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The Miller’s Tale

She said, ‘So keep it well under your hat.”
<Oh, never mind about a thing like that.”
Said he; ‘A scholar doesn’t have to stir
His wits so much to trick a carpenter.’
And so they both agreed to it, and swore
To watch their chance, as I have said before.
When things weze settled thus as they thought fit,
And Nicholas had stroked her loins a bit
And kissed her sweetly, he took down his harp
And played away, a merry tune and sharp.
It happened later she went off to church,
This worthy wife, one holiday, to search
Her conscience and to do the works of Christ.
She put her work aside and she enticed
The colour to her face to make her mark;
Her forehead shone. There was a parish clerk
Serving the church, whose name was Absalon.
His hair was all in golden curls and shone;
Just like a fan it strutted outwards, starting
To left and right from an accomplished parting.
Ruddy his face, his eyes as grey as goose,
His shoes cut out in tracery, as in use -
In old St Paul’s. The hose upon his fect
Showed scarlet through, and all his clothes were neat
And proper. In a jacket of light blue,
Flounced at the waist and tagged with laces too,
He went, and wore a surplice just as gay
And white as any blossom on the spray.
God bless my soul, he was a merry knave!
He knew how to let blood, cut hair and shave,
And draw up legal deeds; at other whiles
He used to dance in twenty different styles
(After the current school at Oxford though,
Casting his legs about him to and fro).
He played a two-stringed fiddle, did it proud,
And sang a high falsetto, rather loud;
And he was just as good on the guitar.
There was no public-house in town, or bar,
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He didn’t visit with his merry face
If there were saucy barmaids round the place.
He was a little squeamish in the matter
Of farting, and satirical in chatter.
This Absalon, so jolly in his ways,
Would bear the censer round on holy days
And cense the parish women. He would cast
Many a love-lorn look before he passed,
Especially at this carpenter’s young wife;
Looking at her would make a happy life
She was so neat, so sweet, so lecherous!
And I dare say if she had been a mouse
And he a cat, she’d have been pounced upon.
In taking the collection Absalon
Would find his heart was set in such a whirl
Of love, he would take nothing from a girl,
For courtesy, he said, it wasn’t right.
That evening, when the moon was shining bright
He ups with his guitar and off he tours
On the look-out for any paramours.
Larky and amorous, away he strode
Until he reached the carpenter’s abode
A little after cock-crow, took his stand
Beside the casement window close at hand
(It was set low upon the cottage-face)
And started singing softly and with grace,
“Now dearest lady, if thy pleasure be
In thoughts of love, think tenderly of me !’
On his guitar he plucked a tuneful string.
This carpenter awoke and heard him sing
And turning to his wife said, ‘Alison!
Wife! Do you hear him ? There goes Absalon
Chanting away under our chamber wall.”

From day to day this j Absalon,
Wooing away, became quite woe-begone;
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He lay awake all night, and all the day,
Combed his thick locks and tried to pass for gay,
Wooed her by go-between and wooed by proxy,
Swore to be page and servant to his doxy,
Trilled and rouladed like a nightingale,
Sent her sweet wine and mead and spicy ale,
And wafers piping hot and jars of honey,
And, as she lived in town, he offered money.*
For there are some a money-bag provokes
And some are won by kindness, some by strokes.
Once, in the hope his talent might engage,
He played the part of Herod on the stage.
What was the good ? Were he as bold as brass,
She was in love with gallant Nicholas;
However Absalon might blow his horn
His labour won him nothing but her scorn.
She looked upon him as her private ape
And held his earnest wooing all a jape.
There is a proverb, true, as you may find,
That Out-of-Sight is also Qut-of-Mind.
For Nigh-and-Sly has the advantage there;
And, much as Absalon might tear hjs hair,
And rage at being seldom in her sight,
Nicholas, nigh and sly, stood in his light.
Now, show your paces, Nicholas you spark!
And leave lamenting to the parish clerk.
And so it happened that one Saturday,
When the old carpenter was safe away
At Osney, Nicholas and Alison
Agreed at last in what was to be done.
Nicholas was to exercise his wits
On her suspicious husband’s foolish fits,
And, if 5o be the trick worked out all right,
She then would sleep with Nicholas all night,
For such was his desire and hers as well;
And even quicker than it takes to tell,
Young Nicholas, who simply couldn’t wait,
Went to his room on tip-toe with a plate
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Of food and drink, enough to last a day
Or two, and Alison was told to say,
In case her husband asked for Nicholas,
That she had no idea where he was,
And that she hadn’t set eyes on him all day
And thought he must be ill, she couldn’t say;
And more than once the maid had given a call
And shouted but no answer came at all.
So it continued, all that Saturday
Without a sound from Nicholas, who lay
Upstairs, and ate or slept as pleased him best
Till Sunday when the sun went down to rest.
This foolish carpenter was lost in wonder
At Nicholas ; what could have got him under ?
He said, ‘I can’t help thinking, by the Mass,
Things can’t be going right with Nicholas.
What if he took and died ? God guard his ways!
A ticklish place the world is, nowadays.
I saw a corpse this morning borne to kirk
That only Monday last I saw at work.
Run up,’ he told the serving-lad, ‘be quick,
Shout at his door, or knock it with a brick.
Take a good look and tell me how he fares.”
The serving-boy went sturdily upstairs,
Stopped at the door and, standing there, the lad
Shouted away and, hammering like mad,
Cried, ‘Ho! What’s up ? Hi! Master Nicholay!
How can you lie up there asleep all day ?’
But all for nought, he didn’t hear a soul.
He found a broken panel with a hole
Right at the bottom, useful to the cat
For creeping in by: so he looked through that,
And, in the end, he saw him through the crack.
This Nicholas lay gaping on his back
As if he’d caught a glimpse of the new moon.
Down went the boy and told his master soon
About the state in which he found the man,
On hearing this the carpenter began
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To cross himself and said, ‘St Frideswide bless us!
We little know what’s coming to distress us.
The man has fallen, with this here ‘astromy’s
Into 2 fit, or lunacy maybe.

1 always thought that was how it would go.
God has some secrets that we shouldn’t know.
How blessed are the simple, aye, indeed,
That only know enough to say their creed!
Happened just so with such another student
Of astromy and he was so imprudent

As to stare upwards while he crossed a fizld,
Busy foreseeing what the stars revealed;

And what should happen but he fell down flat
Into a marl-pit. He didn’t foresee that!

But by the Saints we've reached a sorry pass;
T can’t help worrying for Nicholas.

He shall be scolded for his studying

1f 1 know how to scold, by Christ the King!
Get me 2 staff to prise against the floor.
Robin, you put your shoulder to the door.
We’ll shake the study out of him, I guess!”

