. . . 192

“Well warned wert thou of this before,
And told we both should jlilltslgment have;
All this you scorned as foolish lore,

Yet watched tht{;:in go down to grave.

gk:l‘: &i‘dst :,h}l t l‘.hie1 ggﬂd lgtll:ee bade,
ing thy eager might crave,

And I allowed it“(fwas mad!),

Thou wert the master, I the slave.”

[The Body speaks]
“Thinkest thou, Ghost, thou Sainest aught
t,

201

205

To quit thee from thy blame withal, 210
By saying that thou, so nobly wro

ast forced to serve me as my
Nothinf 1 did and nothing sought,
Ne’er plundered, stole, ne’er sinned at all,
But first in thee arose the thought.
Abide it who abide it shalll

‘“How wist I what was wrong or right,
What to take, what cast away,
Save as thou i)rought’st it to my sight, 219
‘Thou o’er whom wisdom should bear sway?
Thus, trained by you in base delight,
Companion of your pleasures gay,
Then did I ill with all my might,
Once more to have my wicked way.

“But haddest thou,—Christ grant 'twere
true,— 225
gilv"ien taz‘!;e hunger, thir:g, :nd cold, rn
t me good that no good knew,
When I gevil was 80 bold,
Then, what I learned in youth from you,
I had held fast when I was old; 230
You let me North and South roam through,
And take my pleasures uncontrolled.” . . .232

215

Then wept the ghost most bitterly, 249
“Body, alas, alas!” (it said).
“That e’er of old I lovéd thee!
Lost was the love I on thee stayed;
Falsely you feigned a love for me,
And me a house of glass you mnde;
I gave you pleasures trustfully,
You, traitor, still my trust betrayed. . . .

255

“No longer, Body, may I dwell, 352
No longer stand to with thee;
Now I hear the hell-hounds yell,

And fiendés more than man may see; 366

They come to fetch me down to hell,
No whither may I from them flee;

And thou shalt come with flesh and fell
At doomésday to dwell with me.”

Almost before the words were said,
That told it wist where it must go,
Burst in at once in sudden raid
A thousand devils and yet mo.

And when they once had on him laid
Their savage claws, they tare him so
He was in torment, sore afraid,
Tossed, tugged and tousled to and fro.

For they were shaggy, shock-haired, tailed,
Ther slacs wers shabo thoy wers long-nailel,
eir claws were , they were long-
No limb there was but showed some lack.
The ghost was right and left assailed
By manty a devil foul and black;
ing for mercy naught availed
en God his vengeance due must take. . . . 8375

Instead of colt for him to ride, 309

T
grinned and yawnéd wide

Out from {.IS throat flared tongues of flame.
The saddle on his back and side
Was stuck with pikes to pierce and maim,
"Twas as a heckje to bestride,”
And all a~glow with scorching flame.

Utgon that saddle was he slung,
As though to ride in tournament;
A hundred devils on him hung,
gither ﬁd thither him th:mnt; deb

e with hot spears was pi and stung
ﬁzld sore witl:]I‘ hocﬁks sgi:%lm rent; ’

every stroke the es sprung

As they from blazing brand were sent.

When he the ride had ridden at last,
Fast to that fearful saddle bound,
As hunted fox he down was cast,
The worrying hell-hounds close him round,
'I‘hgy rend him, trembling and aghast,
An him towards hell’s dark bound; 420
A man might trace the way they passed
By blood-stains on the trampled ground.

They bid him then his horn to blow,
To urge on Bauston and Bevis,
His hounds, well wont his call to know,
For they would shortly sound the pn'c.‘
A hunl:ired degils, in a row, the sb
Drag him with ropes toward the abyss,
The loathly flames are seen below,
The mouth of hell it was, I wis.

When once that dread abode is won,
The fiends set up so loud a yell

T Heckle. An instrument consisting of s board in which
By iotitias ead siniohtoning tho Aoms flas or bem
\t and st N1 res.
A}:id:gu to the Toothache. ne the
8 The note of the horn blown at the taking of the deer;
used in hunting. French prendre.

410

415

425
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That earth it opens up anon; -

Smother and smoke rise from that cell,

Both of foul pitch and of brimstone, 435
Men five miles off can smell that smell;

Woe grips and holds that wretched one

Who scents from far that scent of hell.

The foulé fiends, with grin,
Seize on the soul, and, whiriing it, 40
With might and main they hurl it in,
Down, down, into the devil’s pit; ]
Then, they themselves plunge straight therein,
To darkness with no sunshine lit,
Earth closes on that house of sin, 445
The dungeon-doors shut fast on it.

When they had gone, that loathsome brood,
To hell’s black tﬁit’ ere 1t was day,
On every hair the swee.b-drofe stood
For fright and fear as there I lay: 450
To Jesus Christ, in chastened mood,

Yearning I crieci,—a.nd dreaded aye
That those fierce fiends so foul and lewd,
Would come to carry me away.

Then thanked I Him who gmed death’s gate,
Who unto man such mercy bore 456
My shield 'gainst many an evil fate,
And felt my sins as ne’er before.

All ye who sin, I charge you straight
To shrive you and repent you sore;

For sin was never sinned 8o great

That Christ’s wide mercy was not more.

Robert of Sloucester
IN PRAISE OF ENGLAND
(From Riming Chronicle,! c. 1300)
Englmbe;ltisarightgoodland,lweenofallthe
Set it is at the world’s end, afar within the
west,
And;}lni)outitgoesthesea,itstandethum
e.
Its foes it thus needs fear the less, except it be
t.hrou?h ile
On part of folk of its own land, as hath been

seen erstwhile. 5
From North to South it stretches out in length
eight hundred mi
Two hundred miles from East to West in
breadth the land extends;—

In the midaln.nd, that is to say, and not as at
one end.

Plenty one may in Engéland of all good thingés
see:

If only folk will spoil them not, or other worse

ears be. . 10

For éngélmd is full enough of fruit and eke of
treen,?

1 The Riming Chronicle is a metrical history of Eng-

land from the earliest and mythical period to the latter

of the 13th cen . , who was presumably a
%ﬁn the Abbey"ﬂcloueaaur. probably wrote only

the latter of the poem. The entire work is more
\ba 12,000 Hes in legit, 3 Treon.

Of woodés and of parkés most joyful to be seen;
Of fowlés and of mstéa, bo lgild and tame

alsé; )

Of salt fish and of fresh fish, of rivers fair
thereto;

Of wells both sweet and cold enough, of pasture
and of mead; 15

of oi';gf silver and of gold, of tin and eke of

Of steel, ‘of iron, and of brass, of coin in great

ﬁlenty;

Of wheat and eke of wool, so good none better
may there be.

Wau:rs it hath enough als6; before all others

As arms are these out of the land, and reaching
to the sea. 20

By them the ships may come from sea and out

their way may trace,

And bring mfﬁn lmoed enough of goods, to well nigh
every place.

Severn, and Thames, and Humber, so these
three rivers sta.ud;

And in the midst, as hath been said, there lyeth
the pure land.

NORMAN AND ENGLISH
(From the same)
Thus h&;ame, lo Engéland into Normandy’s

And the Normans could speak then naught but
their own speech,

And spoke French as at home, and their
children did teach,

8o high men of this land, that of Norman blood

come,
Keep them all to that speech that they had at

their home. 5
If a man know not French, small store men by

him set,

But low men hold to English and to their own
speech yet.

I ween that there beeth in the world countries
none

That hold not to their own speech but England

alone.
And well do I wot to know both well it is, 10
For the more & man knows the more worth he
is.

Robert Panning, of Wrunne

IN PRAISE OF WOMAN
(From Handlyng Synne,! c. 1303)

Nothing is to man so dear
As woman’s love in good manére.

1A poem of over 12,000 lines, treating of the Ten
Commandments, the Seven Deadly Sins, the Seven
Sacraments and other religious themes. The author
enlivens his doctrinal instructions with appropriate
stories, for he says he made his poem for those who
love to hear stories over their ale, and who are prone te
fall into sin,
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A good womén is manés bliss,

When her love right and steadfast is. _

No solace is there 'neath the sky, 5
Of all that man may name or try,

That man to joy so greatly moves

Asa tfood woman that truly loves.

Nor dearer is none in all God’s herd

Than a chaste woman/with lovely word. 10

CURSOR MUNDI!
(. 1320-1325)
THE PROLOGUE

Man yearneth rimés for to hear,

And romances of strange mattére,

Of Alisaundere? the conquerour,

Of Julius Caesar the emperour,

Of Greece and Troy the strangé strife 5
Where many thousand lost their life; .

Of Brut, that hero bold of hand,

First conquerour of Engéland;

Of King Arthour that was so rike?

Whom no one in his time was like; 10
Of wonders that his knights befell

Adventures many as I’ve heard tell,

As Gawain, Kay, and others stable,

For they were men of the Round Table;

How Charles and Roland waged their fight, 15
With Sarcens the{mno troth would plight;

Of Tristrem and his dear Ysote

How he for her became a sote;!

Of Joneck and of Ysambrase,

Of Ydoine and of Amadase, 20
Stories als6 of sundry thinfa,

Of princes, prelates, and of kings,

Many songs of storied rime

English, Frankish, and Latine.

To read and hear each one is prest 25
Of whatsoe’er he likes the best;

The wise man will of wisdom hear,

The fool to folly draws him near;

The wrong to hear of right is loath,

And pride with buxomness® is wroth. . . ., 30

But by the fruit the wise may see 33
Of what verti is every tree.

All sorts of fruit that man shall find 35
Must draw from out the root their kind;

From goodly pear-trees come good pears,

Worse tree, the worse the fruit it bears.

That I should speak from this same tree
Betokens, man, both me and thee; 40
This fruit betokens all our deeds,

Both good and ill who rightly reads.

Our dedés in our hearts take root,

Whether they be for bale or boot;

For by the thing man draweth unt6 45
For good or ill men shall him know. . .

1 The poem is named from the fact that in its stories
it “courses'’ pretty much over the world, as is indicated
in the Prologue. It is about 30.000 lines, and it was
written in English **for the love of English folk.”

2 This list includes some of the most important groups
or cvelea of romance. Those on Alexander, on Brut or
Rrutus, the supposed founder of Britain. on Arthur and
hir knights, on gimrlemagno. and on Roland.

3 Mighty. ¢ Madman. ¢ Humility.

All this world, ere I have done, 121
With Christ’s help shall I over-run,

And tell some stories principél,

For no man may relate them all.

But since no work may long endure 126

That stands not on foundation sure,
This same work, therefore, shall I found
Upon a wondrous, steadfast, ground;
That is the Holy Trinity s .
That all has wrought with His beauty. 130
Unto Him first I turn my face,
And then His handywork I’ll trace:
Of the angels first that fell,
And next I will of Adam tell,
Of his offspring and of Noé, 135
And somewhat of his sonnés three;
Of Abraham and of Ishac,
That holy were withouten make;$
After shall I tell to you
Of Jacob and of Esau too; 140
Then should there be thereafter told
How that Joséph was bought and sold;
How Moses 'midst the Jews arose,
That Goddés folk to lead them chose;
How God the law to him did give 145
g¥ which the Jewish folk should live.
Saul the king, and David too
How he Goliath fought and slew;
And next of Solomon the Wise,
How craftily he did justice;
How Christ came down through prophecy,
And how He came His folk to buy.

150

[The author next goes on to enumerate
various other matters of which he proposes to
treat, such as the birth of Christ, the de-
struction of the innocents, the flight into
Egypt, and 80 on through the gospel story.
After this outline of the general plan and
scope of his work he concludes his prologue as
follows:—]

These are the subjects put in place 221
I think within this boof(J to trace;

Speaking but shortly of each deed,

For there arc many tales to speed.
Useful, methinks, it were to man

To know himself how he began;

How he at first was born and bred,
How o’er the earth his offspring spread;
Both of the first and of the last,

And in what course this world is past. 230
Those things that Holy Church doth state

In this same book I now translate.

In English tongue ’tis all made clear

For love of all the English here;

English folk of Engéland, 236
For the commons to understand.

225

*French rimes are there in this land

To be found on every hand;
French is wrought for Frankish man
What is for him that no French can? 240
The nation of England old
The Englishmen in common hold;
The speech that man with most may speed
¢ Without an equal.
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Must be the speech that men most need.
Seldom was by any chance
Praised the English tongue in France;
Do we the same to their langubge
Methinks we do them no outrige.
For unlear.>d Englishman Ispell,
}’hﬁt undelst.mlldith walﬁts 1 tell,

nd specially I those ress
That all theg lives in idleness
On trifles waste and beggars’ lies,
To them I say: “Take care, be wise,
And well unto my words attend,
And all your way with milil;t amend.”
Il have they who in spending spend,
And find no fruit thereof at end. . . .

245
250

2556

258
Now from this prologue we will blinne,” 265
And in Christ’s name our in:

Cursor o' World men ought it call,

For almost it o'er runs it all.

Take we our beginning than®

From Him who all the world began. 270

Richard Rolle of Hampole
died 1349

THE INFANT
(From The Pricke of Conscience,! c. 1340)

[When man] was born to this world’s light,
He had not either strength or might,
Either to walk or yet to stand,
Nor to creep with foot and hand.
Then has the man less might than beast;
When he is born, he seems the least;
For a beast, when it is born, may go
And run soon after to and fro;
But a man has no might thereto,
When he is born, such things to do;
For then he may not stand nor creep,
But only sprawl and cry and weep.
fo;:s child is scarcely gorn before

t begun to cry and roar,
And by that cry men tell truif
Whether it man or woman be.
When it is born it cries such way:
For if it be man it says “a, a,”
So that the letter is the same
As the first in Father Adam’s name.
And if the child a woman be,
When it is born it says ‘e, e,”’
E is the foremost letter in
Eve’s name, who brought us death and sin.
Hence a clerk made in this manere,
This line in metre written here:
Dicentes E vel A quolquot nascunlur ab Eva, 480
¢« All those,” he says, ‘‘that come of Eve,
Means all men that below here live,
When they are born, what-so they f)e,

7 Cense. 8 Then.

1 A Poem of about 10,000 lines is addressed to the un-
learned ‘‘that can ne Latyne uaderstand,” and is in-
tended by its dreadful pictures of death and judgment,
to prick the reader’s conscience, so that he may * work
good works and flee folly.”
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470
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480

4856

They either say “a, a,” or “e, e,”

And thus here we find the starting

Of our weeping and life's smarting,

Unto this have sorrows brought us,

Therefore Innocent has taught us:

Omnes nascimur eiulantes, ul nature nostre
miseriam exprimamus.

He says: “We all are born complaining,

We cry, and wail—man’s sorrow feigning,

To show the misery, how great

The wretchedness of man's estate.”

Thus when the time came of our birth,

All made sorrow and no mirth;

Naked we hither came, and bare,

And just so shall we hither fare.

495

500
505

THE CELESTIAL COUNTRY
(From the same)

All joys are there in that countrie,
There life from death forever free;
There youth is, ever without eld,

All wealth is there forever held:

There is aye rest without travail;
There are all goods that never fail;
There peace forever, without strife:
There every kind of joyous life;

There is, free from all darkness, light;
There is aye day and never night;
There aye is summer bright to see;
And never more winter in that countrie;
There are true friendships and richesse,
More nobleness than man may guess;
There is more worship and honour
Than ever had king or emperour;
There is all might and power secure;
And there an endless home made sure;
There too are all delights and ease,
And sure tranquility and peace;

There eful joy foreveris,

And pleasure there and lasting bliss. . ..

There always blissful certainty,

And certain dwelling ever free;

There is all mirth, each pastime dear;
There laughter is, and lovely cheer;
There’s melody and angel’s song,
And love and praise from that bright throng:
There is all friendship that may be;
And perfect love and charitie;
There is accord, and its due mede
Is given aye to each deed;
There’s lowly awe and reverence,
And meekness and obedience;
There are all virtues and no sin,
All dainties and delights therein,
All wisdom’s there from folly free,
And honour without villany. . . .

There is brightness and beautie

In everything that men shall see;
There joys are free and general,

But the most sovere}gn oy of all

1s the blest sight of ’s bright face,
Beyond all joys and all solace.
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JLatorence GPinot
c. 1300-1352

THE BATTLE OF HALIDON HILL!

Listen, Lordings, if you will
Hear of the battle of Halidon Hill.

True King that sitteth on thy throne,

Unto thee I tell my tale,

And unto thee I bid a boon, - 5
For thou art balm of all my bale.

As thou hast made the earth and moon,

And beasts and foulés great and smale,

Unto me send thy succour soon

Direct my deedés in this dale. 10

In this dale I droup? and dare
For evil deeds that cost me dear,
For England had my heart great care,
When Edward went at first to were.?
The men of France were bold to fare 15
%ga.inst- him with the shield and spere;
ey turned again with sidés sair
And all their pomp not worth a pere.t

A pear is more of price sometide®

Than all the boast of Normandie. 20
Th:g sent their ships on ilka side

With flesh and wine and wheat and rye;

With heart and hand, ’tis not denied,

For to help Scotland gan they hie,

They fled and durst no deed abide 25
And all their boast not worth a flye.

