PERIOD OF GREAT INDIVIDUAL WRITERS 1350-1400

CHAUCER


flowering of Middle English literature; linguistic climate settled; English is fully accepted
mid 14th cent: Alliterative Revival (some of the finest and most popular works of the age; Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, Pearl, Piers Plowman)
after Layamon: native tradition evolved in oral transmission; survived in the linguistically, culturally more conservative country, North and Northwest
Old English alliterative line reappeared, though not the vocabulary
simplification: no midline caesura; the whole line becomes a unit of thought
4 alliterative poems in a single manuscript by the same author (?): Pearl, Patience, Cleanness, and Sir Gawain and the Green Knight (differences in subject and form, resemblances in language and feeling: praise of purity)

Sir Gawain and the Green Knight: (c. 1375-1400) finest Arthurian romance
an „embarrassment of riches”: vocabulary, details of architecture, gowns, fashions, hunting
composite of motifs of Celtic and Old French romances: Beheading of the Challenger (first in 11th cent. Irish romance), Temptation motif
legends, folktales, human psychology, realistic yet highly poetic descriptions of cold and winter, sex and suspense
Gawain: epitomy of the first blooming of Arthurial chivalry
4 divisions: 1. in Camelot, the challenge of the Green Knight, beheading scene,

The Green Knight upon ground girds him with care:



But stoutly he starts forth upon stiff shanks, 
Bows a bit with his head, and bares his flesh: 




And as all stood staring he stretched forth his hand, 
His long lovely locks he laid over his crown 




Laid hold of his head and heaved it aloft, 
Let the naked nape for the need be shown




Then goes to the green steed, grasps the bridle, 
Gawain grips to his ax and gathers it aloft 




Steps into the stirrup, bestrides his mount,
The left foot on the floor before him he set 




And his head by the hair in his hand holds, 
Brought it down deftly upon the bare neck, 




And as steady he sits in the stately saddle 
That the shock of the sharp blow shivered the bones



As be had met with no mishap, nor missing were 
And cut the flesh cleanly and clove it in twain,





                                his head.
That the blade of bright steel bit into the ground.




                    His bulk about he haled.
The head was hewn off and fell to the floor;



 
                   That fearsome body that bled; 
 Many found it at their feet, as forth it rolled; 



      
              There were many in the court that quailed 
The blood gushed from the body, bright on the green, 


     
               Before all his say was said
Yet fell not the fellow, nor faltered a whit.

the Green Knight rides away with his head in his arms;
2. a year later Gawain sets out to find the Green Knight; graciously received in a beautiful castle; deal with the lord to exchange spoils;
3. Gawain is amorously tempted by the lady of the castle
"Good morning, Sir Gawain," said that gay lady, 



I shall hem and hold you on either hand, 
"A slack sleeper you are, to let one slip in! 




And keep company awhile with my captive knight.
Now you are taken in a trice--a truce we must make,  



For as certain as I sit here, Sir Gawain you are, 
Or I shall bind you in your bed--of that be assured." 



Whom all the world worships, whereso you ride; 
Thus laughing lightly that lady jested. 




Your honor, your courtesy are highest acclaimed 
"Good morning, good lady," said Gawain the blithe,



By lords and by ladies, by all living men; 
"Be it with me as you will; I am well content! 




And lo! we are alone here, and left to ourselves
For I surrender myself, and sue for your grace,



My lord and his liegemen are long departed, 
And that is best, I believe, and behooves me now."



The household asleep, my handmaids too, 
Thus jested in answer that gentle knight. 




The door drawn, and held by a well-driven bolt, 
"But if, lovely lady, you misliked it not, 




And since I have in this house him whom all love, 
And were pleased to permit your prisoner to rise,



I shall while the time away with mirthful speech 
I should quit this couch and accoutre me better



                                at will. 
And be clad in more comfort for converse here."