The pair of them began to heave-and press
Against the door. Happened the lad was strong
And so it didn’t take them very long
To heave it off its hinges; down it came.
Still as a stone lay Nicholas, with the same
Expression, gaping upwards into air.
The carpenter supposed it was despair
And caught him by the shoulders mizhtily,
Shook him and shouted with asperity:
«What, Nicholas! Hey! Look down! Is that a fashion
To act ? Wake up and think upon Christ’s passion.
1 sign you with the cross from elves and sprites!”
And he began the spell for use at nights
In all four corners of the room and out
Across the threshold too and round about:

Jesu Christ and Benedict Sainted

Bless this house from creature tainted,
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Drive away night-hags, white Pater-noster,
Where did you gos St Peter’s soster ?
And in the end the dandy Nicholas
Began to sigh, <And must it come to pass e
He said, ‘Must all the world be cast away ?”
‘The carpenter replied, «What’s that you say 2
Put trust in God as we do, working men.”
Nicholas answered, ¢ Fetch some liquor then,
And afterwards, in strictest SECrecy,
Tl speak of something touching you and me,
But not another soul must know, that’s plain.”
This carpenter went down and came again
Bringing some powerful ale -2 largish quart.
When each had had his share of this support
Young Nicholas got up and shut the door
And, sitting down beside him on the floor,
Said to the carpenter, ‘Now, John, my dear,
My excellent host, swear on your honour here
Not to repeat a syllable I say,
For here are Christ’s intentions, to betray
Which to a soul puts you among the lost,
And vengeance for it ata bitter cost
Shall fall upon you. You’ll be driven mad!’
¢Christ and His holy blood forbid it, lad!
The silly fellow answered. ‘I’m no blab,
Though I should say it. ’m not given to gab.
Say what you like, for I shall never tell
Man, woman or child by Him that harrowed Hell!’*
“Now, John,” said Nicholas, ¢believe you me,
1 have found out by my astrology,
And looking at the moon when it was bright,
That Monday next, a quarter way through night,
Rain is to fall in torrents, such a scud
Tt will be twice as bad as Noah’s Flood.
This world,” he said, ‘in just about an hour,
Shall all be drowned, it’s such a hideous shower,
And all mankind, with total Joss of life.”
The carpenter exclaimed, ‘Alas, my wife!
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My little Alison! Is she to drown ?”
And in his grief he very near fell down.
“Is there no remedy,’ he said, ‘for this ?”
¢Thanks be to God,’ said Nicholas, ‘there is,
If you will do exactly what I say
And don’t start thinking up some other way.
In wise old Solomon you’ll find the verse
“Who takes advice shall never fare the worse,”
And so if good advice is to prevail
I undertake with neither mast nor sail
To save her yet, and save myself and you.
Haven’t you heard how Noah was saved too
When God forewarned him and his sons and daughters
‘That all the world should sink beneath the waters ?’
“Yes,’ said the carpenter, ‘a long time back.’
“Haven’t you heard,’ said Nicholas, what a black
Business it was, when Noah tried to whip
His wife (who wouldn’t come) on board the ship ?
He’d have been better pleased, I'll undertake,
‘With all that weather just about to break,
If she had had a vessel of her own.
Now, what are we to do ? We can’t postpone
The thing; it’s coming soon, as I was saying,
It calls for haste, not preaching or delaying.

¢I want you, now, at once, to hurry off
And fetch a shallow tub or kneading-trough
For each of us, but see that they are large
And such as we can float in, like a barge.
And have them loaded with sufficient victual
To last a day — we only need a little.
The waters will abate and flow away
Round nine o’clock upon the following day.
Robin the lad mayn’t know of this, poor knave,
Nor Jill the maid, those two I cannot save.
Don’t ask me why; and even if you do
I can’t disclose God’s secrct thoughts to you.
You should be satisfied, unless you’re mad,
To find as great a grace as Noah had.
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And I shall save your wife, you needn’t doubt it,
Now off you go, and hurry up about it.
<And when the tubs have been collected, three,
That’s one for her and for yourself and me,
Then hang them in the roof below the thatching
That no one may discover what we’re hatching.
When you have finished doing what I said
And stowed the victuals in them overhead,
Also an axe to hack the ropes apart,
So, when the water rises, we can start,
And, lastly, when you’ve broken out the gable,
The garden one that’s just above the stable,
So that we may cast free without delay
After the mighty shower has gone away,
You’ll float as merrily, I undertake,
As any lily-white duck behind her drake.
And T’ll call out, “Hey, Alison! Hey, John!
Cheer yourselves up! The flood will soon be gone.”
And yow’ll shout back, “Hail, Master Nicholay!
Good morning! I can see you well. It’s day!”
We shall be lords for all the rest of life
Of all the world, like Noah and his wife.
<One thing I warn you of; it’s only right.
We must be very careful on the night,
Once we have safely managed to embark,
To hold our tongues, to utter no remark,
No cry or call, for we must fall to prayer.
This is the Lord’s dear will, so have a care.
“Your wife and you must hang some way apart,
For there must be 1o sin before we start,
No more in longing looks than in the deed.
Those are your orders. Off with you! God speed!
To-morrow night when everyone’s asleep
We'll all go quictly upstairs and creep
Into our tubs, awaiting Heaven’s grace.
And now be off. No time to put the case
At greater length, no time to sermonize;
The proverb says, “ Say nothing, send the wise.”
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You’re wise enough, I do not have to teach you.

Go, save our lives for us, as I beseech you.”
This silly carpenter then went his way

Muttering to himself, ‘Alas the day!’

And told his wife in strictest secrecy.

She was aware, far more indeed than he,

What this quaint stratagem might have in sight,

But she pretended to be dead with fright.

“Alas!” she said. ¢ Whatever it may cost,

Hurry and help, or we shall all be lost.

I am your honest, true and wedded wife,

Go, dearest husband, help to save my life!”
How fancy throws us into perturbation!

People can die of mere imagination,

So deep is the impression one can take.

This silly carpenter began to quake,

Before his eyes there verily seemed to be

The floods of Noah, wallowing like the sea

And drowning Alison his honey-pet.

He wept and wailed, his features were all set

In grief, he sighed with many a doleful grunt.

He went and got a tub, began to hunt

For kneading-troughs, found two, and had them sent

‘Home to his house in secret; then he went

And, unbeknowns, he hung them from a rafter.

With his own hands he made three ladders after,

Uprights and rungs, to help them in their scheme

Of climbing where they hung upon the beam.

He victualled tub and trough, and made all snug

With bread and cheese, and ale in a large jug,

Enough for three of them to last the day,

And, just before completing this array,

Packed off the maid and his apprentice too

To London on a job they had to do.

And on the Monday when it drew to night

He shut his door and dowsed the candle-light

And made quite sure all was as it should be.

And shortly, up they clambered, all the three,
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Silent and separate. They began to pray

And ‘Pater Noster mum?’, said Nicholay,

And ‘mum’ said John, and ‘mum” said Alison.