For all their boast they durst not fight,

For dint of death they had such dout,?

Of Scotland had they never sight

Although they were of wordés stout. 30
They would have magnified their might

And troubled were they there about.

Now God help Edwar! in his right,—
Amen—and all his ready rout.

His ready rout may Jesu speed. 35
And save them both by night and day;

That Lord of Heaven may Edward lead,

And him maintain as well He may.

The Scotchmen now all wide will sprede’

For they have failéd of their prey 40
Now are they daunted all for drede

That were before so stout and gay.

Gay they were and well they thought
On Earl Moray® and others stout;

1This poem is one of the famous war-songs which
celebrate events in the reign of Edward III. between
1333-1352. _The battle of Halidon Hill was fought in
1333. The King, who was besieging Berwick, completely
routed a Scotch force under Sir Archibald Dougl

They said it should full dear be bought, 48
The land whence they were driven out.

Philip Valois wordés wrought,

And said he should their foeman stay;

But all these words they went for naught,
Words must be meet or weak are they. 50

More menaces they boasting cry,

In spite of might they have their meed;

And many a night awake they lie

To harm all England by their deed;

But low is now that pride so high B )
Of those that were so stout on steed;

And some of them all naked lie

Not far from Berwick upon Tweed.

A little from that selfsame town,

Halidon Hill that is the name, 60
There was crackéd many a crown

Of the wild Scot and eke of tame.

Then was their banner borne all down,

To make such boasts they were to blame;

But nathéless aye are they boune® 65
To hurt Engldnd with sorrow and shame.

Shame they have as I here say;

At Dundee now is done their dance,

And wend they must another way

Even through Flanders into France. 70
On Philip Valois!® fast cry they,

There for to dwell and him advance.

And nothinﬁst they now to play

Since them befell this sorry chance.

This sorry chance hath them o’erthrown, 75
For they were false and wondrous fell;

For curséd caitiffs are they known

And full of treason, sooth to tell.

Sir John Comyn!! had they struck down,

In holy kirk they did him quell;!? 80
So many a Scottish bride makes moan

With dolour dight!® there must they dwell.

There dwelled our king, the sooth to sayn,
With his menié!¢ a little while;

He gave good comfort on that plain 85
To all his men about a mile.

Although his men were mickle of main,®

Ever they doubted them of guile;

They Scottish gauds!® might nowise gain

For all they stumbled at that stile. 90

They came not from that strife alive
That were before 8o proud in prese,!?
Jésu, for thy woundés five,

In England help us to have peace.

9 Ready.
10 Philip VI. King of France, 1328-1350, who in the
interests of France, immme the ally of Scotland against

which had come to relieve the town. Berwick passed
into the hands of the English, and has remained so till

today.
? l*m. 3 War. 4 Pear.
§ Sometimes. ¢ Fear. 7 Disperse.

s John Randolph, 3rd Earl of Moray, d. 1346, was
one of the strongest supporters of the young king of
Scotland, David II.

their enemy qulmd.

11 Comyn, surnamed The Red, one of the rivals of
Bruce to the Throne of Scotland after Edward Balliol's
renunciation. He was murdered on the altar steps of
the Franciscan church at Dumfries by Bruce and his
followers, in 1306.

:: g(l,ll. :: Grief-et;ick.en.t
mpany. reat of might.
18 Trappings, booty. 17 The post of danger.
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PRAYER FOR KING EDWARD lvwlan u} ghisowolxl-ld was ll)x:}ver born,
. 0, if he eo sat beforn,
(From How Edward the King came to Brabant) And once might of his harping hear,
God that shaped both sea and sand, But he should thinké that he were
Save Edward, King of Engéland, In one of the joys of Paradis, 45
Both body, soul, and life, Such music in his harping is.
And grant him joy withouten|strife; Orpheo livéd in 3
For many men ’gainst him are wroth 5 A city noble in defence,
In Francé and in Flanders both, He hath a queen full fair of pris,
For he defendeth fast his right That calléd is Dame Erodys, 50
And thereto Jésu grant him might, The fairest woman for the nonés ¢
That he may do so night and day That might be made of flesh and bonés,
That it may be for Goddés pay.! 10 Full of all love and of goodnéss,
No man may tell of her fairnéss.
It befel in time of May,— 55
SIR ORPHEO! When is merry and pleasing the summer’s day,
Away have tgone the winter’s showers,
(14th Century) And every field is full of flowers,
We read full oft and find y-writ Of blossoms springing on the bough,
As clerkés wise make us to wit, O'er all the land 'tis merry enow,— 0
Those lays that have for men’s harping That this same Queen, Dame Erodys,
Been made of many a noble thing: Took with her maidens two of pris,
Some are of weal and some of Woe, 5 And walkéd in the undertide ®
Some of joy and mirth alsé, To play within her orchard-side,
Some of jest and ribaldry, To see the flowers spread and spring, 65
And some there are of faerie; And see and hear the sweet birds sing.
Of traitors some, and some of guile, Then down they seated them all three,
Or some mishap that chanced erstwhile: 10 Fairly beneath an ympé tree,$
Of all the things that men may see And full soon that fairest queen,
Most fit to praise forsooth they be. Fell fast asleep upon the green, 70
In Brittany these lays were wrought, The maidens durst not her awake,
There first were made, and thence were brought ~ But round her they ’gan merry make,
Of dventures that fell in days 15 And let her sleep till afternoon
Whereof the Britons made their lays; When the undertide was gone;
So when of old they chanced to hear And as soon as she gan wake 78
Of Aventures in days that were, %he iﬂeddsm%b;thgomf '8‘;11‘1 her make,
i 3 '] er hands and eke her feet she tore,
They took their harpe with glee and game? T coratehed her till she bled full core;
Of dventures that did befall Her clothing rich she all to-rent,
I can tell some but nowise all. All wild out of her wittés went. 80
Ha;kfn‘;l}(l)rdlinga, that be true, %:ym;lde:m tvi'o ?;tt;aetre b:-;,c}f,
An i ; . urst no lon, ide,
tell of Sir Orphew. E’: 3 strlx:.i’ tt:vlv‘a ng ght tge eastls l;?lu
3 i 25 tol nights and squires all,
mhg) 1:?,:8 t&g?%%ﬂmg; How that their Queen away would go. 85
A full fair man both large and tall, The knights went also, and ladies too,
And courteous and brave withal. And demoigelles fifty and many mo,’
His father was come of King Plutd, To fetch her as they fain would do.
And his mother came of Queen Jun, 30 Into the orchard ran they out
Who in old times as gods were holden And took her in their armds stout, %
For deeds they did and words they tolden. And brought her to her bed at last
Orpheo most of anything And therein held her down full fast;
Loved the music of harping; But still she cried in angry mood,
Certain was every good harpbur a5 And rent herself as she were wode.?
From him to have most high honéur. ghen heard the King ?his dreati tiding, 95
i himse € was never so woe for any thing.
AL v thereso His wtts Shaarp: The King came with his knightés keen
He learnéd so that there was none, Into the chamber to his Queen,
Who could harp better 'neath the sun. 40 And for her had he great pitfe. .
: ‘‘Sweet heart,” he said, “how may thisbe, 100
! Satisfaction. ) That thou who ever wert so still,
of m"’m o .?gno.‘:ghgn:fﬂ“‘?m:‘& "il:“w":‘“; Shouldst now cry out so loud and shrill?
i'ggi.t hom of :‘enﬂumb‘er C‘;{ ﬁ.hpn rhymgrdh nncr{.t.iye lpoem. Thy bo'dy that W_&S :Whlt,e befom,
o €
of O ben eh tu’trl:ormed i‘:n:)n:l;ediov:l fniml:r;:t:ﬁ Now .Wlth thy nails i rent ~and torn.
the y land of Pluto becomes a beautiful land of $Price. ¢ Nonce. §Morning. ¢ Grafted tree.
faetie. 1 Mirth. TMore. ¢ Mad. * Bold.
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Alas! thy cheeks which were so red 105
Are now all wan and grey as lead,

And thy dainty fingers fair,

Pallid now and bloody are.

Alas! thy lovely eyén too

Look on me as on a foe. 110
Lady dear, I crave mercie,

Lét{'e all this rueful'ery,

And tell to me what thing, and how,

If any thing,—may help thee now.”

Still grows the lady at the last, 115
While she began to weep full fast,

Saying, while yet the tears would flow,

“Alas! my lord, Sir Orpheo,

Never since we two plighted troth

Was either with the other wroth, 120
Yet ever hast thou lovéd me,

With all mine heart so have I thee;

And now we twain shall part in two,

Do thy best, yet I must go.”

“Alas!” he said, “my life is bare, 125
Unto whom goest thou and where?

Where thou comest thou shalt with me,
Whither thou goest 1 will with thee.”

“Sir,” said she, it may not be thus,

I'll tell thee how it is with us. 130
As I lay this undertide

Asleep upon the orchard-side,

Two gallant knights came to me there,
Arrayed in richest garments fair,

And bade me come without letting, 135
To speak unto their lord the king.

Right boldly then I answered there—

‘Nor will I come, nor do I dare.’

At the word they did depart,

Then came their King so blithe of heart, 140
With a thousand knights and mo

And fifty fair ladfes alsé,

A-riding all on snow-white steeds,

And snow-white also were their weeds,?
Never, in faith, since I was born 145
Knights so fair came me beforn.

The King a crown had on his head,

"Twas not of silver, nor gold so red,

All it was of precious stone,

As bright as sun forsooth it shone. 150
He stayed for naught but straight me sought,
And willy, nilly, me he caught,

And me {e made with him to ride

On a white palfrey by his side,

And broul?ht me in to his {mlys,“ 155
Right well bedight it was 1 wis.

He showed me castles, halls and towers,
Rivers, meadows, fields and flowers,

And his forests every one;

And after, back he brought me home, 160
Back into our own orchérd,

And said to me this afterward:

‘Look tomorrow that thou be

Here beneath this ympé tree;

And if thou makest any let, 1685
Where'er thou be thou shalt be fet,!?

And to tear thy limbés all,

Shall help thee naui};t whate’er befall,

And although thou be all torn

10 Garments. 11 Palace. 11 Fetched.

Yet away shalt thou be borne.’” 170
When the King he heard this case,

“QOut!” he said, “alace! alace!'?

I had rather lose my life

Than to lose the Queen my wife!”

Counsel he asked of many man 175

But of them all none help him can.

The hour came, the morrow's sun,

The King hath put his armour on,

Two hundred knights he takes with himn,

Fully arméd, stout and grim: 180

Out then with the Queen went he

Into the orchard ’neath the tree;

Then did they watch on cvery side,

And planned that there they would abide,

Resolved to suffer death and woe, 185

E’er that the Queen should from them go.

But shortly then did it befall,

As the Queen sat among them all,

The fairy took that lady fair

And she was gone—no man wist where. 190

Crying and weeping there was als6,

The '1;5 gan to his chamber go,

He fell adown upon the stone,

And made great dole and mickle moan,

Well nigh he had himself yschent!? 195

He saw there was no dmendement.

He sent for carl and for baréun,

And other lords of great renown,

And, when they all together were,

‘“Lordés,” he said, “assembled here, 200

I set mine steward of mine hall

To keep my landés over all.

Now my Queen is left forlorn,

The best ladie that e’er was born;

No more will I woman see, 205

In wilderness now will I be,

And there abide in woodlands hoar

And in the wilds forevermore.

Then when ye know I have left all,

Ye straight a parliament shall call, 210

And ye shall chose you a new King,

And do your best in everything.”

Great sorrow then was in the hall,

Weeping and crying 'mongst them all,

And there might neither old nor young 215

For weeping speak a word with tongue.

They kneeléd all a-down i-fere,!®

And begged him if his will it were,

That he would never from them go,

“Away!” he said, “I will not so.” 220

Then all his kindred he forsook

And unto him a sclaveyn!® took,

He would have no other hood;

Hose, nor shoe, nor other gooé;

Only his harp he took, and straight 225

He journeyed barefoot through the gate.

No man there must with him go,

Alas! there weeping was and woe.

He that was King and bare the crown,

Went out so poorly from the town, 230

Into the wild he takes his road,

Both through the heath and through the wood.

Nothing he hath to give him ease,

13 Alas!

14 Disgraced.
15 Together. 18 Hair-shirt.
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But ever lives in t malaise.!?
In the rough wood he nights must pass, 235
And cover him with herb and grass;
He that had a t J)]entie,
Meat, and drink, and dignitie,
Now must dig and grub full sair,
Ere of roots he gets his/fare! 240
In summer on the haws he lives,
That midst her leaves the hawthorne gives;
In winter, by the root and rind,
For other thing he may not find.
He was all shrunken, shriveled, pale, 245
With beating rain, and cutting hail;
No man could tell the travail sore
He had endured ten years or more.
He that had castles, halls and towers,
Forests, rivers, fields, and flowers, 250
Nothing that likes him!® now had he,
But savage beasts that from him flee.
His matted beard has shaggy grown,
Below his iirdle has it gone.
He taketh harp and maketh glee, 255
And lies all night beneath a tree.
When bright and clear there dawns the day,
He takes his harp and makes no stay,
Amidst the wi he sits him down
And tunes his harp with a merry soun, 260
And harps all after his own will;
Through all the wood it ringeth shrill.
The savage beasts that there are found,
For jo; ut him gather round,
And all the little birds that were, 265
For joy they come about him there
To listen to that harping fine,
So mickle joy there was therein.
is harping when he laid aside,
Nor bird, nor beast would then abide, 270
But all together they are flown,
And leave him there to sit alone.
Often saw he him beside,
In the heat of summer-tide,
The Fairy King with all his rout, 275
Come a-hunting all about.
With shout and merry din they go
And noise of hound and horn alsé;
And yet forsooth, no beast they slay,
Nor knows he where they take their way. 280
And other whiles he may espye,
A mighty hunt go passing by,
Full two hundred knights of pride
Arméd through the forest ride.
Somewhile he saw other thing, 285
Knights and ladies come ridin,
With raiment bright and courtly grace,
Moving all with easy pace;
Tabors and pipes with them there be,
And every kind of minstrelsy . 290
And ladies too there come riding,
Jolie® they were in everything,
Gentle and gaﬁ' they were 1 wis,
Nor no man there among them is.
Hawk on hand did each one bear, 205
And hawking went by the rivére,
Of game they found the favorite haunt,
Pheasant, hern, and cormorant.