                    My body is here at hand, 
"Nay, not so, sweet sir," said the smiling lady; 



                    Your each wish to fulfill, 
"You shall not rise from your bed; I direct you better:



                    Your servant to command 









                    I am, and shall be still."
exchange of kisses for animals slain in the hunt, on the third day Gawain keeps the magic girdle;
4. Gawain is directed to the Green Knight’s chapel, encounter, after two feigned blows Gawain is slightly cut because of his infidelity in keeping the girdle, Green Knight reveals his identity, Gawain bitterly returns to Camelot wearing a green girdle around his neck as a memento of his failing, Arthur’s court will wear a green girdle in honour of his achievement


unusual for its plotted action (generally, romances are episodic)
Gawain’s actions in bed and his bitterness at discovering the intrigue are atypical of romance style in their amusing humanity

(Possible allegorical interpretation of the romance: „its meaning is connected with the Christian doctrine of Redemption. … The Green Knight seems to die when he is beheaded, but he comes back from the dead. By taking the magic sash from the knight's wife, he was showing that under the threat of his life he would do anything in his power to escape a death that benefits no one. When Sir Gawain flinches under the threat of the Green Knight's blow, he is showing himself to be human in that he fears for his life. After the third blow, Sir Gawain confesses that he has sinned ("your cut taught me cowardice, care for my life") , and the Green Knight pronounces absolution for him, washing away his sin ("I hold you polished as a pearl, as pure and as bright/ As you had lived free of guilt since first you were born"). The Arthurian ideal is the equivalent of the Law of Moses, demanding conduct without blemish. The Green Knight brings the Good News to Sir Gawain, the New Covenant of Grace, which gives him forgiveness from sins as his humanness is redeemed. Just as the redeeming death of Christ changed, as the words of the old hymn says, an "emblem of suffering and shame" into a symbol of forgiveness, the green sash, which for Sir Gawain was a sign of his perfidy, becomes a symbol of his salvation from the Old Law.”)

stanzas of varying length, long alliterative lines are composed of an elastic number of syllables, each stanza closes with 5 short lines rhyming ababa, the first rhyming line contains two syllables and is called the „bob”, the four 3-stress lines that follow are the „wheel”
vigour of the Anglo-Saxon, polish of the French and the magical folktales of the Celtic

The Pearl (1380-1400?) alliterative poem in 12-lined rhyming octosyllabic stanzas
elegy in the form of a dream vision/allegory = retrospective account of dream/s experienced by a first-person narrator who claims to be the poet. Popular from 12th to 16th cent. 2 main types: the secular love vision (e.g. Roman de la Rose) and philosophical/religious  vision, descended from the biblical visions of Ezekiel, St Paul and St John, or from the philosophical trad. of Cicero, Boethius and Macrobius. Most d.vs are allegorical. Frame: indicates season, time of day, location, environment and the solitude and psychological state of the dreamer, who is typically is troubled by some need or lack which the dream fulfills. Two voices in tension: naive dreamer and the wiser poet who has learned from the dream. Double perspective: past and present, involvement and distance. Philosophical d.vs: fundamental epistemological issues natural and divine knowledge; matter and spirit. Spenser: The Faerie Queene (1590); Bunyan: The Pilgrim’s Progress (1678); Keats: The Fall of Hyperion (1820); Shelley: The Triumph of Life (1822)
lament over the loss of the poet's little daughter ("precious pearl without a spot"), who died before she was 2 years old. Poet falls asleep in the garden where she was buried and has a vision of his daughter in New Jerusalem. Pearl is one of the virgin brides of Christ. The grieving poet is told to resign himself to God's will. Through a kind of lyric therapy he brings himself, at he end, to dedicate Pearl to God.

(97)
Delight dinned in my eye and ear


(…)

(99)
Sick in mind with the sudden fright

And made my mortal mind give way:




Of being flung from that lovely place,
              Seeing my loved one, I longed to be there,




And every vivid, ecstatic sight,
              Though over the stream she had her stay.




I swooned with longing a moment’s space,
              I thought, since nothing could stop my quest




Then cried in mournful, sad lament,
              By striking a blow, or blocking my way,




’O noble Pearl, of renown most dear,
              I would plunge in the stream and swim the rest,



Most precious to me was your argument
             Though doing it brought my dying day.




In this most veritable vision here.
                 But as I started to go astray,





    If you are truly, as you appear,
                 I was sharpely shaken from my design;




    To the circle of all the blessed assigned,
                From my resolve I was summoned away:




    I think it good, from this dungeon drear,
                It did not please my Prince’s mind.





    That you should please that Prince’s mind.’