The carpenter’s devotions being done,

He sat quite still, then fell to prayer again

With one ear cocked, however, for the rain.
The carpenter, with all the work he’d seen,

Fell dead asleep — round curfew, must have been,

Maybe a little later on the whole.

He groaned in sleep for travail of his soul

And snored because his head was turned awry.
Down by their ladders, stalking from on high

Came Nicholas and Alison, and sped

Softly downstairs, without a word, to bed,

And where this carpenter was wont to be

The revels started and the melody.

And thus lay Nicholas and Alison

Busy in solace and the quest of fun,

Until the bell for lauds had started ringing

And in the chancel friars began their singing.
This parish clerk, this amorous Absalon,

Iove-stricken still and very woe-begone,

Upon the Monday was in company

At Osney with his friends for jollity,

And chanced to ask a resident cloisterer

What had become of John the carpenter.

The fellow drew him out of church to say,

“Don’t know; not been at work since Saturday.

I can’t say where he is; I think he went

To fetch the Abbot timber. He is sent

Often enough for timber, has to g0

Out to the Grange and stop a day or 503

1f not, he’s certainly at home to-day,

But where he is I can’t exactly say.”
Absalon was.a jolly lad and light

Of heart; he thought, ‘I’ll stay awake to-night;

I’m certain that I haven’t seen him stirring

About his door since dawn; it’s safe inferring
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That he’s away. As I’'m alive I'll go

And tap his windew softly at the crow

Of cock - the sill is low-set on the wall.

I shall see Alison and tell her all

My love-longing, and I can hardly miss

Some favour from her, at the least a kiss.

T’ll get some satisfaction anyway;

There’s been an itching in my mouth all day

And that’s a sign of kissing at the least.

And all last night I dreamt about a feast.

I think I}l go and sleep an hour or two,

Then wake and have some fun, that’s what I’ll do.”
The first cock crew at last, and thereupon

Up rose this jolly lover Absalon

In gayest clothes, garnished with that and

But first ke chewed a grain of liquorice |

‘To charm his breath before he combed his hair.,

Under his tongue the comfit nestling there

Would make him gracious. He began to roam

Towards the carpenter’s; he reached their home

And by the casement window took his stand.

Sreast-high it stood, no higher than his-hand.

He gave a cough, it was a semi-sound;

“Alison, honey-comb, are you around ? |
Sweet cinnamon, my little pretty bird,

Sweetheart, wake up and say a little word!

You seldom think of me in ail my woe, |
e of you wherever I go!
No wonder if I do, I pine and bleat
kin hungering for the teat,

I'm so deep in love

r and wh In’t I too ?
Better than you, by Jesu, Absalon!
Take yourself off or I shall throw a stone.
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1 want to get some sleep. You go to Hell!”
“Alas!’ said Absalon. ‘I knew it well;
True love is always mocked and girded at;
So kiss me, if you can’t do more than that,
For Jesu’s love and for the love of me!”
‘And if I do, will you be off ?” said she.
¢Promise you, darling,” answered Absalon.
¢Get ready then; wait, I’ll put something on,’
She said and then she added under breath
To Nicholas, ‘Hush . . . we shall Jaugh to death!”
‘This Absalon went down upon his knees;
I am a lord!” he thought, ‘And by degrees
There may be more to come; the plot may thicken.
¢Mercy, my love!” he said, Your mouth, my chicken!’
She flung the window open then in haste
And said, ‘Have done, come on, no time to waste,
The neighbours here are always on the spy.”
Absalon started wiping his mouth dry.
Dark was the night as pitch, as black as coal,
And at the window out she put her hole,
And Absalon, so fortune framed the farce,
Put up his mouth and kissed her naked arse
Most savorously before he knew of this.
And back he started. Something was amiss;
He knew quite well a woman has no beard,
Yet something rough and hairy had appeared.
¢What have I done ?’ he said. ¢ Can that be you ?*
<Teehee!’ she cried and clapped the window to.
Off went poor Absalon sadly through the dark.
A beard! a beard!” cried Nicholas the Spark.
¢God’s body, that was something like a joke!”
And Absalon, overhearing what he spoke,
Bit on his lips and nearly threw a fit
In rage and thought, ‘I’ll pay you back for it!”
Who’s busy rubbing, scraping at his lips
With dust, with sand, with straw, with cloth, with chips,
But Absalon ? He thought, ‘I’ll bring him down!
T wouldn’t let this go for all the town,
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Y’d take my soul and sell it to the Devil
To be revenged upon him! I'll get level.
O God, why did I let myself be fooled ?”

The fiery heat of love by now had cooled,
For from the time he kissed her hinder parts
He didn’t give a tinker’s curse for tarts;

His malady was cured by this endeavour
And he defied all paramours whatever.

So, weeping like a child that has been whipped,
He turned away ; across the road he slipped
And called on Gervase. Gervase was a smith;
His forge was full of things for ploughing with
And he was busy sharpening a share.

Absalon knocked, and with an easy air
Called, ¢ Gervase! Open up the door, come on!”
«What's that ? Who's there ?” ‘It’s me, it’s Absalon.”
¢What, Absalon ? By Jesu’s blessed tree
You’re early up! Hey, benedicite,

What’s wrong ? Some jolly girl as like as not
Has coaxed you out and set you on the trot.
Blessed St Neot! You know the thing I mean.”

But Absalon, who didn’t give a bean
For all his joking, offered no debate.

He had a good deal more upon his plate
Than Gervase knew and said, “ Would it be fair
To borrow that coulter in the chimney there,
The hot one, see it ? I've a job to do;

Tt won’t take long, I'll bring it back to you.”
Gervase replied, ¢ Why, if you asked for gold,
A bag of sovereigns or of wealth untold,

Tt should be yours, as I’'m an honest smith.
But, Christ, why borrow that to do it with?”
¢Let that, said Absalon, ‘be as it may;
You'll hear about it all some other day.”