17 Discomfort. 18 Pleases him. 19 Pretty.

The birds from out the river flew,
And every hawk his quarry slew. 300
That Orpheo saw in merry mood,
As underneath the bough he stood;
‘“Parfay,” he said, ‘‘there is good game,
Thither will I, in Goddés name.”
Such sport was he wont to see, 305
Sou{) e rose and there came he
One lady there he came unté,
He searched her face and form alsé,
Right well he knew it was, 1 wis,
His own ladfe, Dame Erodys. 310
He saw her plain and she him eke,
Yet ne’er a word did either speak.
For him she did so poor espy
That sometime was so rich and high,
The tears ran down her face, I wis, 315
And looking on her so did his,
And then away they made her ride,
For there no longer she might bide.
“Alas!” he said, “and woe is me!
Why will not death come suddenly! 320
Wretch that I am! O, that I might
Die now, when I have seen this sight!
Alas! too long lasteth my life,
Since I may speak not with my wife,
Nor she with me a word may speak! 825
Alas! why will my heart not break!
Parfay!” he said, ‘ whate'er betide,
I will see where those ladies ride,
And in that way I too will go—
I care not for my life a sloe.” 330
His sclavyne put he on his back
And took his harp right as he spak,
And swiftly after them is gone,
Over stock and over stone.
In at the rock the ladies ride, 335
He went straight after, he would not bide.
When he was into the rock y-go®
Full three mile and some deal mo,!
He came unto a fair countrdy,
It was as bright as any day. 340
Neither hill nor dale was seen,
All was lawn full fair and green,
Midst it a castle met his eye,
Noble and rich, and wondrous high,
Over all the topmost wall U5
Shone as doth the clear crystél,
%?d the {,owers th;t werf. thfere
ere gaily set wit! és fair;
The farthest, risin }rom the ditch,
Was all of gold and silver rich;
The froflt, that stood amidst them brade,
Was all of divers metals made;
Within, a wondrous dwelling wide,
With gold and gems all glorified,
The pillars fair thereon, were dight 355
With precious stones and sapphires bright.
So fair the palace shone by night
That all the town was full of light,
Those riché stones 8o fairly shone
They were as bright as any sun, 360
No man might tell, nor think in thought,
The riches that therein were wrought.
The ladies at the castle light,

2 Gone. 31 More.

350

22 Broad.



40

He followed swiftly as he might;
Orpheo knockéd at the gate,
Ready the porter was thereat,
And askéd him “what wilt thou so?”
“Parfay! I am a minstrallo,
I bring thee solace with my glee,
That thou the merrier may be.”
He then undid the'castle gate,
And let him in the palace straight.
About looked Orpheo over all,
He saw folk sit beneath the wall;
And some that had been brought thereto,
They seeméd dead yet were not so,
And there among them laY his wife,
That he loved as his own life;
She lay beneath an ympé tree,
By her look he wist ’twas she.

en forth he went into the hall,
There was t joy amongst them all.
The riché Iging was seated there,
And Orpheo gave him greeting fair;
Beside him sate a Queené bright,
Hardly of her he had a si?ht.
When he had looked on all this thing,
He kneeléd down before the King,
And asked him if his will it were
That he his minstrelsy would hear.
Then said the King: “And what art thou,
‘Who come into my presence now?
Myself nor none that is with me,
Have ever yet sent after thee.
Since I this kingdom first began
I have not found so brave a man
Who hither dared to come or wend‘
Save that I after him should send.’
“Sir,” he said, “I trow full weel,
1 hold it sooth, sir, every deal,
1t is the custom of us al
To come to every lordés hall,
And though we may not welcome be,
Proffer we must our game or glee.”
Before the King he sat him down,
And took his harp of merry soun,
And straightway as full well he can,
Many blithe notes he then began.
The King looked up and sat full still,
To hear his harping he had good will.
When he had ceased from his harping,
Then said to him that riché King:
‘“Minstrel, me liketh well thy glee;
Whatever thing thou ask of me,
Freely now I will thee pay,
Therefore, ask now, and assay.”
“Lord,” he said, “I beg of thee,
If that it shall your pleasure be,
Give me that lady bright of ble,
That lies beneath yon ympé tree.”
“Nay,” he said, ‘‘that may I neéer,
%’: o .wo:l}dslt; e sorryugpf.ir ; d black

ou art aggY, ro ) 80 1
And she is made withouten lack.
A foulé thing it were to see,
To put her in thy companfe.”
“Lord,” he said, “thou riché King,
1t were yet a fouler thing,

2 Hue.
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To hear a lying word from thee,

As though thou promised nought to me,

Saying thou’d give me what 1 would!

A Kingés word must needs hold good.”

“Thou sayest sooth,” the King said than, .

‘““Forsooth thou art a trué man.

T will well that it be so,

Take her by the hand, and go.

I will that thou of her be blithe.”

And him he thankéd many a sythe.2¢

He took her by the hand anon,

With right good will they out are gone,

And fast they hied from that 8alﬁoe,

And went their way through Goddés grace;

Into the wilds t.he¥l both are gone, -

O’er holt and heath they journey on.

And 8o they take their way full fast,

And to Crasséns they come at last,

That sometime was her own citfe,

But no man wist that it was he.

With poor of humblest life

A space he tarried with his wife.

He askéd tidings of the land,

And who the kingdom had in hand.

%‘he humble bl in his cote,
nswering, told him every grote;

How that the Queen was fetched away

To the land of faerie on a day,

And how the King did after go

But to what place no man can know.

The Steward, he says, the land doth hold;

So, many tidings he them told.

The morrow at the nooné tide

8ir Orpheo bade his Queen there bide,

He took his harp and right anon

Into the town he straight is gone.

And when he came to the citfe,

Many a man him came to see,

Men and wives and maidens fair,

Gathered fast to see him there;

And marvelled much as him they view,

How thick the moss upon him grew;

‘‘His beard is grown right to his knee,

His body is withered as a tree.”

Then his own Steward did he meet,

Passing in state adown the street,

And Orpheo fell upon his knee

And said: “ Lord help, for charitfe,

A minstrel 1 of Heathénesse,

Lord help me now in this distress.”

The Steward said: “ With me come home,

And of my gooda thou shalt have some,

For Orpheo’s sake once Lord to me,

All minéstralles shall welcome be.”’

Anon they went into the hall,

The Steward and the lordés all.

The Steward washed, and went to meat,

And all the lordés down were set,

Then was there music in the hall,

But Orpheo sat against the wall.

When all are still, the music done,

He took his harp of sounding tone,

And fast on it he played the glee;

The Steward looked, and ’gan to see,

For well he knew that harp belive;

2 Many times. % Quickly.
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“Minstrel,” he said, “as thou mayst thrive,
How gottest thou that harp, and where? 495
Now for thine honor tell me fair.” :
“Lord, in an uncouth ¢ land,” he said,

“1 found it in a forest glade;

I saw a man grown thin and. pale,

It lay beside him in'a dale,

Now it must be ten winters gone.”

The Steward cried, and made great moan,
“It was my Lord, Sir Orpheo,
Ah! that he e’er did from :i‘fo.”

The King beheld the Steward than,

And wist he was a right true man;

To him he said without lying,

“Sir, I am Orpheo, the King.

Here to the outskirts of the town,

I've brought my gentle lady down.”

The lords all start that sit around,

Then wist they that the King was found.
With music and processiéun,

They fetched the Queen into the town.
A good life lived they afterward,

And after them reigned the Stewdrd.
Thus came they out of all their care,
God give us as well to fare!

And all that list to this talkin

In heaven’s bliss be their dw !
Amen, amen, for charitfe,

Lord grant us that it so may be.
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CUCKOO SONG
(c. 1250)

Summer is icumen! in,
Sing loud Cuckoo!
Groweth seed, and bloweth mead
And springeth the woodé noo?
Sing Cuckoo! .5

Ewe bleateth after lamb,
Lows for her calfé coo;
Bullock sterteth,? buck verteth,*
Merry sing Cuckoo!

Cuckoo, Cuckoo, well sing’st thou Cuckoo: 10
So cease thou never noo.
Sing Cuckoo, noo, sing Cuckoo!

UBI SUNT QUI ANTE NOS FUERUNT?
(c. 1280)

Where are they that lived before,
Hounds they led and hawks the
And had both field and chase
Ladies rich in bowers fair,
Nets of gold bind up the hair, 5
Rosy-bright of face.

. Unknown.

bore

2 Now.
¢ Harbors in the green.

1 Where are those who lived before us?

They ate and drank and made them glad,
Their life was all with pleasure led,

Men kneeléd them beforn,
They bore themselves full proud and high,
And, in the twinkling of an eye, 11

Their souls were all forlorn.

Where is that laughing and that song,
The pride with which they passed along,
The hawk, and hound, and bower? 15
All that joy is gone away,
That weal is come to welaway,
To many a bitter hour.

They took their heaven while they were here,
And now in hell theilr lie in fere;? 20
The fire it burneth ever,
Long is ay, and long is o,
Long is wy, and long is wo,
From thence come they never.

Endure here, then, if thou agree, 25
A little pain, I pray of thee;
Withdraw from pleasure oft.
Thoufn thy pain be sore indeed,
And thou thinkest on thy meed,
It shall to thee seem soft. 30

If that fiend, that foulest thing,
Through wicked spell, through false luring,
Here and there hath thee down cast,
Up and be a champioin!
Stand, and fall no more adoun 38
For a little blast!

Take thou the rood-tree® for thy staff;
Think thou on Him, in thy behalf
Who gave up life so lief
For thee He gave it; for His sake 40
. Against His foe that staff now take,
And ’venge Him of that thief!

Of faith in Christ take thou the shield,
The while thou art within the field,

And e’er make strong thy hand! 45
Keep off the foe at thy staff’s length,
And humble low that traitor’s strength,

And win the blessed land!

Therein is day without a night,
Without an end are strength and might, 50
Chastised is every foe;
With God himself cternal life,
And peace and rest without all strife,
And weal without a woe.

Queen of heaven, mother, maid, 55
Thou may’st and canst to us be aid
And shicld. From wrong us fend;
Help us from sin and shame to flee,
That we thy Son at last may see,
In joy without an end! 60
Amen!

t Together. 1 Cross.
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SPRING SONG
(c. 1300)

Spring is come to town with love
ith 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 w d 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.

%ﬁe mooxi sends smh lll)er:'gl;ght,
e goodly sun shines bright,
And birds sing well.
Dews drench the soft young grass,
And whispering lovers pass,
Their tale to tell;
Snakes woo beneath the clod,
Women grow wondrous proud
On field and fell.
If one shall say me no

SPhnd benished dwal

ALYSOUN
(c. 1300)

{?’h days l:)f March and Averil *

en the spra bein 8 to spring,
Each little gm{ hath her own w%ll
In her own speech to sing.
And I live in love longing
For one most fair of everything,.
To me she bliss may bring:
To serve her is my boon.
A happy lot to me is sent,
I know from heaven ’tis to me lent,

From women all my love is bent
And fixed on Alysoun.

In hue her hair is fair to see,
Her brows are brown, her eyes are black,
With loving laugh she looked at mel—
Her waist is small, of slender make,
Unless as hers she will me take
To be her mate, my life I’ll break,
My life itself I will forsake

1 A spring flower; the woodruff.

1 April.

10

25

10

15

And fey 2 I’ll fall adoun. 20
A happy lot to me is sent, ete.

Nights I toss and watch and wake,

Until naxlyl' visage waxeth wan;

Lady, all is for thy sake

Longing comes to me alone. 25
On earth there’s none so learned grown

That he her virtues can make known.

Her neck is whiter than the swan,

Or fairest maid in town.

A happy lot to me is sent, ete. 30

With love I'm worn and watchings late,
Weary as water in a weir,

Lest any rob me of my mate.

I have heard it said of yore,

Better to bear awhile a sore 85
Than mourn forevermore.

Fairest earth e’er bore,

Hearken to my rune:

A happy lot to me is sent,

I know from heaven ’tis to me lent, 4C
From women all my love is bent

And fixed on Alysoun.

BLOW, NORTHERN WIND
(c. 1300)

I know a maid in bower bright,
That full seemly is to sight,
Maid of majesty and might,
Of loyal heart and hand.
'Midst many a nobler one [3
A maid of blood and bone,
1 know not ever none
8o fair in all the land.
Blow, Northern Wind,
Send thou me m{vsweeting 1
Blow, Northern Wind, blow, blow, blow.

With her long and lovely tresses,
Forehead and face fair for caresses,
Blest be the joy my lady blesses,
That bird so bright in bour,! 15
With lovesome eyes so large and good
With blissful brows beneath her hood,
He that once hung upon the Rood
Her life holds in honéur.
Blow, Northern Wind, 20
Send thou me my sweeting
Blow, Northern Wind, blow, blow, blow.

Her face is full of light
As a lantern in the night
She sheds a radiance bright, 2
So fair is she and fine.
Her neck is slender to enfold,
Her loving arms bring joy untold,
Her little hands are soft to hold,
Would God that she were mine. ' 80
Blow, Northern Wind,
Send thou me m%sweeting
Blow, Northern Wind, blow, blow, blow.
2 Distracted, mad.
t Bower.

0
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She is coral of goodnéssé,
Ruby she of rightfulnésse, 35
She 18 crystal of cleannéssé,
Beauty’s banner she.
She is hl{ of largessé,
Periwinkle of promessé,
She the sunflower of \sweetnesss, 40
Lady of loyalty.
Blow, Northern Wind,
Send thou me my sweeting
Blow, Northern Wind, blow, blow, blow.

For her love I mourn and moan, 45
For her love I grieve and groan,
For her love my good is gone
And I wax all wan.
For her love in sleep I sigh,
For her love I wakeful lie, 50
For her love I droop and cry,
More than any man.
Blow, Northern Wind,
Send thou me margweetm 54
Blow, Northern Wind, blow, blow, blow.

WHEN THE NIGHTINGALE SINGS
(Early 14th Century)
When the nighting4lé sings, the woodés waxen

greené,
Leaf and grass and blossom springs, in Averil I

weeng,
And 1iove is to my hearté gone, with a spear so
eené
nght and day my blood it drinks, mine
heartés death to teené.!

1 bave lovéd all this year, that I can love no

5

1 have snghéd many sighs, Lady, for thine oré,®

Ne'er my love comes near to thee, and that me
grieveth soré.

Sweetest Lady think on me, I lovéd thee of yore.

Sweetest Lady, speak I pray, one word of love

to me,
While in this wide world I stay, I'll seek for
none but thee, 10
Your kind love mxght give me bliss, from pain
might set me free,
A sweet kiss of thy dear mouth, might my
surgeon be.

Sweetest Lady, here I pray, one boon of love
towe,
If you love' me, as men say, as I, dearest,

kno
If yogo w;ll it, look on me, just a look will

show 15
So much have I thought of thee, I all ghastly
growé

Between Linc6ln and Lindésey, North-Hamp-
toun and Léndouné,

I wot not of so fair a may,' by tower, dale, or

toune,

1 Trouble.

2 Grme. ¥ Maid.
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Dearest one, I humbly pray, love me a little
sooné.
1 now will plain my son,
To her to whom it dot.h%elong

JOAN

There’s a maid in a bower, as beryl most bright,
As sapphire in silver set seemly in sight,

As jasper the graclous that gleamet with light,
As garnet in gold, and as ruby most right;

As onyx she 18 heid up at a hei

As diamond the clear when in day she is dlght,
She is coral, well kenned of Kaiser and Knight,
As emerald at morning this maid beareth might,

The power of the 1hath she in her grace
Fofr carbuncle I choose her, by form and by
ace. 10

Her bloom is as red as the rose on the tree,
With the white of the lily most lovesome is she:
Than penwmkle more pleasing, or primrose of

Alexandem, or parsley, or f t anice.
8umnt as a columbine, gmmd gay, 15
lad in rich furs and in garment of
Her face is a flower, she 8 fairest in lue,
As celandine or sage,—you yourself know it's
true.
Who looks on her beauty to bliss he is
brought,
He follows the sun, to tell all words are
naught. 20

She is popinjay abaiting my torment and bale,
True dove in a tower, I tell thee my tale;

She is throstle so gentle that smgeth in hall,
She is the wild laverock and the witwall;

She is falcon in forest, dearest in dale: 25
With every man glsddest in song and in tale:
She is wisest of all from W{e to Wyrhale; !
The nightingale’s note tells her name to the

vale;

In his note is her name, nameth it none?

Wgoso reads it aright,—let him whisper to
oan.

SONG OF THE SCOTTISH MAIDENS
AFTER THE BATTLE OF BANNOCK-
BURN (1314)!

Maidens of Engélande sore may ye mourn
For the loss of your true-loves at Bannockés

burn!
With heve-a-lowe!?

What? Weenéd the Kin, cf?O‘ Engélande
To have gotten Scotlan
With rumbylowe!*

1 The Wirral, the land between the rivers Dee and
Mersey, in Cheshire.

1 This ballad is found in an old Chronicle, The Brut of
Engelonde, (c. 1350) where we arc told that *‘the maid-
ens made a songe therefore in that cuntre of Kvnge
Edwarde of Engelonde and in this manner thei songe."
Then follows the song.

2 These phrases ‘“‘probably indicate the occurrence
of a dance movement emphasized b* special gestures,
or the beating of musical instruments.

5



LULLABY

(Early 14th Century)

Lullay, lullay, little child!
Why weepest thou so sore?
Needés must thou weep,
Thou wert doomed jof yore
Ever to live in sorrow,
Ever to sigh and strive,
As thy fathers did ere this
Whilst they were alive.
Lullay, lullay, little child!
Child lullay, lullow!
To this world unknown
Sadly come art thou.

Beasts and birds and cattle,
The fishes in the flood,

And each thing that liveth
Made of bone'and blood,

When into the world they come
They do themselves some good,
All but that J)oor imp

That is of Adam’s blood.

With care art thou beset;

Thou knowest naught of this world’s wild
That is before thee set.

Child, if it betideth
That Time shall prosper thee,
Think how thou wert fostered
On thy mother’s knee;
Ever mind thee in thine heart
Of those thingés three,—
Whence thou camest, where thou art,
And what shall come of thee.
Lullay, lullay, little child!
Child lullai, lullay!
With sorrow thou camest to this world,
With sorrow shalt wend away.

O! trust not to this world,

It is thy fell foe.

The rich it maketh poor,

The poor man sick als6.

‘It turneth woe to weal,

And also weal to woe.

Trust not man this changing world
While it turneth so.

Lullay, lullay, little child!

The foot is on the wheel,

How ’twill turn thou knowest not,
Whether to woe or weal.

Child, thou art a pilgrim
In wickedness yborn;
Thou wanderest in this false world,
Look thou well beforn.
Decath shall come with sudden blast
Out of the darkness hoar,
Adam’s children down to cast,
Adam he slew before.
Lullay, lullay, little child!
Adam did woes oppress
In the land of Paradise,
Through Satan’s wickedness.