The Pearl: sustained emotional quality and technical mastery of versification
rhyme pattern: ababababbcbc; most lines contain alliteration of at least two stressed syllables; each group of 5 stanzas are bound by a link word which ends one stanza and is the first stress word in the next; line often iambic

William Langland: Piers Plowman (1367-1386?) religious allegory in alliterative verse
a monumental work of social consciousness; earnest involvement of contemporary issues; it treats specifically the poor, massive appeal in the 16th cent; considered to be a forerunner of English Reformation
dream allegory: Prologue describes how the author fell asleep on a May morning on Malvern Hills and saw in a dream " a fair field full of folk", ploughmen, hermits, merchants, jesters, beggars, pilgrims, barons, burgesses, tradesmen, artisans, labourers ans innkeepers. (cf. Chaucer"s General Prologue to The Canterbury Tales). The vision develops into an allegorical interpretation of life (Holy Church, Wit, Wisdom, Peace, Pride, Luxury, Envy, Wrath, etc.)

John Gower (?1330-1408) friend and rival of Chaucer; wrote in French (Miroir de l'Homme), Latin (Vox Clamantis) and English: Confessio Amantis
Confessio Amantis: collection of tales in octosyllabic couplets linked by a framework
series of exempla, in the forms of classical legends, illustrating various aspects of courtly love
didactic and moral

GEOFFREY CHAUCER (?1340-1400)


Hundred Years' War (1337-1453), Great Plague (1348-49), Peasants' Revolt (1381), Wyclif
Richard III (1327-77), Richard II (1377-99), Henry IV (1399-1413)

feudalism in decline, growth of towns, wealth no longer restricted to land ownership, rise of burgher class

son of a prosperous wine merchant; from his early teens contacts with the court; diplomatic missions to France and Italy, breadth of vision combined with technical brilliance

FIRST GREAT METRIST:
ballade: ("Truth") three stanzas having an identical rhyme scheme, followed by an envoy, and having the same last line for each of the stanzas and envoy
roundel: (rondeau) ('Merciless Beauty") a short poem of fixed form, consisting of 13 lines, constructed of 2 rhymes, having the opening word or phrase used in two places as an unrhymed refrain
heroic couplet (The Canterbury Tales) rhymed iambic pentameter
rhyme royal (Troilus and Criseyde) 7-line iambic pentameter rhyming ababbcc

INFLUENCES and SOURCES
I. French models - minor poems; translated (parts of) Roman de la Rose, source of much 14th-cent. French poetry (dream vision derives from Roman de la Rose)
II. Italian influence: Dante, Boccaccio, Petrarch
III. Classical history, mythology, literature (Virgil, Ovid, Cicero)

Important WORKS
The Book of the Duchess (1369?) first narrative poem; dream vision in octosyllabic couplets
The House of Fame (betw. 1374-85) unfinished dream poem; influence of Virgil and Dante
The Parliament of Fowls (betw. 1372-86) dream poem in rhyme royal
Troilus and Criseyde (late 1380s) based on Boccaccio's Il Filostrato; the first real "novel" in English written in rhyme royal; enriched narrative, more dimensions than anything that had hitherto appeared in English; portrayal of Criseyde with psychological subtlety, she is the first truly complex heroine in post-classical literature
The Legend of Good Women (betw. 1372-86) unfinished work, collection of accounts of faithful women

The Canterbury Tales (1384-1400)
fictional pilgrimage, any spring in later 14th century; no contemporary political issues; concerned with ethical questions (Blake: Of Chaucer’s characters ... some of the names or titles are altered by time, but the characters themselves remain forever unaltered”)
Genre: collection of stories (e.g. Gower: Confessio Amantis, Boccaccio: Decameron, exempla used by preachers)
unique in its diversity; no moral framework; rigorous generic and stylistic variation
29(?)+2 pilgrims from all levels of society (except the highest and lowest)
Frame: pilgrimage (religious); organizing principle: story-telling competition (secular)
competition: people from different social status on the same level