He caught the coulter up — the haft was cool ~

And left the smithy softly with the tool,

Crept to the little window in the wall

And coughed. He knocked and gave a little ¢ all
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Under the window as he had before.
Alison said, «There’s someone at the door.
Who's knocking there 2 I’ll warrant it’s a thief.
«Why, no, said he, ‘my little flower-leaf,
It’s your own Absalon, my sweety-thing!
Look what I've brought you — i’s a golden ring
My mother gave me, as T may be saved.
1t’s very fine, and prettily engraved;
T’ll give it to you, darling, for a Kiss.”
Now Nicholas had risen for a piss,
And thought he could improve upon the jape
And make him kiss his arse ere he escape,
And opening the window with a jerk,
Stuck out his arse, a handsome piece of work,
Buttocks and all, as far as to the haunch.
Said Absalon, all sct to make a launch,
¢Speak, pretty bird, I know not where thou art!”
This Nicholas at once let fly a fart
As Joud as if it were @ thunder-clap.
He was near blinded by the blast, poor chap,
But his hot iron was ready; with a thump
e smote him in the middle of the rump.
Off went the skin a hand’s breadth round about
Where the hot coulter struck and burnt it out.
Such was the pain, he thought he must be dying
And, mad with agony, he started crying,
<Help! Water! Water! Help! For Heaven’s love!”
The carpenter, startled from sleep above,
And hearing shouts for water nd a thud,
Thought, ‘Heaven help us! Here comes Nowel’s Flood!”
And up he sat and with no more ado
He took his axe and smote the ropes in two
And down went every hing. He didn’t stop
To sell his bread and ale, but came down
Upon the floor an fainted 1
Up started Alison and Nicholay
And shouted, ¢ Help!” and < Murder!” in the street.
The neighbours all came running up in heat
121
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And stood there staring at the wretched man,
En lay there fainting, pale beneath his tan; {
His arm in falling had been broken ao:,crw
But still he was obliged to face his trouble. i
For when he spoke he was at once borne n.o..S—
By Nicholas and his wife. They told the town
‘That he was mad, there’d got into his blood
Some sort of nonsense about Nowel’s Flood”,
That vain imaginings and fantasy ’
Had made him buy the kneading-tubs, that he
Had hung them in the rafters up above
And ‘Emn he’d begged them both for heaven’s love
To sit up in the roof for company.
All started laughing at this lunacy
And streamed upstairs to gape and pry and poke,
And treated all his sufferings as a joke. ’
No matter what the carpenter asserted
It went for nothing, no one was converted ;
With powerful oaths they swore the fellow down
And he was held for mad by all the town;
A,bm. students all ganged up with one another
Saying: “The fellow’s crazy, my dear brother!’
And every one among them laughed and joked.
And so the carpenter’s wife was truly poked,
As if his jealousy to justify, ’ ’
And Absalon has kissed her nether eye
And Nicholas is branded on the bum
And God bring all of us to Kingdom Come.

The Reeve’s Tale

The Reeve’s Prologue

HEN all had Jaughed at the preposterous lark
Of Absalon and Nicholas the Spark,
Various folk made various comment after;
But the majority dissolved in laughter,
Nor did I see a soul it seemed to grieve
Unless it might be Oswald, the old Receve,
For, as he was a carpenter by trade,
He was a little angry still and made
Grumbling remarks and scolded for a bit.
¢As I’'m 2 man I’d pay you back for it,’
He said, ‘with how they bleared a Miller’s eye,
1f 1 liked dirt and wished to argufy.
But I am old. Dirt doesn’t go with doddering,
Grass-time is done and I'm for winter foddering.
My hoary top-knot writes me down for © s
Same as my hair, my heart is full of mould,
Unless I be like them there medlar-fruit,
Them that gets rottener as they ripen to’t,
Till they be rotted down in straw and dung.
That’s how we get to be, no longer young.
Till we be rotten we can never ripe.
We hop along, as long as world vill
Our will is always catching on the nail,
Wanting a hoary head and a green tail
s have got; the strength to play

Is gone, though we love foolishn
What we can’t do no more we talk
And rake the ashes when the fire i
f e coals, as I can st
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Geoffrey Chavcer (1340-1400) mal
prileditost ako méaloktory z jeho sidas-

nikov poznat Tudi vietlkyeh stavov, sa-
mestnani, najroalitnejich povah. Na-
rodil sa v bohatej obehodnickej rodine,
a preto vk od detetva wmal pristup
do najvyie] feuddlnej spolotnosti. Ako
sedemndstroény miadik bol pézatom,
neskdr vatupuje do slugieb krala, Jeho
fenou sa stAva kralovnina  dvornd
dama. Hou jeho mladicka mysel opdja
sa Tihostnow rytierskou poéziou a ale-
gorion, neskodr, ako diplomat, mé mo#-
nost poznat Florencin, & tu ho zaujme
novi humanistickd poézia. Na skionkn
#ivota opGEta dvor a prechddza s miesta
N miesto. Starnficeran dvoranovi a bis
nikovi sa Soraz horie vodi. Jeho prijmy
sa stendji. A prave v tyehto rokoch
tvorl svoje najlepsie diclo, plné vtipu,
humorn a majstrovskej charakteristiky
postiy,

Canterburské poviedky premradzaj
ddlladnit znalost latinskyeh klasikov.
Vela tarph 2z Boceacla, Danteho, ba
siaha efte dale] do obdobia eposov,

krestanskych Jegiend, gréekych a rim-
skych baji, ktoré podla viedajsich
zvykov odieva do stredovekého havu.

Ramec deja je jednoduchy, Na pat
do Canterbery, k hrobu Tomébsa Becke-
ta, zberd sa nevelka spolofnost. Nie s
to Stachtici, medzi ltorymi Chaucer
pre#il viidiiu dast Zivota, led medtania.
Vinimku tver! len rytier s panofom.
V tejto pestre] spolodnostl je znamenita
sttkennicka z Bathu, mlynér, ¢o z kas-
dej miky potiahne, kupee, o mé zenu
parddnicu, vychudnuty 3tadent z Ox-
tordu, do ustavitne sedi len v knihach,
tichd a sposobnd abatia, vesely %obra-
vy wmnich... Na ndvrh hostinského,
ktory ide tie# do Canterbury, dohodh
sa, Ze cestou, aby si skedtili Sas, povie
kaZdy nejakt poviedin alebo pribeh,
alebo legendu podla viasinej volby.
A tak pribeh vernej lasky Palamona
o Archita ku kvdsne] Emilii vystrieda
vtipny pribeh o napélenom tesirovi,
o lakomom mlyndrovi, ktorého st
denti dobehli, a mnohé iné.
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Prolog

mlyndviowv

Ked rytier dorozpréval, vietel, mladi i starf,

sa zhodli na tom, Ze to bol naozaj krdsny pribeb,
taky, do by si mal kazdy zapamétst aZ do smrti.
-~ To bol veru skvely zatiatok, — usmieval sa

aj néd hostinsky. — Hry sme dobre Ale teraz
pozrime, kto ndm rozpovie daliiu poviedku,

— Pén mnich, neviete dado, ¢im by ste sa vyrovnali
pénu rytierovi?

Mlyndr, do sa tak opil, Ze bol bledy ake stena

o ledva sa drial na koni, skrikol: — Ja viem jeden
fajnovy pribeh, tym tromfnem aj rytiera.

- Potkaj, mily Robin! — na to nas hostinsky. —
Najprv nech rc;zpra.va.)u véznejsi pani. Len potkaj.
- To teda nie, hostinsky, — prieéil sa mlynér. —
Alebo budem teraz rozprévaf, alebe ma z hry
vynechajto!

— Tak rozpravaj, — pristal hostingky, — Ale
rozum si si, ako vidim, prepil.