THE NORMAN CONQUEST TO CHAUCER

Child, thou'rt not a pilgrim,

But a helpless guest.

Thy day a y told,

Thy lot already cast.

Whether thou shalt wend

North, or East, or West,

Death shall thee betide,

With bitter bale in breast.
Lullay, lullay, little child!
Child lullay, [ullow! p
To this unknown world
Sadly come art thou.

10

AVE MARIA

Ave maris stella,?

The star upon the sea,
Dei mater alma,?

Blessed mayest thou bel
Alque semper virgo,?

ray thy son ior me,

Feliz celi porta,*

That I may come to thee.
Gabriel, that archangel,

He was messenger;
So fair he hailed our Lady,

With an Ave so clear.
Hail be thou, Mary,

Be thou, Mary,
Full of Godés grace,

And queen of all mercy!
All that are to s

Without deadly sin,
Forty dayés of pardotn

God granteth them.

15

20
10

15

30 20

A DESCRIPTION OF WILLIAM THE
CONQUEROR

(From the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, translated by
J. A. GILES)

If any would know what manner of man
King William was, the glory that he obtained,
and of how many lands he was lord; then will
we describe him as we have known him, we,

5 who have looked upon him, and who once lived
in his court.! This King William, of whom we
are speaking, was a very wise and a great man,
and more honored and more powerful than any
of his predecessors. He was mild to those good

10 men who loved God, but severe beyond measure
towards those who withstood his will. He
founded a noble monastery on the spot where
50 God permitted him to conquer England, and he
established monks in it, and he made it very
15rich. In his days the great monastery at

1 Hail star of the sea. 2 Dear Mother of God.

3 Yet ever a virgin. ¢ Blessed gate of heaven.
$ To supplicate, to greet Mary with an Ave.

35

40

45

55

1 The portion of the Chronicle given here is included
in the entry for 1087: the year of the death of William
the Conqueror. The passage is greaumnbly the work
of a contemporary who writes (as he declares) from per-
sonal knowledge.
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Canterbury was built, and many others also given to avarice and greedily loved gain. He
throughout England. Moreover, this land was made large forests for the deer and enacted laws
filled with monks who lived after the rule of therewith, so that whoever killed a hart or a
St. Benedict; and such was the state of religion hind should be blinded. As he forbade killing
in his days that all that would might observe 5 the deer, so also the boars; and he loved the tall
that which was preseribed by their respective stags as if he were their father. He also
orders. appointed concerning the hares, that they
King William was held in much reverence. should go free. The rich complained and the
He wore his crown three times every year when poor murmured, but he was so sturdy that he
he was in England: at Easter he wore it at 10 recked naught of them; they must will all that
Winchester, at Pentecost at Westminster, and the king willed, if they would live, or would
at Christmas at Gloucester. And at these keep their lands, or would hold their possessions
times all the men of England were with him, or would be maintained in their rights. . . .
archbishops, bishops, abbots, and earls, thanes, He left three sons: Robert, the eldest, was
and knights. So also, was he a very stern and a 15duke of Normandy after him; the second,
wrathful man, so that none durst do anything named William, wore the crown of England
against his will, and he kept in prison those after his father’s death; and his third son was
earls who acted against his pleasure. Henry,* to whom he bequeathed immense
He removed bishops from their sees, and treasures.
abbots from their offices, and he imprisoned 20
thanes, and at length he spared not his own

brother Odo. This Odo was a very powerful william of FPalmsbury
bishop in Normandy; his see was that of Bayeux,
and he was foremost to serve the king. He had v c. 1095-¢. 1142

s f »
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country, and him did he cast into prison. trans
Amongst other things the good order that (From Gestalfgdu ﬁyf,nyAbrgIr::E:) 1120,
William established is not to be forgotten; it o
was such that any man, who was himself aught,30 A long period has elapsed since, as well
might travel over the kingdom with a bosomful through the care of my parents as my own
of gold, unmolested; and no man durst kill industry, I became familiar with books. This
another, however great the injury he might pleasure possessed me from my -childhood:
have received from him. He reigned over this source of delight has grown with my years.
England, and, being sharp-sighted to his own 35 Indeed I was so instructed by my father, that
interest, he surveyed the kingdom so thor- had I turned aside to other pursuits, I should
oughly that there was not a single hide of land®* have considered it as jeopardy to my soul and
throughout the whole, of which he knew not discredit to my character. Wherefore mindful
the possessor, and how much it was worth, of the adage ‘““covet what is necessary,” I
and this he afterwards entered in his register.? 40 constrained my early age to desire eagerly that
The land of the Welsh was under his sway, which it was disgraceful not to possess. I gave,
and he built castles therein; moreover he had indeed, my attention to various branches of
full dominion over the Isle of Man; Scotland literature, but in different degrees. Logic, for
also was subject to him, from his great strength; instance, which gives arms to eloquence, I
the land of Normandy was his inheritance, and 45 contented myself with barely hearing. Med-
he possessed the earldom of Maine; and had he icine, which ministers to the health of the body,
lived two years longer he would have subdued 1 studied with somewhat more attention.
Ireland by his prowess, and that without a But now, having scrupulously examined the
battle. several branches of Ethics, I bow to its majesty,
Truly there was much trouble in these times, 50 because it spontaneously unveils itself to those
and very great distress; he caused castles to be  who study it, and directs their minds to moral
built, and oppressed the poor. The king was practice; History more especially; which, by
also of great sternness, and he took from his an agreeable recapitulation of past events,
subjects many marks of gold and many hun- excites its readers, by example, to frame their
dred pounds of silver, and this either with or 55 lives td the pursuit 8f good, or to aversion from
without right, and with little need. He was evil. When, therefore, at my own expense,
I had procured some historians of foreign
* The hide, or family portion. was the old unit of land, pgtions, I proceeded during my domestic

and contained from 100 to 120 acres. .
i, e., the famous Doomsday Book. ¢ Afterward, Henry I, King of England, 1100-1135.
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leisure, to inquire if anything concerning our On the other side, the Normans passed the
own country could be found worthy of handing whole night in confessing their sins, and re-
down to posterity. Hence it arose, that, not ceived the sacrament in the morning: their
content with the writings of ancient times, I infantry, with bows and arrows, formed the
began, myself, to compose; not indeed to dis- 5vanguard, while their cavalry, divided into
play my learning, which is comparatively wings, were thrown back. The ear]l, with
nothing, but to bring!/to.light' €vents lying serene countenance, declaring aloud, that God
concealed in & confused mass of antiquity. would favour his, as being the righteous side,
In consequence rejecting vague opinions, I have called for his arms; and presently, when,
studiously sought for chronicles far and near, 10 through the hurry of his attendants, he had
though I confess I have scarcely profited any- put on his hauberk the hind part before, he
thing by this industry. For perusing them all, corrected the mistake with a laugh; saying,
I still remained poor in information; though I  “My dukedom shall be turned into a kingdom.”
ceased not my researches as long as I could Then beginning the song of Roland, that the
find any thing to read. However, what I have 15 warlike example of that man might stimulate
clearly ascertained concerning the four king- the soldiers, and calling on God for assistance,
doms, I have inserted in my first book, in the battle commenced on both sides. They
which I hope truth will find no cause to blush, fought with ardour, neither giving ground, for
though perhaps a degree of doubt may some- great part of the day. Finding this, William
times arise. I shall now trace the monarchy of 20 gave a signal to his party, that, by a feigned
the West Saxon kingdom, through the line of flight, they should retreat. Through this
successive princes, down to the coming of the device, the close body of English, opening for
Normans: which if any person will condescend the purpose of cutting down the straggling
to regard with complacency, let him in broth- enemy, brought upon itself swift destruction;
erly love observe the following rule: “If before 25 for the Normans, facing about, attacked them
he knew only these things, let him not be thus disordered, and compelled them to fly. In
disgusted because I have inserted them; if he this manner, deceived by a stratagem, they
shall know more, let him not be angry that I met an honourable death in avenging their
have not spoken of them;” but rather let him country; nor indeed were they at all wanting
communicate his knowledge to me, while I yet 30 to their own revenge, as, by frequently making
live, that at least, those events may appear in a stand, they slaughtered their pursuers in
the margin of my history, which do not occur heaps: for, getting possession of an eminence,
in the text. they drove down the Normans, when roused
with indignation and anxiously striving to gain
35the higher ground, into the valley beneath,
THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS AND THE where, easily hurling their javelins and rolling
EFFECT OF THE CONQUEST down stones on them as they stood below, they
destroyed them to a man. Besides, by a short
(From the same) passage, with which they were acquainted,
The courageous leaders mutually prepared 40 avoiding a decep ditch, they trod under foot
for battle, each according to his national cus- such a multitude of their enemies in that place,
tom. The English, as we have heard, passed the  that they made the hollow level with the plain,
night without sleep, in drinking, and singing, by the heaps of carcases. This vicissitude of
and, in the morning, proceeded without delay first one party conquering, and then the other,
toward the enemy; all were on foot, armed with 45 prevailed as long as the life of Harold con-
battle axes, and covering themselves in front tinued; but when he fell, from having his brain
by the junction of their shields, they formed an  pierced with an arrow, the flight of the English
impenetrable body, which would have secured ceased not until night. The valour of both
their safety that day, had not the Normans, by leaders was here eminently conspicuous.
a feigned flight, induced them to open theirs50 Harold, not merely content with the duty of
ranks, which till that time, according to their a general in exhorting others, diligently entered
custom, were closely compacted. The king into every soldier-like office; often would he
himself on foot, stood, with his brother, near strike the enemy so that none could approach
the standard; in order that, while all shared him with impunity; fcr immediately the same
equal danger, none might shink of retreating. 65 blow levelled both horse and rider. Wherefore,
This standard William sent, after the victory, asI have related, receiving the fatal arrow from
to the Pope; it was sumptuously embroidered, a distance, he yielded to death. One of the
with gold and precious stones, in the form of a  soldiers with a sword gashed his thigh, as he
man fighting. lay prostrate; for which shameful and cowardly
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action, he was branded with ignominy by monks mocked the rule of their order by fine
William, and dismissed from the service. vestments, and the use of every kind of food.
William too was equally ready to encourage The nobility, given up to luxury and wanton-
by his voice and by his presence; to be the ness, went not to church in the morning after
first to rush forward; to attack the thickest of 5the manner of Christians, but merely, in a
the foe. Thus everywhere raging, everywhere careless manner, heard matins and masses from
furious, he lost three choice horses, which were a hurrying priest in their chambers, amid the
that day pierced under him. The dauntless blandishments of their wives. The common-
spirit and vigour of the intrepid general, alty, left unprotected, became a prey to the
however, still persisted, though often called 10 most powerful, who amassed fortunes, by either
back by the kind remonstrance of his body- seizing on their property, or by selling their
guard; he still persisted, I say, till approaching persons into foreign countries; although it be
night crowned him with complete victory, and an innate quality of this people, to be more
no doubt, the hand of God so protected him, inclined to revelling, than to the accumultion
that the enemy should draw no blood from his 15 of wealth. . . .
person, though they aimed so many javelins at Drinking in parties was a universal practise,
him. in which occupation they passed entire nights
This was a fatal day to England, a mel- as well as days. They consumed their whole
ancholy havoc of our dear country, through its substance in mean and despicable houses;
change of masters. For it had long since 20 unlike the Normans and French, who, in noble
adopted the manners of the Angles, which had and splendid mansions, lived with frugality.
been very varlous according to the times: for The vices attendant on drunkenness, which
in the first years of their arrival, they were enervate the human mind, followed; hence it
barbarians in their look and manners, warlike arose that engaging William, more with rash-
in their usages, heathens in their rites; but, 25 ness and precipitate fury than military skill,
after embracing the faith of Christ, by degrees, they doomed themselves, and their country to
and in process of time, from the peace they slavery, by one, and that an easy, victory.
enjoyed, regarding arms only in a secondary ‘For nothing is less effective than rashness;
light, they gave their whole attention to and what begins with violence, quickly ceases,
religion. I say nothing of the poor, the mean- 3o or is repelled.” In fine, the English at that
ness of whose fortune often restrains them from time, wore short garments reaching to the
overstepping the bounds of justice; I omit men mid-knee; they had their hair cropped; their
of ecclesiastical rank, whom sometimes respect beards shaven; their arms laden with golden
to their profession, and sometimes the fear of bracelets; their skin adorned with punctured
shame, suffer not to deviate from the truth:3s designs. They were accustomed to eat till
I speak of princes, who from the greatness of they became surfeited, and to drink till they
their power might have full liberty to indulgein were sick. These latter qualities they im-
pleasure; some of whom, in their own country, parted to their conquerors; as to the rest, they
and others at Rome, changing their habit, adopted their manners. I would not, however,
obtained a heavenly kingdom, and a saintly 40 have these bad propensities universally as-
intercourse. Many during their whole lives in cribed to the English. I know that many of
outward appearance only embraced the present the clergy, at that day, trod the path of sanc-
world, in order that they might exhaust their tity, by a blameless life; I know that many of
treasures on the poor, or divide them amongst the laity, of all ranks and conditions, in this
monasteries. What shall I say of the multi- 45 nation, were well-pleasing to God. Be injustice
tudes of bishops, hermits, and abbots? Does far from this account; the accusation does not
not the whole island blaze with such numerous involve the whole indiscriminately. “But,
relies of its natives that you can scarcely passa as in peace, the mercy of God often cherishes
village of any consequence but you hear the thebad and the good together; so, equally, does
name of some new saint, besides the numbers 50 His severity, sometimes, include them both in
of whom all notices have perished through the captivity.”
want of records? Nevertheless, in process of Moreover, the Normans, that I may speak of
time, the desire after literature and religion had them also, were at that time, and are even now,
decayed, for several years before the arrival of proudly apparelled, delicate in their food, but
the Normans. The clergy, contented with a 55not excessive. They are a race inured to war,
very slight degree of learning, could scarcely and can hardly live without it; fierce in rushing
stammer out the words of the sacraments; againsi the enemy; and where strength fails of
and a person who understood grammar, was success, ready to use stratagem, or to corrupt by
an object of wonder and astonishment. The bribery. As I have related, they live in large
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edifices with economy; envy their equals; wish his eyes toward the church, which stood out
to excell their superiors; and plunder their distinetly on the summit of a rock, he heard
subjects, though they defend them from others: upon all sides a sound of great sweetness; and
they are faithful to their lords, though a slight listening intently, the better to hear the melody
offense renders them perfidious. They weigh 5in all its fulness, he began to sigh. He per-
treachery by its chance of success, and change ceived that it was the monks singing in the
their sentiments with'/'money.U! They! -are, dining-hall, and chanting the hours. There-
however, the kindest of nations, and they upon, he requested certain ones in the boats to
esteem strangers worthy of equal honour with come round to him and to sing with him. Then
themselves. They also intermarry with their 10 the king himself, expressing with his own
vassals. They revived, by their arrival, the mouth the gladness of his heart, composed a
observances of religion, which were everywhere song in English in these words:

grown lifeless in England. You might see Sweetly sang the monks in Ely

churches rise in every village, and monasteries 0
in the towns and cities, built,’ after a style un-15 valggg Cﬂ;gﬁ;hi:;? %hxevo;va%byl
known before; you might behold the country And hear the monks’ sweet song.”’