55 surviving manuscripts; Earliest Ms: Hengwrt (1400-1410); 24 extant tales
Fragment I: General Prologue, Knight, Miller, Reeve, Cook;
Fragment II: Man of Law;
Fragment III: Wife of Bath, Friar, Summoner;
Fragment IV: Clerk, Merchant;
Fragment V: Squire, Franklin;
Fragment VI: Physician, Pardoner;
Fragment VII: Shipman, Prioress, Sir Thopas, Melibee, Monk, Nun’s Priest;
Fragment VIII: Second Nun, Canon’s Yeoman;
Fragment IX: Manciple;
Fragment X: Parson
tellers fit the tale and vica versa

almost all literary forms current in the Middle Ages can be found:
courtly romance: Knight; fabliau: Miller, Reeve; Breton lay: Franklin; saint’s legend: Prioress; preacher’s exemplum: Pardoner; beast fable: Nun’s Priest; sermon: Parson

characters respond to each others’ story, churls and gentles meet and engage on equal terms
comic parallels: Knight - Miller; Miller - Reeve (antiromance, antichivalric hero)
social diversity of pilgrims, the range of style they employ, the psychological richness of their interaction are landmarks in literature

General Prologue: description of the characters by the narrator; competition invited by the host
Genre: estates satire
3 estates: those who fight, those who pray and those who labour (knight, priest, ploughman)
estate satires: aim to give an analysisof society in terms of hierarchy, social function and morality. They enumerate the various ’estates’, with the object of showing how far they fall short ofthe ideal to which it should conform.
Source: Langland: Piers Plowman
reverdie (eloquent) followed by colloquial descriptions of XIVth century characters
narrator unbiassed (?); 4 idealized characters: Knight, Plowman (secular); Parson, Clerk (religious)

	Here bygynneth the Book 
of the tales of Caunterbury 
	Here begins the Book
of the Tales of Canterbury 

	1: Whan that aprill with his shoures soote
2: The droghte of march hath perced to the roote,
3: And bathed every veyne in swich licour
4: Of which vertu engendred is the flour;
5: Whan zephirus eek with his sweete breeth
6: Inspired hath in every holt and heeth
7: Tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
8: Hath in the ram his halve cours yronne,
9: And smale foweles maken melodye,
10: That slepen al the nyght with open ye
11: (so priketh hem nature in hir corages);
12: Thanne longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,
13: And palmeres for to seken straunge strondes,
14: To ferne halwes, kowthe in sondry londes;
15: And specially from every shires ende
16: Of engelond to caunterbury they wende,
17: The hooly blisful martir for to seke,
18: That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeke. 
	When April with his showers sweet with fruit
The drought of March has pierced unto the root
And bathed each vein with liquor that has power
To generate therein and sire the flower;
When Zephyr also has, with his sweet breath,
Quickened again, in every holt and heath,
The tender shoots and buds, and the young sun
Into the Ram one half his course has run,
And many little birds make melody
That sleep through all the night with open eye
(So Nature pricks them on to ramp and rage)-
Then do folk long to go on pilgrimage,
And palmers to go seeking out strange strands,
To distant shrines well known in sundry lands.
And specially from every shire's end
Of England they to Canterbury wend,
The holy blessed martyr there to seek
Who helped them when they lay so ill and weal 

	19: Bifil that in that seson on a day,
20: In southwerk at the tabard as I lay
21: Redy to wenden on my pilgrymage
22: To caunterbury with ful devout corage,
23: At nyght was come into that hostelrye
24: Wel nyne and twenty in a compaignye,
25: Of sondry folk, by aventure yfalle
26: In felaweshipe, and pilgrimes were they alle,
27: That toward caunterbury wolden ryde.
28: The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
29: And wel we weren esed atte beste.
30: And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,
31: So hadde I spoken with hem everichon
32: That I was of hir felaweshipe anon,
33: And made forward erly for to ryse,
34: To take oure wey ther as I yow devyse. 
	Befell that, in that season, on a day
In Southwark, at the Tabard, as I lay
Ready to start upon my pilgrimage
To Canterbury, full of devout homage,
There came at nightfall to that hostelry
Some nine and twenty in a company
Of sundry persons who had chanced to fall
In fellowship, and pilgrims were they all
That toward Canterbury town would ride.
The rooms and stables spacious were and wide,
And well we there were eased, and of the best.
And briefly, when the sun had gone to rest,
So had I spoken with them, every one,
That I was of their fellowship anon,
And made agreement that we'd early rise
To take the road, as you I will apprise. 