- Pobivajte teda, ale vietei, — vravi mlyndr. —
Najprv cheem vyhldsit, Ze som, no, frocha
podgurdzeny. Poznim o po hlase. Ak sa teda
budem myli, pripi§te to prosim na Gdet
southwarkského piva. Réd by som vém rozpovedal

historku o tesdrovi a jeho Zene, ako aj o #tudentovi,
o si = toho tesdrn vystrelil,

Bafir, do bol tie# tesirom, zvolal: — Culi! Hanba
ném vSotkym, Ze sme # dovolili rozprévat, ked si
taky opity. Urdite poubliZujed poriadnym muzom
i Zendm.

— Dovol, bratek Oswald, — mlynér redie, —
dobre viem, tak ako aj ty, Ze na svete je tisic
dobrych #ien na jednu zit. Ci nemam Fenu

ako aj ty? Nebran mi teda v rozprévani.

A neokrdchanee mlyndr hned zadal svoju historku.
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Poviedka

mlynarova

Zi} raz v Oxforde jeden bobaty tesér a uitho byval chu-
dobny Student, ktory sa vyznal v astroldgiit, Tesdr mal Zenu,
pekné osemndstrodné stvorenie, milé ako lasitka, no sém bol
stary hundrof a Zenu zatvaral doma ako vtdda do klietky.

No a tomu Studentovi, volal sa Nicholas, sa mladd pani
Alisou velmi padila. Diho rozhutoval, ako by starého Ziarlivea
napalil, aby bol vietkym na posmech. A tak raz vo 8tvrtok,
ked tesdr odisiel do Osney, ukuli spolu takyto plan: Najprv
si Nicholas naznddal do svoje] izby jedla a pitia na dva dni.
Potom Alison prikézal, aby manZelovi, ked sa vrdti a bude sa
naiiho dozvedat, povedala, Ze ho za cel¥ ten Sas ani nevazrela,
‘e va 7 izby nik neozyva, takfe md strach, & neochorel. Nuz
teda, cteni péni, tak sa aj stalo. Nicholas sedel v izbe celé
dva dni, jedol a popijal si, kolko mu chutilo, a tesdr sa ud
zadal starostif, o je s nim. Napokon poslal udiia, aby skalou
zabichal na dvere. Chlapee biichal, trepal ako Sialeny a vy-
voldval: ~ Hej, pén Nicholas, vari choete cely deft spat? —
No z izby sa neozvalo ani slovigko. Vtom zbadal pod dverami
Skiéru, kade asi malky preliezali, kvokol si a pozrel dnu.
Videl, ako Nicholas sedi na stolitke a hiadi do neba ani nd.
mesadny. Ked sa vrasil k pdnovi, vietko mu rozpovedal.

— PanchoZe! — zvolal tesér. — Ten ¥ovek urdite upadol
do astronomického tranzu! A ja som mu to vidy vravel!
(lovek sa nemé mieat Panu Bohu do remesla a ustavitne

pehat nos do tajomstva hviezd. Ale chudéka Nicholasa mi je
Tito. Pokiisim sa vytriast z neho to fantazirovanie. Podaj mi
palicu, Robin, & pomé# mi vyvalit dvere,

Obaja sa vrhli na dvere, kym nepovolili, a naozaj! — Nicho-
las tam sedi, nebybny ako kamet, a meravo hladi pred seba
do povetria, Tesér ho z celej sily potriasol za plecia a kridal: —
Podivaj, Nicholas! Co je 8 tebou, flovede! Pozri na mba!
A prebud sa! Zehndm ta znakom kriza, stratte sa, skriatkovia
a zloduchovial — A odriekal zakinadlo proti zlej maci: —
Od vietkého zlého a noényeh hréz vyslobod nds, 6, Pane nis,
Jezi$u Kriste!

Vtom Nicholas faiko vzdychol a zakvilil: — Ach, beda
nédm! Ci sa 04 svet naozaj tak skoro pominie?!

~— Co to vra - pyta sa tosdr.

~ Daj sa mi napif, — vravi mu Nicholas, — a potom ti po-
viem, o nikomu imému nevyzradim.

Tesdr vysiel » inby & vratil sa s kedahom tubého piva. Ked si
obaja vypili, Nicholas zamkol dvere, tesira usadil k sobe
a povedal: — John, méj drahy a dobry gazda, prisahaj mi
na svoju dest, Zo nikemu neprezradfl, %o ti teraz poviem,
Lebo, aby si vedel, toto mi zjavili nebesé, a keby si sa o tom
pred niekym zmienil, si strateny a zo¥alel by si.

— Prisahdm, ved nie som dike tdradio, — sluboval fut-
mék, — prisahdm 6, %o to nevyzradim nijakému mufovi ani
Zene ani dietatu.

— Dobre, John, — vravi mu Nicholas, — takito je toda
pravda: Z hviezd som sa dozvedel, %e na budfici pondelok
0 polnoei sa spusti stradny lejak a nastane potopa ovela
vadia, ako kedysi zazil Noe?. Za bodinu zaplavi celd zem
a vietei Tudia, mudi aj Zeny, sa utopia.

~ Och, Zena moja bohd! — beddkal tesdr. — Vari aj moja
Alison zahynie pod vodou? -~ Zatackal sa, cely zifaly,
& prosil: — A niet nijakej pomoci?

— Nu# vedel by som o datom, — na to Nicholas, — ak
bude’ konat podla starych mudreov, a nie podla svojej hlavy.

kit
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Pottival moju radu s ja sa ti zavizujom, Ze ju zachrinim, tak
isto aj teba a seba. Podul si predsa, ako sa Noe zachrénil a ako
ho Boh predtym varoval, nie?

-« Ano, - povedal tesér, -~ podul, u% ddvno.

— Aj o tom iste vie§, — pokradoval Nicholas, — ako sa
potom, ked nadidie] das, Noe trépil, e nedal pre Zenu pogtavit
osobitnft lod. My to teda urobime midrejfie ako Noe, ale
musime sa pondhlat, nemdme Jasu nazvys. Katdému z nds
prichystad tri putne, také velké, aby sa v nich dalo sediet
a veslovat. Ale dozri, aby v nich bolo jedla na jeden den, lebo
druhého diia napoludnie voda opadne. No tvoj udelt Robiu
aj sltzka Gillian nesmi 0i8 ani len tudif, ale nepytaj sa preto.
Nemdzem ti prezradit vietko, o mi zjavil Boh. Tie tri putne
zavestd pod strechu a prichystés sl sekeru, ktorou presekned
povraty, aby sme sa mohli spustit na hladinu, ked voda vy-
stépi. A potowm sa budeme pekne plavit, ako ked kadica pliva
za kiderom, a ja zavoldm na vés: — Hej, Alison, hej, John,
tefte sa, prival ustupuje! — A vy mi zakridite: — Hej, Ni-
cholas, bud zdravy, vyhrali sme! — A aZ do konen #ivota
budeme pani colého sveta ako Noe so Zenou. No zapamiitaj si,
e od tej chvile, ako sa usadime v putniach, nikto z nés ne-
vydd ani hlaska, neutrisi ani slovitko, lebo takd je vola
nebies. A to je vietho. Zajtra v noci, ked vietol zaspia, vy-
gkriabeme sa kafdy do svojej putne a budeme tam sedief
a obakévat milost bofin, Teraz chod a zariad vletko potrebné
ne zéchranu nasich Zivotov,