flourishing with renovated rights; so that each
wealthy man accounted that day lost to him, which, even to-day, are sung publicly in chorus
which he had neglected to signalize by some and are remembered in proverbs. The king
munificent action. But having enlarged suf- 20 beginning thus, did not cease to sing piously
ficiently on these points, let us pursue the and sweetly in chorus with the venerable
transactions of William. college, until he came to land, and, being
When his victory was complete he caused his  worthily received by the brothers in procession,
dead to be interred with great pomp; granting as their custom is with the most distinguished
the enemy the liberty of doing the like, if they 25 person, was led into the church. Presently, by
thought proper. He sent the body of Harold his privilege and authority he confirmed in
to his mother, who begged it, unransomed; perpetuity the rights and bencfits granted to
though she proffered large sums by her mes- the church by his predecessors, the kings of the
sengers. She buried it, when thus obtained, at English; and before the high altar, where
Waltham; a church which he had built at his 30 rests the sacred body of the virgin and spouse of
own expense, in honour of the Holy Croes, and  Christ, Aetheldreda, he declared, in the
had endowed for canons. William then, by presence of the church and of the world, that
degrees proceeding, as became a conqueror, the rights and privileges of the place should be
with his army, not after an hostile, but a royal free in perpetuity.
manner, journeyed towards London, thegss
principal city of the kingdom; and shortly

after, all the citizens came out to meet him with
aratulations. Seoffrey of Ponmouth
d. 11547
Thomas of Cly DEDICATORY EPISTLE
d. c. 1107 (From Historia Regum Britanie, 1147, trans-
CANUTE AND THE MONKS OF ELY lated by J. A. GrLes)

et e, iensis 45 Whilst occupied on many and various studies
(From Hlﬁmblf,lp_ v.'])l.zg;;fﬁ,l)lw’ trane- 1 happened to light upon the History of the
Kings of Britain, and wondered that in the
On a certain occasion, king Canute, accom- account which Gildas and Bede, in their elegant
panied by his queen Emma, and by magnates treatises, have given of them, I found nothing
of the realm, was procceding to Ely by boat, 50 said of those kings who lived here before the In-
intending there to celebrate, according to carnation of Christ, nor of Arthur, and many
custom, the purification of Saint Mary; for, others who succeeded after the Incarnation;
since the beginning of their order, the abbots of though their actions both deserved immortal
Ely have held the ceremony in the presence of fame, and were also celebrated by many people
the king's court. As they were approaching 55in a pleasant manner and by heart, as if they
the bank, the king, rising in the midst of his had been written. Whilst I was intent upon
men, signalled to the boatmen to pull more these and such like thoughts, Walter,! arch-
swiftly to the little gate, and commanded them \ '
to pass through it slowly. Thereupon, lifting of s::{r]::lg hxtditgrobu?s m'i".’ﬁ?s" 55.;‘.',1&!’&2..;‘.‘“‘38&3«1? r
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deacon of Oxford, a man of great eloquence, soever you shall make choice of, and give with
and learned in foreign histories, offered me a you the third part of my kingdom.” Then
very ancient book in the British tongue, which, Regau, the second daughter, willing, after the
in a continued regular story and elegant style, example of her sister, to prevail upon her
related the actions of them: all, from Brutus? 5father’s good nature, answered with an oath,
the first king of the, Britons;:dovm to Cadwal- “That she could not otherwise express her
lader® the son of Cadwallo. At his request, thoughts, but that she loved him above all
therefore, though I had not made fine language creatures.” The credulous father upon this
my study, by collecting florid expressions from made her the same promise that he did to her
other authors, yet contented with my own 10eldest sister, that is, the choice of a husband,
homely style, I undertook the translation of with the third part of his kingdom. But
that book into Latin. For if I had swelled the Cordeilla, the youngest, understanding how
pages with rhetorical flourishes, I must have easily he was satisfied with the flattering ex-
tired my readers by employing their attention pressions of her sisters, was desirous to make
more upon my words than upon the history. 15 trial of his affection after a different manner.
To you, therefore, Robert earl of Gloucester,® ‘My father,” said she, ‘“‘is there any daughter
this work humbly sues for the favour of being that can love her father more than duty re-
so corrected by your advice, that it may not be quires? In my opinion, who ever pretends
thought to be the poor offspring of Geoffrey to it, must disguise her real sentiments under
of Monmouth, but when polished by your re- 20 the veil of flattery. I have always loved you
fined wit and judgment, the production of him as a father, nor do I yet depart from my pur-
who had Henry the glorious king of England posed duty; and if you insist to have some-
for his father, and whom we see an accom- thing more extorted from me, hear now the
plished scholar and philosopher, as well as a greatness of my affection, which I always bear
brave soldier and expert commander; so that 25 you, and take this for a short answer to all
Britain with joy acknowledges, that in you she your questions; look how much you have, so
possesses another Henry. much is your value, and so much do I love
you.” The father, supposing that she spoke
N this out of the abundance of her heart, was
THE STORY OF KING LEIR sohighly provl;)ked, and dimmﬁ:;lliately dreplied,
ince you have so far despised my old age as
(From the same) not to think me worthy the love that your
After this unhappy fate of Bladud, Leir, his sisters express for me, you shall have from me
son was advanced to the throne, and nobly the like regard, and shall be excluded from any
governed his country sixty years. He built 35 share with your sisters in my kingdom. Not-
upon the river Sore a city called in the British  withstanding, I do not say but that since you
tongue, Kaerleir, in the Saxon, Leircestre.! are my daughter, I will marry you to some
He was without male issue, but had three foreigner, if fortune offers you any such hus-
daughters, whose names were Gonorilla, Regau, band; but will never, I do assure you, make it
and Cordeilla, of whom he was dotingly fond, 40 my business to procure so honourable a match
but especially of his youngest, Cordeilla. When for you as for your sisters; because, though
he began to grow old, he had thoughts of divid- 1 have hitherto loved you more than them,
ing his kingdom among them, and of bestowing you have in requital thought me less worthy
them on such husbands as were fit to be ad- of your affection than they.” And, without
vanced to the government with them. But to 45 further delay, after consultation with his no-
make trial who was worthy to have the best bility, he bestowed his two other daughters
part of his kingdom, he went to each of them upon the dukes of Cornwall and Albania, with
to ask which of them loved him most. The half the island at present, but after his'death,
question being proposed, Gonorilla, the eldest, the inheritance of the whole monarchy of Brit~
inade answer, “That she called heaven to wit- 50 ain.
ness, she loved him more than her own soul.” It happened after this, that Aganippus,
The father replied, ‘“Since you have preferred king of the Franks, having heard of the fame
my declining age before your own life, I will of Cordeilla’s beauty, forthwith sent his am-
marry you, my dearest daughter, to whom- bassadors to the king to demand her in mar-
* The reputed f°“nd‘l’"°fBb‘::“"‘l“?"?‘“ﬁ‘“‘h';‘i!}‘ log- 55 riage.  The father, retaining yet his anger
*“‘.LT;‘},‘;G‘:K"&;,‘";’, ed about 604, endantobneas. © wards her, made answer, “That he was very
* The bastard son of Henry I, who was famous s a pa-  willing to bestow his daughter, but without
tron of learing Anchar. cer 1o thecivilwars followlng ot har money or territories; because he had
1 Leicester. already given away his kingdom with all his
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treasure to his eldest daughters, Gonorilla and move her commiseration, because (as related
Regau.” When this was told Aganippus, he, above) he had treated her so unworthily.
being very much in love with the lady, sent However, disdaining to bear any longer such
again to king Leir, to tell him, “That he had base usage, he took ship for Gaul. In his pas-
money and territories enough, as he possessed 5sage he observed that he had only the third
the third part of Gaul, and desired no more place given him among the princes that were
than his daughter only)/\that)he)might/ have with him in the ship, at which, with deep sighs
heirs by her.” At last the match was con- and tears, he burst forth into the following
cluded; Cordeilla was sent to Gaul, and complaint:—
married to Aganippus. 10 “O irreversible decrees of the Fates, that
A long time after this, when Leir came to never swerve from your stated course! why
be infirm through old age, the two dukes, on did you ever advance me to an unstable feli-
whom he had bestowed Britain with his two city, since the punishment of lost happiness is
daughters, fostered an insurrection against greater than the sense of present misery?
him, and deprived him of his kingdom, and 15 The remembrance of the time when vast
of all regal authority, which he had hitherto numbers of men obsequiously attended me in
exercised with great power and glory. At the taking the cities and wasting the enemy’s
length, by mutual agreement, Maglaunus, countries, more deeply pierces my heart than
duke of Albania, one of his sons-in-law, was the view of my present calamity, which has
to allow him maintenance at his own house, 20 exposed me to the derision of those who were
together with sixty soldiers, who were to be formerly prostrate at my feet. Oh! the enmity
kept for state. After two years’ stay with of fortune! Shall I ever again see the day when
his son-in-law, his daughter Gonorilla, grudged I may be able to reward those according to
the number of his men, who began to upbraid their deserts who have forsaken me in my
the ministers of the court with their scanty 25 distress? How true was thy answer, Cordeilla,
allowance; and, having spoken to her husband when I asked thee concerning thy love to me,
about it, she gave orders that the numbers of ‘As much as you have, so much is your value,
her father’s followers should be reduced to and so muchdo I love you.” While I had any-
thirty, and the rest discharged. The father, thing to give thcy valued me, being friends,
resenting this treatment, left Maglaunus, and 30 not to me, but to my gifts; they loved me then,
went to Henuinus, duke of Cornwall, to whom but they loved my gifts much more: when my
he had married his daughter Regau. Here he gifts ceased, my friends vanished. But with
met with an honourable reception, but before what face shall I presume to see you, my
the year was at an end, a quarrel happened dearest daughter, since in my anger I married
between the two families, which raised Regau’s 35 you upon worse terms than your sisters, who,
indignation; so that he commanded her father after all the mighty favours they have received
to discharge all his attendants but five, and to from me, suffer me to be in banishment and
be contented with their service. This second poverty?”
affliction was insupportable to him, and made As he was lamenting his condition in these
him return again to his former daughter, with 40 and the like expressions, he arrived at Karitia,?
hopes that the misery of his condition might where his daughter was, and waited before the
move in her some sentiments of filial piety, city while he sent a messenger to inform her
and that he, wil) his family, might find a sub- of the misery he was fallen into, and to desire
sistence with her. But she, not forgetting her her relief for a father who suffered both hunger
resentment, swore by the gods he should not 456and nakedness. Cordeilla was startled at
stay with her, unless he would dismiss his ret- the news, and wept bitterly, and with tears
inue, and be contented with the attendance of asked how mary men her father had with him.
one man; and with bitter reproaches she told The messenger answered, he had none but one
him how ill his desire of vain-glorious pomp man, who had been his armour-bearer, and was
suited his age and poverty. When he found 50 staying with him without the town. Then she
that she was by no means to be prevailed upon, took what money she thought might be suffi-
he was at last forced to comply, and, dismissing cient, and gave it to the messenger, with orders
the rest, to take up with one man only. But to carry her father to another city, and there
by this time he began to reflect more sensibly give out that he was sick, and to provide for
with himself upon the grandeur from which 55him bathing, clothes, and all other nourish-
he had fallen, and the miserable state to which ment. She likewise gave orders that he should
he was now reduced, and to enter upon thoughts take into his service forty men, well clothed
of going beyond sea to his youngest daughter. and accoutred, and when all things were thus
Yet he doubted whether he should be able to 1 Calais.
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prepared he should notify his arrival to king quite still, that, when he parteth from you, he
Aganippus and his daughter. The messenger may not know either good or evil of you, nor
quickly returning, carried Leir to another city, know anything either to praise or to blame in
and there kept him concealed, till he had done you. Some one is 8o learned and of such wise
everything that Cordeilla had commanded.  5speech, that she would have him to know it,

As soon as he was/\provided with(his! foyal who sits and talks to him and giveg him word
apparel, ornaments, and retinue, he sent word for word, and becomes a preceptor who should
to Aganippus and his daughter, that he was be an anchoress, and teaches him who is come
driven out of his kingdom of Britain by his to teach her; and would, by her own account,
sons-in-law, and was come to them to procure 10 soon be celebrated and known among the wise.
their assistance for recovering his dominions. Known she is well; for, from the very circum-
Upon which they, attended with their chief stance that she thinketh herself to be reputed
ministers of state and the nobility of the king-  wise, he understands that she is a fool; for she
dom, went out to meet him, and received him hunteth after praise and catches reproach.
honourably, and gave into his management the 15 For, at last, when he is gone away he will say,
whole power of Gaul, till such time as he should  *This anchoress is a great talker.” Eve, in
be restored to his former dignity. Paradise, held a long conversation with the

In the meantime Aganippus sent officers all serpent, and told him all the lesson that God
over Gaul to raise an army, to restore his had taught her and Adam concerning the apple;
father-in-law to his kingdom of Britain. Which 20 and thus the fiend, by her talk, understood at
done, Leir returned to Britain with his son and  once, her weakness, and found out the way to
daughter and the forces which they had raised, ruin her. Our lady, Saint Mary, acted in a
where he fought with his sons-in-law and routed  quite different manner. She told the angel no
them. Having thus reduced the whole king- tale, but asked him briefly that which she
dom to his power, he died the third year after. 25 wanted to know. Do you, my dear sisters,
Aganippus also died; and Cordeilla obtained imitate our lady, and not the cackling Eve.
the government of the kingdom, buried her Wherefore, let an anchoress, whatsoever she
father in a certain vault, which she ordered to be, keep silence as much as ever she can and
be made for him under the river Sore, in Lei- may. Let her not have the hen’s nature.
cester, and which had been built originally 30 When the hen has laid, she must needs cackle.
under the ground to the honour of the god And what does she get by it? Straightway
Janus. And here all the workmen of the city, comes the chough and robs her of her eggs and
upon the anniversary solemnity of that fes- devours all that of which she should have

tival, used to begin their yearly labours. brought forth live birds. And just so the
&mcked chough, tl!:e devil, beareth away from

From ANCREN RIWLE! e cackling anchoress, and swalloweth up,

all the good they have brought forth, and which

c. 1210-1225 ought, as birds, to bear them up toward heaven,

(Modernized by Rev. JAMES MORTON) if it had not been cackled. The poor pedler

- Or SrEECH 40 makes more noise to cry his soap than a rich

mercer all his valuable wares. Of a spiritual

Speaking and tasting are both in the mouth, man in whom you place confidence, as you may
as sight is in the eyes; but we shall let tasting do, it is good that you ask counsel, and that he
alone until we speak of your food, and treat, teach you a safe remedy against temptations;
at present, of speaking, and thereafter of hear- 45 and in confession shew him, if he will hear you,
ing, of both in common, in some measure, as your greatest and vilest sins, that he may pity
they go together. you, and out of compassion cry internally to

First of all, when you have to go to your Christ to have mercy ‘upon you, and have you
parlour window, learn from your maid who it is  often in his mind and in his prayers. ‘‘Sed
that is come; for it may be some one whom you 50 multi veniunt ad vos in vestimentis ovium,
ought to shun; and, when you must needs go intrinsecus autem sunt lupi rapaces.””? “But
forth, make the sign of the cross carefully on be aware and on your guard,” saith our Lord,
your mouth, ears, and eyes, and on your breast  “‘for many come to you clothed in lambs’ flecce
also, and go forth in the fear of God to a priest. and are raging wolves.” Believe secular men
Say first, ““Confiteor,” and then “Benedicite,” 85 little, religious still less. Desire not too much
which he ought to say; hear his words and sit their acquaintance. Eve spoke with the ser-

b;n mwnule &f. thtehe A:cboreulees. ‘gor num;‘). ukh.? pent without fear. Our lady was afraid of
i t neren Riwle was the T} 3 : :

Richard Poore, Bisbop of Chichester, Salisoury, snd SPeaking with Gabriel.

Durham, 18¢t. Matt, vii. 158.
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WATCHFULNESS AND DILIGENCE any one were to offer to buy one of these
from you at the day of Judgment; that is, if
Eight things especially admonish and invite one were to offer to buy from you the reward
us to be watchful and diligent in some good that ariseth from it, ye would not sell it for all
work—the shortness of this life—the difficulty 5 the gold in the world. For this shall be your
of our way—the small’amount of jourmerits— song before the Lord: “Laetati sumus pro
the great number of our sins—the certainty of diebus quibus nos humiliasti—annis quibus
death, and the uncertainty of the time—the vidimus mala;’*® that is, We are glad now,
severe doom of the day of judgment, which is O Lord, for the days in which thou didst hum-
also so strict. Our Lord ‘saith in the gospel: 10 ble us with the wrongs we suffered from other
“De omni verbo otioso,””? etc. Item ‘““Capillus men; and, we are glad now, O Lord, for the
de capite vestro non peribit;’* that is, no years in which we were sick and saw pain and
thought shall be unpunished. These are God’s sorrow. Every worldly affliction is God's
words: that every idle word shall be there ambassador. Men will receive honourably the
brought forth, and idle thoughts that were not 15 messenger of a man of rank, and make him
previously amended. Consider now what gladly welcome; and so much the more if he is
cometh of depraved affections and sinful intimately acquainted with the XKing of
works. Again, the sevénth thing which warns Heaven. (And who was more intimate with
us to be vigilant is the pains of hell, in which the heavenly King) while He dwelt here, than
consider three things—the innumerable tor- 20 was this ambassador?—that is, worldly suffer-
ments which no tongue may tell—the eternity ing, which never left him until his life’s end.
of each, which lasteth without end—and their This messenger that I am speaking of to you—
vast bitterness. The eighth thing is the great- what doth he say to you? He comforteth you
ness of the reward in the blessedness of heaven, in this manner. As God loved me, saith he, he
world without end. Whoso watcheth well here 25 sent me to his dear friend. My coming, and
a little while—whoso hath these eight things my abiding, though it may seem bitter, is yet
in her heart, will shake off her sleep of vicious salutary. Must not that thing be dreadful, the
sloth in the still night, when nothing is to be shadow of which you could not look upon for
seen to hinder prayer. The heart is often at dread? And if the very shadow were so sharp
such a season so sincere; for there is then no wit- 30 and so hot, that ye might not feel it without
ness of any good that we do but God only, and pain, what would you say of the very awful
his angel, who is busily employed in inciting us  thing itself, from which it comes? Know ye
to good. For then, nothing is lost, as there this for certain, that all the misery of this world
often is in the day. is only as a shadow in comparison with the
Hear now, my dear sisters, how evil it is to 35 misery of hell. I am the shadow, saith this
be vain and boast of good deeds, and how good messenger, that is, this world’s suffering: ye
it is to conceal our good works, and to fly by must needs receive me, or that dreadful misery
night, like the night fow], and to gather in the of which I am the shadow. Whoso receiveth
darkness, that is, privately and secretly, food me gladly, and maketh me cheerfully welcome,
for the soul. 40 my Lord sends her word that she is freed from
the thing of which I am the shadow. Lo! thus
Jor v SurFERING speaketh God’s messenger; and therefore
Go ye now, then, along the hard and toilsome saith St. James, “Omne gaudium existimate
way toward the great feast of heaven, where fratres, cum in temptationes varias incider-
your glad friend expecteth your coming, more 45itis.””” Count it all joy to fall into divers of
joyfully than foolish worldly men go by the these temptations that are called outward; and
green way toward the gallows-tree, and to the St. Paul saith, “Omnis disciplina in presenti
death of hell. It is better to go toward heaven videtur esse non gaudii, sed meeroris; postmo-
sick, than in health toward hell, and to mirth dum vero,” etc.® All those temptations where-
with want, than to woe with abundance. Not 50 with we are now beaten, seem sorrow and not
however, but that wretched worldly men buy joy; but they turn afterwards to prosperity and
hell dearer than ye do heaven. Solomon saith, eternal blessedness.
“The way of sinners is planted over with
stones:”s that is, with severe afflictions. Of TEMPTATIONS
one thing be ye well assured—that a harsh 55 Holy meditations are comprehended in a
word that ye bear with patience, or a single verse that was long since taught you, my dear
day’s weariness, or a sickness of an hour—if sisters:
$8¢. Matt. xii. 36. ¢ Acts xxvii. 34. ¢ Psl. xc. 15. 15t James i. 2.
3 Bccles. xxi. 10. \ 8 Heb. xxii. 11. .
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Mors tli?, mors Domini, nota culpae, gaudia
coel

Judieii be}ror, figantur mente fideli.