Hltipy tesar ho poshichol a so vietkym sa zveril Zene, A t4,
hoel to vedela skér ako on, predstierala strach a v slzdch ho
prosila, len aby ich zachranil. No a pretofe jé strach chytlavy,
zadal lamentovaf aj tesdr. Tak ako sa stdva, Ze Slovek umrie
od hrézy, ak podiahne fantasirovaniu, aj tesér u v predsta-
vach videl, ako sa vali dravy prival a stfha do vody jeho
sladkd Alison, Vydeseny betal po diefu, v ktorej miesili cesto,
a dve putne, zavesil ich pod strechu a vlastuymi rukami zho-
tovil tri rebriky, po ktoryeh mali vyliezt. Do diefe i do putnf

ulo%il chlieb & syr, ba aj kréah dobrého piva, aby mali na cely
deti dost jedla. ShiZku s udliom poslal potom za povinnostani
do Londyna a v pondelok na stunraku zamkol dvere, zahasil
sviecu a vietel traja sa vydtverali do putni a do diede.

— A teraz ani muk! — Sepla Alison. Tesér prosedel] cely éas
v dioi a akal na dd#d. No ked sa celkom zotmelo premohol
ho spanok. Nicholas a Alison zisli dolu a zabdvali sa a¥ do réna,
pokym nezatali zvony vyzvifiaf a na chére spievat.

Este som vém nepovedal, Ze aj kostolnikovi, volal sa Abso-
lon, sa mladd Alison, tesirova Zena, velmi pddila. Ked Siel
toho dila cez Osney3, ktosi mu povedal, Ze tesdr nie jo doma,
vraj $iel opétovi po drevo na stavbu. A tak si kostolnik po-
myslel, Ze by bolo prijermé stratit slovke dve s Alison, ked
nemé muza doma. Vstal teda vdasrdno, len So kohit zakikiri-
kal, vyobliekal sa, udesal, ful sladké drevo, aby mal svieZi dych,
a uhéiial k tesrovmu domu. $tal si pod oblok a hrkétal:

— o robfl, Alison, dievéatko sladké? Ty moje vtééa M-
bezné, skvost méj, prebud sa, srdietko, a ozvi sa mi! Budem
kvilit ako nestastnéd hrdlitka, pokym ma nepobozkés,

Nicholas a Alison ho potivali a dusili sa smiechom. Potom
Alison otvorila oblok a povedala mu. — Tak pod si po ten
bozk! — Tma bolo ako v pivnici, a tak miesto Alison vystrdil
hlavu z obloka Nicholas a Absolon ho bozkal.

— Cofe je to! Ako jo to moZné! — skrikol Absolon. —
Zena s bradou?! — Alison sa rozosmiala. A Nicholas sa re-
hotal: — Cha-cha! — Nu% a Absolon pochopil, #e si z neho
vystrelili. Pochytil ho hnev, nepovedal v¥ak nig, iba pod fazy
si zamrmlal: — To mi zaplatite! — a be¥al do dediny ku ko-
vadovi, o vo vyhni koval radlice.

Absolon zabtchal na dvere a kridal: — Gervals, otvor mi!

— Kto je?

-— Ja, Absolon.

~— Absolon? A ¥o tak zavéasu? (o sa stalo?

— Nepytaj sa, Gervais, ale ak si mi priatelom, poZidej i
na chvilu to Zeravé Zelezo, do més¥ v obni.
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-~ Aj keby to bolo zlato & nie iba ¥elezo, aj tak i ho po-
Fidiam, — vravi mu Gervais, — Ale nadofe ti je?

— Nevyzvedaj sa tolko! — sl ho Absolon. — Zajtra ti to
poviem. — Schmatol felezo za koniee, &o nebol hortici, a letol
s nim k tesdrovmu domu. Ked ta dofiel, slabo zakaslal a za-
klopal na oblok ako predtym.

~— KtoZe to klope? ~ pyta sa Alison,

— Ja som to, Absolon, srdieko, — vravi jei. — Donlesol
som ti zlaty prstefi, ¢o nosila moja matka, a dém ti ho, ak ma
efte raz pobozkds.

Hunctt Nicholas vystréil teds znova hlavu z obloka, a viom
#mik! Absolon mu presiel rozpalenym Zelezom po lici.

Ach, to bolo revu! Jadal a vrieskal: — Vodu, vodu, preboha,
zmilujte sa! — Na ten krik sa zobudil aj tesdr, a ked podul,
e nickto zifalo vykrikuje a spomina vodu, blyslo mu: U% je tu
potopal Vstal, sekerou prefal povrazy, lebo si myslel, Ze je ui
na vode. No miesto toho buch! zletel dole a lefal na zemi
stfpouto ako omrddeny. Alison s Nicholasom vybehli na
ulieu & vykrikovali: — Pomoe! Pomoe! Pomoe! — Na ten
lomoz vysli susedia, dospeli i deti a befali k tesdrovi,opytat sa,
%o sa vobi, No zakaidym, ked cheel otvorit fista a povedat,
fo sa mu stalo, Nicholas I Alison mu skod#ili do redi & vykla-
dali, Ze sa zbldznil & namyslel si, %e zasa pride potopa. V tom
pomiteni mysle zavesil pod strechu aj tri putne a nGtil ich,
aby si do nich sadli. Mali ste podut, ako sa vietol len-len Je ne-
popudili od smiechu, a ked pozreli na strechu, znova sa roz-
rehotali a vietko, %o tesdr uvédzal na svoju obranu, obracali
na #art. Nikte ho nepotival a jeho protesty prehlusoval vie-
obeeny rehot a posmesky.

— {loveds, ten chlap sa naozaj zbldenil, — vraveli si.

— Zblaznil sa, potujete, ndia, zbldznil sal — vykrikovali
viotel.

A tak z tesdra uwrobili bldzna s Nicholas chodil popileny
a Absolon sa vratil domov ber bozku & tesérova fena sa smiala.
Viac o nich neviem. Boh vés vietkych poehnaj!

R S

Prolog

Safdrovw

Celé spolotnost sa schuti smiala pribehu

o Absolonovi, Nicholasovi a tesdrovi. Jednéma

sa pddila viac, druhému menej, ale va&ina bola
toho nézoru, %e to bol vyborny #art. Jediny, komu
sa pribeh vohec napadil, bol Zafir Oswald, pretofe
on sdm bol tesirom. Zavréal: — No, nol Keby som
uZ nebol stary na Yarty, porozpraval by som vém
efito Stavnatejiiu historku o istom mlyndrovi.