That is,

Think oft, with sotrow/\of | heart) of (thy. Gins.
Think also of the pains of hell, and of the joysof

_ heaven.
Think also of thine own death, and of the cross
of Christ.
Have oft in thy mind the fearful doom of the
judgment day.
And think how false this world is, and what are
_ its rewards.
Think also what thou owest God for his good-
ness.

me, saith he, and cast away from me all my
offences, that I may be lightened of their
weight, and may mount up lightly to heaven
by the arms of this ladder. -

Patthew JParis
d. 1259
AN IRRUPTION OF THE TARTARS
(From Historia Anglorum, translated by
J. A. GILEs)
In this year,! that human joys might not
long continuey, and that the delights of this

15world might not last long unmixed with

lamentation, an immense horde of that detest-

It would require a long while to explain fully able race of Satan, the Tartars, burst forth
every one of these words. But, if I hasten from their mountain-bound regions, and mak-
quickly onward, tarry ye the longer. I say ing their way through rocks apparently im-
one word in regard to your sins: that when 20 penetrable, rushed forth, like demons loosed
ye think of the pains of hell and the joys of from Tartarus (so that they are well called
heaven, ye must understand that God designed Tartars, as it were inhabitants of Tartarus);
to exhibit them, in some manner, to men in and overrunning the country, covering the face
this world, by worldly pains and worldly joys; of the earth like locusts, they ravaged the
and he showed them as it were a shadow— 25 eastern countries with lamentable destruction,
for the likeness to them is no greater. Ye are spreading fire and slaughter wherever they
above the sea of this world, upon the bridge went. Roving through the Saracen territories
of heaven. See that ye be not like the horse they razed cities to the ground, burnt woods,
that is shy, and blencheth at a shadow upon pulled down castles, tore up the vine-trees,
the high bridge, and falleth down into the 30 destroyed gardens, and massacred the citizens
water from the high bridge. They are, indeed, and husbandmen; if by chance they did spare

too shy who flee through fear of a picture that
seemeth to them ghastly and terrible to behold.
All pain and pleasure in this world is only like
a shadow-—it is all only as a picture.

THE LADDER oF PaIN

“Vilitas et asperitas,” contempt and ill
usage; these two things, ignominy and pain, as

any who begged their lives, they compelled
them, as slaves of the lowest condition, to
fight in front of them against their own kindred.

35 And if they only pretended to fight, or perhaps

warned their countrymen to fly, the Tartars
following in their rear, slew them; and if they
fought bravely and conquered, they gained no
thanks by way of recompense, and thus these

St. Bernard saith, are the two arms of the 40 savages ill-treated their captives as though they

ladder which reach up to heaven, and between
those arms are fixed the staves (or steps) of
all the virtues by which men climb up to the
blessedness of heaven. And because David

were horses. The men are inhuman and of the
nature of beasts, rather to be called monsters
than men, thirsting after and drinking blood,
and tearing and devouring the flesh of dogs and

had the two arms of this ladder, though he 45 human beings; they clothe themselves in the

was king, he climbed upward, and said boldly
to our Lord, “Vide humilitatem meam et la-
borem meum, et dimitte universa delicta mea.”?
“Behold”said he, “and see my humility and

skins of bulls, and are armed with iron lances;
they are short in stature and thickset, compact
in their bodies, and of great strength; invincible
in battle, indefatigable in labour; they wear no

my labour, and forgive me all my sins.” Mark 50 armour on the back part of their bodies, but

well these two words which David joineth
together—labour and humility: labour, in
pain and grief, in anxiety and sorrow; humility,
against the unjust ignominy which a man

are protected by it in front; they drink the
blood which flows from their flocks, and con-
sider it a delicacy; they have large and powerful
horses, which eat leaves and even the trees

endures who is despised. “Behold in me both 55 themselves, and which, owing to the shortness

of these,” saith David the beloved of God,

“I have these two arms of the ladder.” “Di-

mitte universa delicta mea:” Leave bchind
¢ Psl, xxv. 18.

-

of their legs, they mount by three steps instead

of stirrups. They have no human laws, know

no mercy, and are more cruel than lions or
1i. e., 1243.

A
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bears; they have boats made of the hides of.
oxen, ten or twelve having one amongat them;
they are skilful in sailing or swimming, hence
they cross the largest and most rapid rivers
without any delay or trouble; and when they
have no blood, they greedily drink disturbed
and even muddy water, )/ They have swords
and daggers with one edge, they are excellent
archers, and they spare neither sex, age, or

THE NORMAN CONQUEST TO CHAUCER

in its first quarter, there appeared a new moon
swollen and red in appearance, as a sign of
coming tempests; according to the experimental
writings of the philosophetr and poet:

5 Promittit de more rubens nova Cynthia ventos,
Caumate vel Borea valido nisi prapediatur:
Turgida dat nimbos, seu pallida clara serenum.

‘When Cynthia yet is new, and ruddy tints

rank; they know no other country’s language 10 6'31‘591‘984’ her face, it threatens gusts of wind,

except that of their own, and of this all other
nations are ignorant. For never till this time
has there been any mode of access to them, nor
have they themselves come forth, so as to allow

Unless excess of heat or cold prevent.
Her fz:l-e, if swollen, portendeth storms; but,

e
And bright, she clears the face of heaven.)

any knowledge of their customs or persons to 15 The sky then, in the first weck of the increase

be gained through common intercourse with
other men; they take their herds with them,
as also their wives, who are brought up to war,
the same as the men; and they came with the

of the moon, was covered with a thick mist, and
began to be much disturbed by the violence of
the winds, which tore away the branches ard
the leaves which were then dying away on the

force of lightning into the territories of the 20 trces, and carried them to a great distance

Christians, laying waste the country, com-
mitting great slaughter, and striking inexpress-
ible terror and alarm into every one.

through the air. What was more destructive,
the disturbed sea transgressed its usual bounds,
the tide flowing twice without any ebb, and
emitted such a frightful roaring sound, that,

The founders of their tribes are called gods, 25 even in parts remote from it, it created amaze-

and they celebrate their solemnities at certain  ment in those who heard it; even old men, and
seasons; they have many especial cclebrations, indced none of modern times, remembered ever
but only four regular ones. They think that to have seen the like before. In the darkness of
everything was made for them alone, and they the night too the sea appeared to burn like a
think that there is no cruelty in practising every 30 fire, and the billows seemed to crowd together,
kind of severity on those who rebel against as though fighting with one another, in such
them. They have hard and robust breasts, fury, that the skill of sailors could not save
lean and pale faces, ptiff, high shoulders, and their sinking ships, and large and firmly-built
short distorted noses; their chins are sharp and  vessels were sunk and lost. Not to mention
prominent, the upper jaw low and deep, the 35 other cases, at the port of Hertbourne alone
teeth long and few, their eyebrows stretch from three noble ships were swallowed up by the
the hair to the nose, their eyes are black and raging billows, besides small ones and others
restless, their countenances long and grim, of moderate size. At Winchelsea, a port on the
their extremities bony and nervous, their legs eastern coast, besides the salt-houses, and the
thick but short below the knee. In stature 40abodes of fishermen, the bridges, and mills
they are equal to us, for what they lose below  which were destroyed, more than three hun-
the knee is made up for in the greater length of  dred houses in that village, with some churches,
their upper parts. Their native country is were thrown down by the impetuous rise of the
that great waste, formerly a desert, lying be- sea. Holland in England,! and Holland on the
yond the Chaldees, from which they expelled 45 continent also, as well as Flauders and other
the lions, bears, and other beasts, with their level countries adjoining the sea, sustained
bows and other warlike weapons. Out of the irreparable damage. The rivers falling into
tanned hides of these animals, they made for the sea were forced back and swelled to such a
themselves armour of a light description, but degree that they overflowed meadows, de-
impenetrable. 50 stroyed mills, bridges, and the houses adjacent
to them, and, invading the fields, carried away
the corn which had not been stored away in the
barns; that the anger of God plainly appeared
to mortals in the sea as well as on land, and the
A. D. 1250 “puni:‘lixment of sinners appeared imminent,
according to the prophecy of Habakkuk:
(From the same) ““Art thou angered in the rivers, oh Lord, or is
About the same time, namely on the first thy indignation in the sea?"”
day of the month of October, the moon being ti. e. the fen-land in south-eastern Linoolnshire.

OF AN UNUSUAL SWELLING AND COM-
MOTION OF THE SEA
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III. CHAUCER TO WYATT AND SURREY
c. 1350-c. 1557

THE AGE OF CHAUCER

Jobn Warbour:
c. 1316-1306

FREEDOM
(From The Bruce,® t. 1375)

Ah! Freedom is a noble thing!
Freedom makes man to have liking;3
Freedom all solace to man giveth
He liveth at ease that freely liveth.
A noble heart may have no ease, 229
May have naught else that may him please,

If freedom fail’th; for free liking

Is yearned for o’er all other thing.

Nay, he that aye has livéd free

May not know well the propertie,

The anger, nay, the wretched doom
That coup’led 18 to foul thraldéme,

But if he had assayéd it

Then all lserforee he should it wit;*

And should think freedom more to prize
Than all the gold in world that is.

Thus contrar thingés evermore
Disclosers of the other are.

225

25

THE PEARL!
(c. 1370)

I

Pearl, princes prize, and men essa;

To safely close in gold most clear

Of Orient pearls, I surely say,

Never was found its precious peer;

So round, so radiant n array, 5

So small, so smooth its surface fair.

Whenever 1 judged of jewels gay

I set it sm%l{ in singlére.?
Alnslughost it in an arbgre:f' .
Thro to ground it from me got. 10
1 droop, cieath—etncken by love-daungére,*
For my own pearl without a spot.

I

8ince in that spot it from me sprung,

Oft have I waited, wishing that weal®

That once was wont dispel my wrong, 15
Lift up my lot, my spirit heal.

1 John Barbour, a Scottish
was Archdeacon of Aberdeen.

3 The , 8 poem in twenty books, celebrates the
deliverance of Scotland from her foreign oppressor,
under the leadership of her national hero Robert Bruce.

s His wish. ¢ Know.

! The Pearl was written by an unknown poet in the
West of England. A number of stanzas, dealing chiefly
with matters of religious doctrine, have been omitted.

1 Apert. $ Arbor. ¢ Bondage. s Bliss.

:Of“L
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But now, struck through with sorrows strong,
Its loss my burning breast must feel.
Yet heard I ne’er so sweet a song

As the still hour let to me steal. 20
Stmna thoughts their shapes but half
revi

As I muse on its colour, all clad in clay.
O mould! thou marrest a wondrous jewél,
My precious pearl that hath slipped away.

I

Lo! there sweet spices needs must spread 25
Where so much wealth to earth has run;
Flowers ﬁolden, blue, and red,
Shine full sheen against the sun.
Never may fruit and flower fade
Where (liny pearl sank down in the earth-mould
un; 30
For each grass must grow from seed-grain dead,
No wheat were else for harvest won;
From good each is aye begun;
So precious a must perish not;
Spices must spring from this chosen one, 35
m this precious pearl without a spot.

v
Tothissrotthatlinmchexpoun'
T Aogust, o & high sosbn "
ugust, in a .
When corn is cut with sickle keen. 40
On a mound where once my 1 rolled down
Fell shadows of flowers shining and sheen,—
Gillyfleur, ginger, and gromyloun,”
An {)eonies powdered all between.
f it were seemly but to be seen, 45
Still sweeter the scent it gave, I wot,
Where dwells that bl one I ween,
My precious pearl without a spot.

v

Prone in that place, wild hands 1 pressed,
Clutched as with freezing cold, I fought; 50
Grief grew to tumult in my breast,
Reason nor calm, nor comfort brought.
I plained my pearl that earth y
And vainl{ strove with struggling thought.
Though Christ's compassion offered rest, 55
My wretched will against it wrought.
I fell upon the flowery ground,
Sweet odours o’er my senses streamed,
Till, sunk in depths of sleep profound,
About my spotless pearl 1 greamed. 60

vI
From thence my soul sprang far in space
My body on ground abode an sweven.$
My ghost is gone by Goddés grace,
Through ways unknown and wondrous driven.
¢ Declare. 7 Gromwell, a small plant. 8 Sleep.
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I wist not in this world the place, 65
But I felt me rapt past great rocks riven:
Towards a forest I turned my face
Where splendid cliffs soared high to heaven;
Their light no man may well belicven,
For a glistering glory from them gleamed;
The loom no silks has ever given 71
With colours 80''clear “as'-from’ 'th
streamed. :

VII

Adornéd was each hilly side

With crystal cliffs of clearest kind.

The forests fair about them bide 75

With tree-bolls blue as blue of Ind;

Their leaves, like silver's burnished pride,

A-flutter in the fragrant wind

With glinting gleams show glorified,

In shimmering splendors half-defined. 80
The gravel, that each foot may grind,
Was precious pearl of Orient,
Sunlight itself seemed dull and blind
Beside that land of wonderment.

viin

The splendor of those hill-sides rare 85
Made my glad heart its grief forgete;
The fruits so fresh of fragrance were
I was fed-full with odours sweet.
Birds flitted through that forest fair
Of flaming hues, both small and grete; 90
No citole’s ? string nor gitternere 1
Their mirthful music might repeat.
For, when these birds their wingés beat,
Then sing they all with sweet concent.
No man knows rapture so complete 95
As sight and sound together lent.

X

The woods are rich in radiant guise,
Where’er by Fortune led, I fare,
And shining glories glad mine eyes,
That no man may with tongue declare.
I wander on in happy wise,
For stee] cliff seems harmless there.
The farther I fared the fairer ’gan rise
Meads bright with bloom, and spice, and pear,
Green-bordered brooks, and river fair, 105
Its banks as thread of finest gold.
Win I at last to a water rare;—
Dear Lord! 'twas lovely to behold.

X

The margent of that wondrous deep
Was shining bank of beryl bright.
Sweetly the sliding waters sweep,
With a murmurous music they take their flight.
The bottom, gleaming stones doth keep,
That glow through the lucent depths like light,
Or shining stars, which, while men sleep, 115
Wink in the welkin on Winter’s night.

9 Citole, a small dulcimer; a stringed instrument, re-

sembling a zither. X . X
10 Qitternere, a player on the gittern, or cithern (zither).

100

110

Each shining stone that shimmered to
sight

‘Was sapphire, or some iewel rare,
They lit the deep with iving might,
So clear that lovely land and fair. 120

X1

The rich array of down and dales,

Of wood and water and wide plains,

Bred in me bliss, abated bales,

Released my stress, destroyed my pains.

Along the stream that strongly hales 1!

All rapt I roved, brimfull my brains.

The farther I followed those wat'ry vales

The greater the joy at my glad heart strains.
Though Fortune’s gifts no force constrains,
Lend she solace or sorrows sore, 130
The wight who once her favour gains
Strives cver to win more and more.

125

XI1I

Far more of bliss glowed in such guise

Than I could tell if time I had;

For mortal heart may not suffice 135

For tenth part of that rapture glad.

I thought in truth that Paradise

Lay just beyond those bright banks brade.!?

The waters, methought, as bounds arise

Twixt garden and garden, between them made.
Beyond the brook, by slope and shade, 141
Stands the Holy City, beyond the shore.
But the water was deep, I durst not wade,
And ever my longing grew more and more.

XIIT

Mair and mair, and yet much mair 145

I longed beyond that stream to stand;

For if "twas fair where I did fare

Far fairer gleamed that farther land.

Stumbling I strove, looked here and there

To find a ford, on every hand;

But of greater perils I grew aware

The longer I searched that shining strand.
And yet, it scemed I must burst the band,
So strong was the call of that distant shore.
When lo! the sight mine eyes next scan-

ned 155
Stirred my strained spirit more and more.

150

X1v

A marvel ’gan my ghost confound;
I saw, beyond that merry mere, -
A cliff, from whose clear depths profound
Streamed lights that lit the golden air.
Beneath, a child sate on the ground,
A maid of mien full debonair;
White, shining garments girt her round;—
I knew,—I had seen her other-where.
Asgold in threads that men may shear, 165
So sheen she shone upon that shore.
The longer I looked upon her there
The surer I knew her, more and more.

160

u Flows, 12 Broad.
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xv

And as I fed on her fair face,

And searched her child-like figure o’er,

Pure gladness did my soul embrace,

That I had lacked so long before.

To call her would [ fain find-grace,

But stunned I stood, bewildered sore;

I saw her in so strange a place,

That dazed the sight no meaning bore.
She lifts her brow, well-known of yore,
Her face as smooth as ivory;
My wild dismay grows more and more,
My soul is stung with what I see.

170
175

180

XVI

Stronger than longing, fear arose;
1 stood quite still and durst not call;
Wide-eyed I wait, my lips I close,
%; mubehas hooded hawk in ha:;.l
at sight so strange, so spectral rose,
1 fearecf the end that might befall;
The dread lest she escape me grows,
Or vanish ere I could forestall.
Then she, whose shining lightened all,
So soft, so smooth, so pure, 8o slight,
uP 10 in array roydl,
A pearl, in precious pearlés dight.

185

190

XVII

Pearls that would grace a kingly power,

A man might there by have seen,

When fresh and fair as lily-flower, 195

Adown the shore she stepped, I ween.

Her linen robe, a royal dower,

Flowed free; its lustrous borders been

Purfled with Is: before that hour

Such sight mine eyes had never seen. 200
Her flowing sleeve-laps showed full sheen
With I8, in double border dight :

* Her kirtle, where it showed between,

With precious pearls gleamed pure and
bright. . . . 204

XX
All rich in pearls that rare one bright 229

Drew near the shore beyond the flood;

From here to Greece no gladder wight

Than I, when by the brink she stood.

Nearer than niece or aunt, of right

I found in her my jo¥l and good.

Then low she bowed her figure slight, 235

Cast by her. crown in happg' m
And as I looked, I un eratood,
And heard her greet me full of grace.
Dear Lord! who me with life endued
"Twas worth it all to see her face. 240

XXI1

“O Pearl,” I cried, “in pearlés dight,
Art thou that pearl that I have plained!?
Much missed by me alone, at night?
What longing have I long sustained

13 Bewailed.

Since into grass you slipped from sight. %5
Pensive, oppressed, 1 p?ne sore pained,
While you, at rest in realm of light,
In Paradise a home have gained.
What Weird has thither my gem con-
strained
And brought me this grief and great daun-
gére! 250
Since we in twain were torn and twained,
I have been a joyless jewelér.”

XXII
That jewel there, with jewels graced,
Liftetf her face with eyes of grey,
Her crown of orient pearl replaced,
And grave and slow did sweetly say:—
¢“8Sir, you mistake and speak in haste
To say your pearl is all away;
In coffer is it safetlg' p "
Shut safe within this garden gaj/,
To dwell forever there, and play
Where sin and sorrow come never near
This spot were thy treasure house, parf'ay.
If thou wert a gentle jewelér.

256

260

XX11

“But jeweler gentle, if thou dost give
Thy joy for a gem thou doemed’st dear,
In sooth thou dost but thyself deceive,
Vexed in vain with a foolish fear.
For you lost but a roseﬁou may well believe,
That must flower and fade with the fading year,
Yet so wondrous a dust did that rose receive 271
That it proved a pearl in this shining sphere.

Though thou called’st thy Weird a thief,

'tis clear
From nought it has gained the great treas-

Gre;
T(ix blame the hand that has helped thee
ere
Shows thee a thankless jewelér.”
[After the Dreamer has been urged to be

tient, he sees the Maiden in Heaven and is
lled with a great longing to join her.]

265

276

XCVII
Drawn by delight of eye and ear, 1153
My yearning mood to madness grows;
I would be with my dear one there, 1155

Though swift the severing current flows.

Nothing will harm me if on I fare,

Or lame me, methought, by bafling blows;

If I only the plunge in the stream can dare

I will swim the space though the waves oppose,
Ordie in the deed. Yet a thought arose 1161
Ere I plunged perverse in that water chill,
That stilled my impatience and brought re-

pose
For 1 knew it was not my Prince’s will.

XCVIII

It pleased Him not that I should break 1165
Through those marvellous marches unafraid,
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As rash and rude my course I take
My daring onset is sudden stayed:
For as to the brink my way 1 make
With a start I find my vision fade,
And lo! in that arbour fair I wake,
My head on that selfsame hillock laid

1170

On that spot where my pearl into earth’

once strayed:
Awe-strucken, silent, I sate alone,
Then sighing deep to myself I said:

1175
“May the Prinoe?s will in all be done.”

THE SEASONS
(From Sir Gawayne and the Green Knight,!
¢. 1370)

For the Yule-tide had yielded, and the year

ter 500
And each several season ensued after other.
Thus after Christmas came crabbéd Lent-time,
That affords fish for flesh, and food the most

simple.
But then the world's weather with winter is
; 504
Winter wi[tlgdraws himself, white clouds uplift;
Soft descendeth the rain in showers full warm,
They fall on fair fields and the flowers are show-

ing,

Both the ground and the grove now with green
are arrayed,

Birds bestir them to build, and bravely are sing-
ing

For solace of sgmmer ensuing thereafter

n bank,
And blossoms bud and blow
On hedge-rows rich and rank,
And noble notes enow
Are heard in

Then comes the season of summer, bathed in
soft breezes,

Breezes that breathe themselves into scedling
and herbage,

Blithesome, in truth, is the blossom that bloom-
eth therefrom,

When the drenching dews drip down from the
leavés, 519

Biding the blissful beams of the bright sunné.

Next harvest hies him, and hardens the grain,

He warns it ere winter to wax full ripe;

The dust of the drought he driveth aloft,

From the face of the fields it flies full high; 524

Wild winds of the welkin war with the sunné,

The leaves of the woodland lie low on the

510

518

ground,
Andlall lgrey is the grass that all green was so
ately.
Then all ripens and rotteth that rose up in
flower, 528
And thus yieldeth the year to yesterdays many:
To know winter is nearing, now need we to tell us
1 Sir Gawayne and the Green Knight, one of the many
romances dealing with King Arthur and his Knights,
is a poem of over 2,500 lines. In it, as in other early
Arthurian Stories, Sir Gawayne is a noble and knightly
figure, very diffcrent from the despicable Sir Gawayne
of Malory's Morte d' Arthur, or Tennyson's Idylls.

No sage.
When Michaelmas’s moon
Was come with winter’s gage,
Then thought Gawayne full soon
dread pilgrimage.

Of his 535

SIR GAWAYNE'S JOURNEY
(From the same)
Now }vends pelhis way through the wild tracts

o J
Sir Gawayne on God’s hest, and no game he
thought it.
Oft alone he alights, and lies down at night-fall
Where he found not before him fare to his liking.
O'er field and in forest, no friend but his horse,
No comrade but God for counsel had he, 696
Till at length he draws near to the land of
North Wales.
All Anglesey’s isles on the left hand he leaves,
And fares o’er the fording hard by the foreland,
Over at Holy-head, till he had journeyed 700
To Wirral’s? wilderness, where few are dwelling
Who God or man with good hearts regard.
Fain would he find from men that he met with
News of a Knight in that neighborhood dwelling
Who garbed him in n, or of a green chapel.
All denied him with “nay,” saying not in a
lifetime 700
Wist they eve&q. wight that was of such hués

green.
The Knight rode ways most strange,

The rocky banks between, 710
And oft his cheer® doth change,
Ere he that church hath seen.
Many cliffs he climbed over in countries far
distant;

As out~cast, cut off from companions, he rides.
At each way through the water where he crossed

over, 715
He a foe found before him,—but phantom it

was,—
So foul and so fell that to fight it behoved him.
i ese mountains he

Now with serpents he struggles, and strives
with wolves also, 720

Satyrs sometimes assail him, strange shapes
from the rocks,

Both with bulls and with bears, and with boars
otherwhiles,

Or with monsters that meet him, huge men of
the fells.

He was fearless, unfalt'ring and faithful to God,

Or he doubtless had died, for death threatened
him oft. 725

1 h England. According to Geoffrey of
Monmouth, Brutus divided Britain among his three
sons. The portion_ (afterwards England) which fell to

the eldest son Locrine, was * called afterwards from his
name Loegria (or Logres).” History of Britain, Bk. II,

ch. 1.

2 Wirral (Wirhael) old English name of the land be-
tween the Deo and the Mennegy. o e

3 Expression,
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But war he could wage, yet the winter was
worse,

When the cold chilling waters, from storm-
clouds down urinlf,

Would freeze ere they fell on the fallow beneath,

Near slain with the sleet, he slept in his armour,

More nights than enough\on the naked rocks)

While clattering o’er the cliff the cold brook
comes down, \ 731

And high o’er his head hard icicles 2

Thus in perils and pains and plights

Till Christmas eve cometh, he keepeth alone
is quest.
Humbly the Knight,

e most

that tide,
Besought of Mary Blest,
That she his way would guide

Unto some place of rest.

At morn by a mountain he merrily rideth, 740

Through a woodland full wild that was won-
drous and deep, .

High hgh on eaachll)mnd, with a holt stretching

under
Of hoar oaks full huge, a hundred t%eth ;
¥ h

er
And tangled thickets of thorn and azel:
With robes of rough mosses; 745
Many birds sit unblithely on the bare twigs,

And piteously pipe for pain of the cold.
The rider on Gringolet rideth beneath them

. Through mire and marshes, a man all alone, 740
Pertu in his toil lest to him "twere forbidden
To shz;‘-le in His service, who, on that same

night,

Was born of a maid, all our sorrows to cure.
Therefore sighing he said: “I beseech Thee, O

)
And Mary, mildest mother so dear,
Some shelter to show me, some spot to hear
mass 755
And thy matins at morn, this meekly I bﬁg,
And thus promptly I pray, my Pater, and Ave,
And Creed.”

80 as he rode he prayed,

And mourned for his misdeed,
The holy sxgn he made,

And said: ‘““Christ’s Cross me speed.”

760

Jobn Sotwer
c. 1325-1408

THE PRAISE OF PEACE!
Unto the Worthy and Noble Kinge Henry the
Fourth

(c. 1399)

O noble worthy king, Henry the ferthe,

In whom the gladdé fortune is befallé

The mle to govérne here upon erthé,
God thee chose, in comfort of us allé;

1 The Praise of Peace (or De Pacis Commendatione,
as Gower entitled it) was a poem of welcome to Henry IV.,
on his accession to the throne in 1399. Gower been
Frchard Hior in (his oo he reets the ey Bee: o
00e who, he trusts, wil bring i & better time, '

The worship of this land, which was doun fallé, 5
Now stant upright, through grace of thy good-

nessé,
Which every man is holdé for to blessé.

The highé God, of his just§ce aloné,

The right which longeth to thy regalyé
Declaréd hath to stande in thy personé; 10
And more than God may no man justifyé.

Thy title is knowé upon thyn auncestryeé;

The londes folk hath eek thy right afferméd;

So stant thy regne, of God and man confirméd.

There is no man may aalglr&in other wisé 15
That God him-self ne hath the right declaréd;
Whereof the land is boun to th;

y 8rvysé,
Which for default of help hath longé caréd.
But now there is n0 mannés hearté sparéd
To love and serve, and worké thy pleasauncé;
And all this is through Goddés purveyancé. 21

In allé thing which is of God begonné

There followeth grace, if it be well govérnéd;
Thus tellen they which oldé bokés conné,
Whereof, my lord, I wot well thou art lernéd. 25
Ask of thy ; 80 shalt thou not be wernéd

Of no request (the) which is reasonable;

For God unto the good is favorable. .

Peace is the chief of all the worldés welthé,

And to the heaven it leadeth eek the way; 30
Peace is of soul and life the mannés helthée

Of pestilence, and doth the war away.

My liegé lord, tak heed of what I say,

If werré may be left, tak peace on hondé
Which may not be withouté Goddés sondé. 35

With peace stands every créature in resté,
ngghoﬁ pe»,eet’h gtgg;e may no lili; e ggeglad;

ve all other , peace is the besté;
Peace hath him-self, whan war is all bestad R
The peace is safe, the war is ever adrad. r ]
Peace is of allé charitié the keye,
Which hath the life and soulé for to weigh.

My liegé lord, if that thee list to seché
e sooth ensamples, what the war hath

wrought,
Thou shalt well hear, of wisé mennés speché, 45
That deadly werré tourneth in-to nought.
For if these oldé bokés be well sought,
Ther; might thou see what thing the war hath

o
Both of conquést and conqueror alsé.

For vain honéur, or for the worldés good, 50
They that whilom the strongé werrés made,
Where be they now? Bethink well, in thy mood,
The day is goon, the night is dark and fade;
Her cruelté, which made them thanné glade,
They sorrow now, and yet have naught the
more; 85
The blood is shed, which no man may restore.

2 Beseot.
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The war is mother of the wro! allé;

It sleeth the priest in holy church at massé,
Forlyth the mayde, and doth her flour to fallé.
The war maketh the greté citee lassé,? 60
And doth the law his reulés overpassé.

There is nothing, whereof mischief may growé
Which is not causéd of the war; I troweé:

The war bringeth in poverté at his heelés,

Whereof the common people is sore gricvéd; 65
The war hath set his cart on thilke wheelés
Where that fortné may not be believéd.

For when men wené best to have acheved,
Full oft it is all newé to beginné; 69
The war hath nothing siker,* t‘mugh he winné.

t.
Therefore, my worthy prince, in Christés halve,s ® A fair field full of folk found I there between

Asfora Eart whose faith thou hast to guide,
Lay to this oldé sore a newé salvé,

And do the war away, what-so betide.

Purchasé peace, and set it by thy syde, 75
And suffre not thy people be devoured;

So shall thy name ever after stand hon6ured! . . .

My worthy liegé lord, Henry by namé,

WKich Engélond hast to govérn and righté,
Men oughten well thy pity to proclameé, 80
‘Which openly, in all the worldés sighté,

Is shewéd, with the help of God Almights,
To yeve us peace, which long hath be debated,
Whereof thy prys® shal never be abated.

My lord, in whom hath ever yet be foundé 85
Pity, withouté spot of violencé,

Keep thilké peace alwdy, withinné bounde,
Which God hath planted in thy consciencé.
So shall the cronique of thy paciencé

Among the saints be taken in-to memoérie 90
To the loenge? of perdurable glorie.

And to thine earthly prys, so as I can,

Which every man is holdé to commendg,

1 Gower, which am all thy liegé man,

This lettre unto thine excellence I sendé, 95
As I, which ever unto my lyvés endé

Will prayé for the stat of thy personé

In worship of thy sceptre and of t.hy throne.
Not only to my king of peace I writé,

But to these othré princes Christen all¢, 100
That each of them his owné heart endité

And cecase the war, or more mescheéf falle.
Set eek the rightful pope upon his stallé;

Keep charité, and draw Eité to hondé, 104
Maintainé law; and so the peace shall stondé.

William Langland
c. 1332-1400

PIERS THE PLOUGHMAN
PROLOGUE
In the scason of summer, when soft was the

sunné,
I clad myself coarsely in a cloak as a shepherd;
In habit as an hermit unholy of workés,
Went I wide in this world wonders to hearé.
3Less. ¢Sure. $Behalf. ¢Glory. 7Praise.