Ale pre miia vk triva nenarastie. Z toho, o som
zozal, ostala len suchd slama. A roky u¥ tiex
neodikriepim, vpisané st v bielych viasoch

na mojej hlave. Stary Hlovek, hotové opica —

tak vam radej nopoviem nié.

Ale nd8 hostinsky sa vypil v sedle a nad Saférovym
lamentovanim Jen hodil rukou: — Nado

to vietko? - povedal. ~ Co koho do toho, & to
bude pribeh o mlynérovi, lodnfkovi alebo doktorovi?
Nerob drahoty a rozpravaj! Poludnis jo za nami,
tamto je ud Deptford? a hned za nim Greenwich?,
Najvyssl das, aby si uz zadal.

~ NuZ tak dobre, — na to fafir Oswald. — Dafam
viiak, %o nebudete namietat, ak o¥ratému
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“famson —~ v Starom zdkone (v biblii) fidovsky hrdind, presléveny
vesmiernou silow, ktory sz vyznamenal v hojoch s Filistin-
oami. V spénku mu odstrihia Dalila, jeho mils, vlasy, v kto-
ryc}’x mal vraj silu. Zajali ho a oslepili. Zomrel v troskdch
ci}ramu, leed strhol na seba i na nepriatela vellé kamenné
stlpy

Sfunt — vahové miera; asi 34 kg

“h&rok% — v stredoveku hldsatel, ktorého Glohon bolo vyhlasovad
vojnu alebo mier, alebo ind zmluvy, dozerat na burnaje a urdité
obrady

*Helctor - vo vojne Grékov proti Tréji najstatodnejdf iréjsky bo-
jovnik. Napokon podfahol Grékovi Achillovi, ktorému zabilnaj-
rm’l‘éieho pristele. Achilles v1g&il Hektorovu mftvolu okolo
troisilcycil hx:a.diclb, lale na proshu jeho otea mu ju napokon
vydal, aby st mohol syna pochovaf. Te o opisuj 6
vo svojom diele Hiadgm P o el oplsujo Homéx

Bayrafy o fauni — nymwfy st krisne vily vod a prametiov, stromov
2 hor, poloboZsksd bytosti; fauni — v rimskom bajoslovi polo-
mu? & polocap; starorfmsky boh plodive] sily, ochranca do-

bytka a _gazdovetva, povodea tejomnyeh lesngeh hlasov,
& preto aj boh velitectva !

Prolég a poviedka mlyndrova

tastrolégia — tu vestenie z hviead ; v staroveku a strodovelen Tadia
verili, #e Indské osudy mo¥no vybitat z hviesd (z ich zo-
skupenin). Této ,nduka® opiers sa o mytologicko-fantasticks
chépanie vesmiru

oo — v Starom zdkone (v biblii) Yidovsky patrisrcha, desiaty
v rade Adamovyoh potomkov, dostal od Hospodina prikaz,
:}by st vystaval koréb (archu) a do nej vzal svoju rodinu
i zo vietkych zvierat po pare; v koribe pre#il potopu sveta
a stal sa tak otcom nového fudstva

30sney — opatstvo na predmest! mesta Oxfordu

Prolég a poviedka Fafdrova
1Deptford (4taj Detford) — dnes predmestie Londyna na juhu

“Cireenwich (dftaj Griny®) — predmestie Londyna na pravom
brehu rieky Teme. Lol v Kentskom gréfstve. Dnes je tam
velké hvezdérett, postavend na nultom poludniku. Od neho
sa xadina poditat zemepisnd dftke

SPrumpington (¢itaj Trampington) — miestne meno

4Cambridge (¢taj Khimbridi) — starobylé mesto v juhovychad-
nom Anglicku, snime starou univerziton

58oler Hall (Gitaj Soler Hol) — kolégium univerzitnd, kde byvali
Studenti a tradniel uwviverzity. Za Chaucerovych &as bolo
takyehto kolégit fest

Prolég a poviedka juristova

Wenoca (8itaj Sencka) — v 1. storodl n. 1, rimsky filozof, rétorik,
autor bisnickych tragédii. Agrippina, manzellea cisira Claudia,
urobila ho vychovivatelom svojbo syna Neréna. Jeho radcom
ostal aj vtedy, ked sa stal cisarom. Nero ho dal zavraZdit

#Chaucer, Geoffrey (Sitaj Cdser, Diofry) — 1340—1400 najvadi
bhsnik predrenesaning. Vadsinu Fivota stravil v krilovskyeh
sludbach. Velmi dobre poznal tvorbu antickyeh autorov, ktord
podla stredovekého spésobu odieva do rytierskeho fatu. Vy-
vreholenim jeho bésnickej tvorby st Canterburské poviedky
(13731400}, ktoré ostali nedokondené. Ide v nich o maj-
strovské eharakteristiku postav, ktord prevySuje rozprévad.
sky talent Chaucerov

3(aosar, Gaius Julius (Htaj Cézar, Géjus Jilius) — velky vojvodea
& ¥tatoik, zavrafdeny prijatym synom Brutom po sendbor-
skom sprisahani. Ob4vali sa, aby sa Cacsar nevyhlésil za samo-
vidden

4Daniel v jame levovej — babylonsky krdl Cyrus zvolil si za
svojho raden Daniela, vzneSend knieZa. Svojou madrosfou
neraz presveddil krala o pravdivosti svojichislov, &m si
zigkal priazeft krala, no popudil si proti sebe niektorych
Babylondanov, ktorl Ziadali Cyrasa, aby im Daniela, vydal,
ktorého dal kvl hodit ho do jamy medzi siedmich vyhla.
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Words between the Host and the Miller
Your love (unless his sufferings deceive me)
He would be worth considering, believe me.
A noble mercy should surpass a right.”
And then he said to Palamon the knight,
‘I think there needs but little sermoning
To gain your own assent to such a thing.
Come near, and take your lady by the hand.’
And they were joined together by the band
That is called matrimony, also marriage,
By counsel of the Duke and all his peerage.
And thus with every bliss and melody
Palamon was espoused to Emily,
And God that all this wide, wide world has wrought,
Send them his love, for it was dearly bought!
Now Palamon’s in'joy, amid a wealth
Of bliss and splendour, happiness and health,
He’s tenderly beloved of Emily
And serves her with a gentle constancy,
And never a jealous word between them spoken
Or other sorrow in a love unbroken,
Thus ended Palamon and Emily,
And God save all this happy company! -
Amen.

The Miller’s Tale

Words between the Host and the Miller

HEN we had heard the tale the Knight had told,
Not one among the pilgrims, young or old,
But said it was indeed a noble story
Worthy to be remembered for its glory,
And it especially pleased the gentlefolk.
Our Host began to laugh and swore in joke:
102

Words between the Host and the Miller

¢It’s going well, we’ve opened up the bale;
Now, let me see. Who'll tell another tale ?
Upon my soul the game has begun well!
Come on, Sir Monk, if you’ve a tale to tell,
Repay the Knight a little for his tale!”
The Miller, very drunk and rather pale,
Was straddled on his horse half-on half-off
And in no mood for manners or to doff
His hood or hat, or wait on any man,
But in a voice like Pilate’s he began*
To huff and swear. ‘By blood and bones and belly,
T’ve got a noble story I can tell ’ee,
T’ll pay the Knight his wages, not the Monk.”
Our Host perceived at once that he was drunk
And said, ‘Now hold on, Robin, dear old brother;
We’ll get some better man to tell another;
You wait a bit. Let’s have some common sense.”
¢God’s soul, I won’t!’ said he. ‘At all events
I mean to talk, or else I'll go my way.”
Our Host replied, ¢ Well, blast you then, you may.
You fool! Your wits have gone beyond recall.”
“Now listen,” said the Miller, ‘one and all,
To what I have to say. But first I’'m bound
‘To say I’'m drunk, I know it by my sound.
And if the words get muddled in my tale
Just put it down to too much Southwark ale.
I will relate a legend and a life
Of an old carpenter and of his wife,
And how a student came and set his cap . ..
The Reeve looked up and shouted, ‘ Shut your trap!
Give over with your drunken harlotry.
It is a sin and foolishness,’ said he,
“To slander any man or bring a scandal
On wives in general. Why can’t you handle
Some other tale ? There’s other things beside.”
To this the drunken Miller then replied,
¢My dear old brother Oswald, such is life.
A man’s no cuckold if he has no wife.
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For all that, I’m not saying you are one;

"There’s many virtuous wives, all said and done,

Ever a thousand good for one that’s bad,

As well you know yourself, unless you’re mad.

Why are you angry ? What is this to-do ?

1 have a wife, God knows, as well as you,

Yet not for all the oxen in my plough

Would I engage to take it on me now

To think myself a cuckold, just because

T’m pretty sure I’m not and never was.

One shouldn’t be too inquisitive in life

Either about God’s secrets or one’s wife.

Youw’ll find God’s plenty all you could desire;

Of the remainder, better not enquire.’
What can I add ? The Miller had begun,

He would not hold his peace for anyone,

But told his churl’s tale his own way, I fear.

And I regret I must repeat it here,

And so I beg of all who are refined

For God’s love not to think me ill-inclined

Or evil in my purpose. I rehearse

Their tales as told, for better or for worse, _

For else I should be false to what occurred.

So if this tale had better not be heard,

Just turn the page and choose another sort;

Youwll find them here in plenty, long and short;

Many historical, that will profess

Morality, good breeding, saintliness.

Do not blame me if you should choose amiss.

The Miller was a churl, I’ve told you this,

So was the Reeve, and other some as well,

And harlotry was all they had to tell.

Consider then and hold me free of blame;

And why be serious about a game ?

~
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The Miller’s Tale

OME time ago there was a rich old codger
'Who lived in Oxford and who took a lodger.
The fellow was a carpenter by trade,
His lodger a poor student who had made
Some studies in the arts, but all his fancy
Turned to astrology and geomancy,
And he could deal with certain propositions
And make a forecast under some conditions
About the likelihood of drought or showers
For those who asked at favourable hours,
Or put a question how their luck would fall
In this or that, I can’t describe thent all.
This lad was known as Nicholas the Gallant,
And making love in secret was his talent,
For he was very close and sly, and took
Advantage of his meek and girlish look.
He rented a small chamber in the kip
All by himself without companionship.
He decked it charmingly with herbs and fruit
And he himself was sweeter than the root
Of liquorice, or any fragrant herb.
His astronomic text-books were superb,
He had an astrolabe to match his art
And calculating counters laid apart
On handy shelves that stood above his bed.
His press was curtained coarsely and in red;
Above there lay a gallant harp in sight
On which he played melodiously at night
With such a touch that all the chamber rang;
It was The Virgin’s Angelus he sang,
And after that he sang King William’s Note,
And people often blessed his merry throat.
And that was how this charming scholar spent
His time and money, which his friends had sent.
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This carpenter had married a new wife
Not long before, and loved her more than life,
She was a girl of eighteen years of age.
Jealous he was and kept her in the cage,
For he was old and she was wild and young;
He thought himself quite likely to be stung.

He might have known, were Cato on his shelf,
A man should marry someone like himself;
A man should pick an equal for his mate.
Youth and old age are often in debate.
However, he had fallen in the snare,
And had to bear his cross as others bear.

She was a fair young wife, her body as slender
As any weasel’s, and as soft and tender;
She used to wear a girdle of striped silk;
Her apron was as white as morning milk
Over her loins, all gusseted and pleated.
‘White was her smock; embroidery repeated
Its pattern on the collar, front and back,
Inside and out; it was of silk, and black.
‘The tapes and ribbons of her milky mutch
Were made to match her collar to a touch;
She wore a broad silk fillet, rather high,
And certainly she had a lecherous eye.
And she had plucked her eyebrows into bows,
Slenderly arched they were, and black as sloes;
And a more truly blissful sight to see
She was than blossom on a cherry-tree,
And softer than the wool upon a wether;
And by her girdle hung a purse of leather,
Tasselled with silk and silver droplets, pearled;
If you went seeking up and down the world,
The wisest man you met would have to wrench
His fancy to imagine such a wench;
And her complexion had a brighter tint
Than a new florin from the Royal Mint.
As to her song, it was as loud and quick
As any swallow’s chirping on a rick;
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And she would skip or play some game or other
Like any kid or calf behind its mother.
Her mouth was sweet as mead or honey - say
A hoard of apples lying in the hay.
Skittish she was, and jolly as a colt,
Tall as a mast and upright as a bolt
Out of a bow. Her collaret revealed
A brooch as big as boss upon a shield.
High shoes she wore, and laced them to the top.
She was a daisy, O a lollypop
For any nobleman to take to bed
Or some good man of yeoman stock to wed.
Now, gentlemen, this Gallant Nicholas
One day began to romp and make a pass
At this young woman, in a mood of play,
Her husband being out, down Osney way.
Students are sly, and giving way to whim,
He made a grab and caught her by the quim
And said, ‘Unless I have my will of you
I’ll die of secret love — O, darling, do!”
‘Then held her haunches hard and gave a cry
O love-me-all-at-once or I shall die!”
She gave a spring, just like a skittish colt
Boxed in a frame for shoeing, and with a jolt
Managed in time to wrench her head away,
And said, ‘Give over, Nicholas, I say!
No, I won’t kiss you! Stop it! Let me go
Or I shall scream! I'll let the neighbours know!
Where are your manners ? Take away your paws!®
Then Nicholas began to plead his cause
And spoke so fair in proffering what he could
That in the end she promised him she would,
Swearing she’d love him, with a solemn promise
To be at his disposal, by St Thomas,
When she could spy an opportunity.
“My husband is so full of jealousy,
Unless you watch your step and hold your breath
I know for certain it will be my death,’
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