And on a May morning on Malverné hillés, 5
A marvel amazed me, of ic methought.
1 was weary, for-wandered, and went me to

resté
Under a broad bank, by a burn-sidé;
And as I lay and leanéd, and looked in the
waters, 9
I slumbered in a sleeping, it sounded so merry.
Then did I dream there a dream full of wonder;
In the wilds I was wandering, wist I not wheré.
As I looked to the Eastward a-loft to the sunné,
1 saw set on a summit a scemly tower;
A deep dale beneath and a dungeon thereinné,
With gﬁep ditches and dark, and dreadful to
8] 16

them,
With all manner of men the mean and the riché,
Working and wandering as the world asketh.
Some put them to ploughing, playing full
seldom, 20
In setting and sowing swinking ! full hard,
And winning what wasters with gluttony des-

troy.
And some put to pride, appareled them there-

after
In fancies of fashion finely arrayeéd.
To prayers and to penance put themselves
5

many
All for love of our Lord living full strict,
In the hope for to have heavenly blissé;

As anchorets and hermits that hold in their

cellés
In the world never wishing to wander about,
Or with bountcous abundance their bodies to

please. 30
And some chose to chaffer, their chances to

better,

For it seems to our sight that such men are
most thriving.

And some to make merry, as minstrels are able,

And iet gold with their glees, guiltless I deem
them.

But jesters and jugglers, Judas’s children, 35

Found out false fantasies and feigned them-
selves foolish,

Yet have wit at their will, to work were they

willing.
That Paul preacheth ? of them prove now I dare
not;
Qui loquatur turpiloquium is Lucifer’s slave.
There bidders and beggars right busily wan-

el 40
Their bags and their bellies with bread fully
crammed;
They feigned want of food, and fought o’cr the
ale-cups,
In gluttony, God wot (fo they to bedde,
And rise up with ribal ry, these Robert’s men.3
So sleeping and sloth pursue them forever. 45
Pilgrims and palmers plighted them together
1 Toiling.
1] might prove that St. Paul's words “if a man does
not work neither shall he eat,” apply to theso children of
Judas, but I dare not, beeause he who speaks evil (Qus

turpiloguium loguiter) is Lucifer's gervant.
3 Vagabonds.
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To seek for Saint Jamest and the saintés at
Rome,

Went forth in their way with many wise stories,

And had leave for to lie, all their life after.

I saw some that said they had sought out the
saintés; 50

With tongues tempered'to lie)in/eachtale that
they toldeé,

More tha‘!; to say sooth it seemed by their

8 .
Herm?fse(i:n an heap, with hookéd stavés
To “ﬁnlsingham' wended,—their wenches came

ter.
Great lubbers and lazy that loth were to

swinkeé, 55
Clothed them in copes to be counted as ‘“‘breth-
ren ”

In habit of hermit their ease for to have.
I found there the friars of all the four

orders,
They preached to the_people to profit them-

selves

Glossing the Gospel as was their good pleasure.

For, coveting copes, they construed as they
would. 61

For ni;my of these masters may dress as it likes
them

For their ’money and merchandise marchen to-

gether, .

For since Charity hath been chapman and chief
to shrive lordés, .

Many ferliest have fallen in a few yearés. . 65

If Holthhurch and they hold not better to-
gether,

The ;nost mischief on mold’ is mounting full
ast.

There preachéd a Pardoner, a priest as he

were,
And brought forth a Bull with the Bishopés

sealés,

And ??id that himself might assoilen® them
allé

Qf falseness in fasting, and vows they had

broken. 71
The unlettered believed him and liked well his
wordés,
Coming up to him kneeling and kissing his
Bullés,
Then he banged them with his brevet and
blearéd their eyen,® . . . 74
Thus they give up their gold these gluttons to

elp. . .. 78
Were the Bishop but blessed and worth both
is earés, .18
He would send not his seal for deceiving the

people.

But ’tis not at the Bishop that the boy
reaches, '

For Pardoner and priest part between them the
silver,

4The shrine of St. James the Great, at Santingse
(i. e. 8t. J ) de tella. a town in Spain, wans
sought for, by many pilgrims.

_3A tewn in Nerthern Suffolk, a famous resert for

ms.
P Marvels. 1Earth. * Pardon.
* Blinded their eycs, i. e. Chealed them.

And lt.l?e poor of the parish may have what is
eft.

Parsons and parish-priests plained to the
Bishop,

As their parishes were poor since the pestilence

time, 84

To have licence and leave at London to dwelle,

And they sing thus for simony,—for silver is

sweet.
Bishops and bachelors both masters and
doctors,
That hold cures® under Christ and have crown-
ing!! in token
And 8xlslig.nét.hat they should their parishioners
rivé,
And tpreach and to pray for them, and the poor
eedé

90
Are living’in London, in Lent-time and other.
Some ?(re serving the King, and his silver are
taking
In I:Sixgheq'uer and Chancery, claiming his

ebtés
Due from wards in the wardmote,!? both waifs
and estrays,
And some serve as servants the lords and the
ladies, 95
And instead of stewards they sit and condemn.
Theif1 mass and their matins and most of the
ours
Are done undevoutly; dread is at the last
That Christ in His Council should curse very

many. . . . )
There Kovered an hundred in hoodés of silké,
Sergeants it seemed that served at the barré,
Pleading for pennies and poundés the laws, 212
And naught for love of our Lord unloose their
lips on¢s.13
Better measure the mist on Malverné’s hillés,
Than get a mum from these mouthés till money
be showed. 215
Baron and burgesses and bond-men also,
I saw there assembled, as ye shall hear after.
Bakers and brewers, and butchers a-many,
And weavers of woolens, and weavers of linen,
Tailors and tanners, and toilers of earth. 220
Masons and miners, and many a craft.
Of all living labourers leaped, some of each

kind,
As ditchers and delvers that do their deeds ill,
And drag out the long day with ‘“Dieu vous

sauve, Dame,”’ 14 224
Cooks and their knavés cried ‘“hoté pies, hoté!
Good gris'® and geese,—go now to dine,—go!”
And unto them Taverners toldé the samé,
“White wine of Oseye,!® and red wine of Gas-

coigne 228
Of the Rhine and of Rochelle the roast to defy!”’
And this I saw sleeping and seven times moré.

10 Parishes.

11 Tonsured crowns.

'? Each ward of London had its ward-mote, or ward
medting of its citizens.

13 (Once.

14" God save you, lady,” apparently the refrain of
aa nld song.

15 Pigs,

18 Alsace.



62 CHAUCER TO WYATT AND SURREY

Seoffrey  Chaucer
c. 1340-1400

From THE LEGEND OF GOOD WOMEN!
c. 1385

TaE/ PROLOGUE

A thousande tymés I have herd men telle,
That there is joy in hevene, and peyne in helle,
And I accordé wel that it is so;

But, nathéles, yet wot I wel also,

That ther is noon dwellying in this countree, 5
That eythir hath in hevene or in helle y-be,
Ne may of hit noon other weyés witen,

But as he hath herd seyde, or founde it writen;
For by assay ther may no man it preve.

But God forbedé but men shuldé leve? 10
Wel moré thing than men han scen with eye!
Men shal not wenen everything a lye
But-if hymselfe it seeth, or ellés dooth;

For, God wot, thing is never the lassé sooth,
Thogh every wight ne may it not y-see. 15
Bernarde,? the monke, ne saugh nat al, parde!

Than moté we to bokés that we fynde,—
Thurgh which that oldé thingés ben in mynde,
And to the doctrine of these oldé wyse,

Yevé credénce, in every skylful wise, 20
That tellen of these olde apprevéd stories,

Of holynesse, of regnés, of victéries,

Of love, of hate, of other sondlx thynges

Of whiche I may not maken rehersynges.

And if that oldé bokés were awey, 25
Y-lorné¢ were of rémembraunce the key.

Wel ought us, thanne, honéuren and beleve
These bokés, ther we han noon other preve.

And as for me, though that I konne but lyte,
On bokés for to rede I me delyte, 30
And to hem yive I feyth and ful credénce,
And in myn herte have hem in reverence
So hertély, that ther is gamé® noon
That from my bokés maketh me to goon,

But it be seldom on the holyday, 35
Save, certeynly, whan that the month of May
Is comen, and that I here the foulés® synge,

And that the flourés en for to sprynge,—
Farewel my boke, and my devocion!

Now have I thanne suche a condicion, 40
Thét of alle the flourés in the mede,

Than love I most thise flourés white and rede,
Suche as men callen daysyes in our toun.

To hem have I so grete affeccioun,

As I seyde erst, whan comen is the May, 45
That in my bed ther daweth me no day,

That I nam up and walkyng in the mede,

To seen this floure agein the sonné sprede,

1 This poem (like its greater successor, The Canlerbury
Tatl:i. consists of a number of separate stories, intro-
duced by a Prologue. In the Legend, however, all the
stories are of women who have been victims or martyrs
to love. Ch app tly intended to tell the legends
of nineteen good women, but the poem is unfinished.

2 Believe

3 Bernard of Claireauz (1091-1153). Even St. Bernard,
holy and wise as he was, did not see everything. The
passage is founded on a Latin proverb ‘ Bernardus
monachus non videt omnia." .

¢ Lost. $ Amusement. ¢ Birds.

Whan it uprysith erly by the morwe;

That blisful sighté softneth al my sorwe, 50
So glad am I, whan that I have presénce

Of 1t, to doon it allé reverence,

As she that is of allé flourés flour,

Fulfilled of al vertu and honour,

And evere iliké? faire, and fresshe of hewe.

.And I love it, and evere yliké newe, 56
shal

And ever , til that myn herté dye;
Al swere I nat, of this I wol nat lye;
Ther lovéd no wight hotter in his lyve.
And whan that it is eve, I renné blyve,® 60
As sone as evere the sonné eth weste,
To seen this flour, how it wol go to reste,
For fere of nyght, so hateth she derknesse!
Hir chere® is pleynly sprad in the brightnesse
Of the sonné, for ther it wol unclose. 65
Allas, that I ne had Englyssh, ryme or prose
Siffisant this flour to preyse aright!
But helpeth ye that han konnyng!® and myght,
Ye lovers, that kan make!! of sentément;
In this case oghté ye be diligent 70
To forthren me somewhat in my labéur,
Whethir Ive ben with the Leef or with the Flour;
For wel 1 wot, that ye han her-biforne!?
Of makynge ropen,?® and lad awey the corne;
And I come after, glenyng here and there, 75
And am ful glad if I may fynde an ere
Of any goodly word that ye han left.
And h it happen me rehercen eft¢
That ye han in your fresshé so: sayede,
Forbereth me, and beth not evele apayede,®
Syn that ye see I do it in the honéur 81
Of love, and eke in service of the flour
Whom that I serve as I have witte or myght.
She is the clerenesse and the verray lyght,
That in this derké worlde me wynt'® and ledyth,
The herte in-with my sorwful brest yow
dredith,
And loveth so sore, that ye ben verrayly 87
The maistresse of my witte, and nothing I.
My worde, my werk, is knyt so in youre bond
That as an harpe obeith to the hond, 90
That maketh it soune after his fyngerynge,
Ryght so mowe ye oute of myn herté bringe
Swmhl vois, ryght as yow lyst, to laughe or
pleyne;
Be ye my gide, and lady soveref'ne.
As to my erthely god, to yowe I calle,
Bothe in this werke, and 1n my sorwés alle.
But wherfore that I spake to yive credénce
To oldé stories, and doon hem reverence,
And that men mosten moré thyng beleve
Then they may seen at eye or ellés preve, 100
That shal I seyn, whanne that I see my tyme—
I may nat al attonés'® speke in ryme.
My besy® gost, that thursteth alwey newe,
To seen this flour so yong, so fresshe of hewe,
Constreynéd me with so gledy® desire, 105
That in myn herte I feelé yet the fire,
That madé me to ryse er it wer day,
And this was now the firsté morwe of May,

95

7 Alike. 8 &xickly. ® Face. .
10 Skill. 11 Write or compose. 12 Before this.
13 Reaped , i. e. cut the crop of poetry.

14 Agamn. 1 1ll pleased. 1¢ Turns. 17 Reveres.

18 At once. !® Anxious. ¥ Glowing.




GEOFFREY
With dredful®! hert, and glad devocion
For to ben at the resurreccion 110
Of this flour, whan that it shulde unclose

Agayne the sonne, that roos as rede as rose,
That in the brest was of the beste,?* that day,
That Agenorés doghtre®* ladde away. -
And doun on knes anon-ryght I me sette,
And as I koude, this f é flour I grette,
Knelyng alwey, til it uncloséd was,

Upon the smalé, softé, swoté gras
ded?s al, 119

115

That was with flourés swote enbrou
Of swich swetnesse, and swich odéur over-al,
That for to speke of gomme,” or hBe:be, or tree,

Comparisoun may noon y-makéd be;
For it surmounteth pleynly alle odoures,
of riché beauté allé floures.
Forgeten had the erthe his pore estate 125
Of wyntir, that him naked made and mate,¥

And with his swerd of colde so soré greved;
Now hath the atemprésonne® al that releved
That naked was, and clad it new agayne.

The smalé foulés, of the sesoun fayne,® 130
That of the panter® and the nette ben scaped.
Upon the foweler, that hem made a-whaped?!
In wynter, and distroyéd hadde hire broode,
'II? his displtt,/ehhem t.hd tehit. did hex‘xilmg:ode

‘0 synge of hym, and in hir songe dispise 135
The foulé cherle, that, for his coveytise,

Had hem betrayed with his sophistrye.

This was hir songe, “The foweler we deffye,
And al his crafte,”” And sommé songen clere
Layés of love, that joye it was to here, 140
In worshipynge and in preysing of hir make;?
And, for the newé blisful somers sake
Upon the braunchés ful of blosmés sof s
In hire delyt‘ they turnéd hem ful ofte,

And songelha‘Bleeséd be Seynt Valentyne! 145
For on his day I chees you to be myne,
Withouten répentyng myne herté swete!l”

And therewithal hire bekés gonnen meete. . . .

And tho** that haddé don dénesse,—
As do{.lhbéthe tydif,;‘b for newfangelnesse,—
Bmoi mercy of hir trespassynge,

And humblély songen hir répentynge,

And sworen on the blosmés to be trewe,

So that hire makés wolde upon hem rewe,®
And at the lasté maden hir acorde.

Al founde they Daunger® for a tyme alord, 160
Yet Pitee, thurgh his strongé gentil myght,
Foryaf, and madé Mercy n Ryght,
Thurgh Innocence, and nSéd Curtésye.
But I ne clepe it innocence folye,

Ne fals gitee, for vertue is the mene;”

As Ethike seith, in swich maner I mene.
And thus thise fowelés, voide of al malice,
Acordéden to love, and laften vice

Of hate, and songen alle of oon acorde, 169
‘Welcome, Somer, oure governour and lorde.’

156

165

And Zepherus and Flora fentilly

Yaf to the flourés, softe and tenderly.
1 Reverent. 23 Beast i. . Taurus.
23 Europa. M Sweet,
# Embroidered. 2 Gum. 17 Weak.
% Mild temperature. 2 Glad.  Snare.
8 Frightened. 22 Mate. 3 Those
4 Titmouse. 8 Take pity on them.
% Love's dominion. 87 Average.

CHAUCER 63
His swooté® breth, and made hem for to sprede,
As god and goddesse of the floury mede. 174
In whiche me thoght I myghte, by day,

Dwellen alwey, the joly month of May,
Withouten slepe, withouten mete or drynke.
Adoun ful softély I gan to synke,

And lenynge on myn elbowe and my syde,
The longé day, I ahoop* me for to abide,
For nothing ellis, and I shal nat lye,

But for to Ioke upon the dayésie,

That men by resoun wel it callé may

The dayésie, or elles the Ve of day,

The empérice, and floure of floures alle.

1 pray to God that fairé mote she falle, %
And alle that loven flourés, for hire sake!
?ut, nat.;xélmi lt!ﬁ w;;ne nat that t{x mﬁ::f“

n preysing of the Flour agayn the s
No mor:u:gm of the corne agayn the sheef;
For as to me nys lever noon, ne lother,

I nam witholden yit with never nother.

Ne I not4? who serveth Leef, ne who the Flour.

Wel browken® they hir service or ur!

For this thing is al of another tonne,% 195

Of oldé storye, er swiche thinge was begonne.
Whan that the sonne out of the southe gan

180

185

189

weste,
And that this flour gan close, and goon to reste,
For derknesse of the nyght, the which she
dredde, 199
Home to myn house full swiftly I me spedde
To goon to reste, and erly for to 3
To seen this flour to-sprede, as I devyse.
And in a litel herber* that I have,
That benchéd was on turvés fressh y-grave,
I bad men sholdé me my couché make;
For deyntee* of the newé someres sake,
I had hem strawen flourés on my bed.
Whan I was leyde, and 