	35: But nathelees, whil I have tyme and space,
36: Er that I ferther in this tale pace,
37: Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun
38: To telle yow al the condicioun
39: Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,
40: And whiche they weren, and of what degree,
41: And eek in what array that they were inne;
42: And at a knyght than wol I first bigynne. 
	But none the less, whilst I have time and space,
Before yet farther in this tale I pace,
It seems to me accordant with reason
To inform you of the state of every one
Of all of these, as it appeared to me,
And who they were, and what was their degree,
And even how arrayed there at the inn;
And with a knight thus will I first begin. 

	The Knight's Portrait 
	THE KNIGHT

	43: A knyght ther was, and that a worthy man, 
44: That fro the tyme that he first bigan
45: To riden out, he loved chivalrie,
46: Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisie.
47: Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,
48: And therto hadde he riden, no man ferre,
49: As wel in cristendom as in hethenesse,
50: And evere honoured for his worthynesse.
51: At alisaundre he was whan it was wonne.
52: Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne
53: Aboven alle nacions in pruce;
54: In lettow hadde he reysed and in ruce,
55: No cristen man so ofte of his degree.
56: In gernade at the seege eek hadde he be
57: Of algezir, and riden in belmarye.
58: At lyeys was he and at satalye,
59: Whan they were wonne; and in the grete see
60: At many a noble armee hadde he be.
61: At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,
62: And foughten for oure feith at tramyssene
63: In lystes thries, and ay slayn his foo.
64: This ilke worthy knyght hadde been also
65: Somtyme with the lord of palatye
66: Agayn another hethen in turkye.
67: And everemoore he hadde a sovereyn prys;
68: And though that he were worthy, he was wys,
69: And of his port as meeke as is a mayde.
70: He nevere yet no vileynye ne sayde
71: In al his lyf unto no maner wight.
72: He was a verray, parfit gentil knyght.
73: But, for to tellen yow of his array,
74: His hors were goode, but he was nat gay.
75: Of fustian he wered a gypon
76: Al bismotered with his habergeon,
77: For he was late ycome from his viage,
78: And wente for to doon his pilgrymage. 
	A knight there was, and he a worthy man,
Who, from the moment that he first began
To ride about the world, loved chivalry,
Truth, honour, freedom and all courtesy.
Full worthy was he in his liege-lord's war,
And therein had he ridden (none more far)
As well in Christendom as heathenesse,
And honoured everywhere for worthiness.
At Alexandria, he, when it was won;
Full oft the table's roster he'd begun
Above all nations' knights in Prussia.
In Latvia raided he, and Russia,
No christened man so oft of his degree.
In far Granada at the siege was he
Of Algeciras, and in Belmarie.
At Ayas was he and at Satalye
When they were won; and on the Middle Sea
At many a noble meeting chanced to be.
Of mortal battles he had fought fifteen,
And he'd fought for our faith at Tramissene
Three times in lists, and each time slain his foe.
This self-same worthy knight had been also
At one time with the lord of Palatye
Against another heathen in Turkey:
And always won he sovereign fame for prize.
Though so illustrious, he was very wise
And bore himself as meekly as a maid.
He never yet had any vileness said,
In all his life, to whatsoever wight.
He was a truly perfect, gentle knight.
But now, to tell you all of his array,
His steeds were good, but yet he was not gay.
Of simple fustian wore he a jupon
Sadly discoloured by his habergeon;
For he had lately come from his voyage
And now was going on this pilgrimage. 

	The Squire's Portrait 
	THE SQUIRE

	79: With hym ther was his sone, a yong squier, 
80: A lovyere and a lusty bacheler,
81: With lokkes crulle as they were leyd in presse.
82: Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.
83: Of his stature he was of evene lengthe,
84: And wonderly delyvere, and of greet strengthe.
85: And he hadde been somtyme in chyvachie
86: In flaundres, in artoys, and pycardie,
87: And born hym weel, as of so litel space,
88: In hope to stonden in his lady grace.
89: Embrouded was he, as it were a meede
90: Al ful of fresshe floures, whyte and reede.
91: Syngynge he was, or floytynge, al the day;
92: He was as fressh as is the month of may.
93: Short was his gowne, with sleves longe and wyde.
94: Wel koude he sitte on hors and faire ryde.
95: He koude songes make and wel endite,
96: Juste and eek daunce, and weel purtreye and write.
97: So hoote he lovede that by nyghtertale.
98: He sleep namoore than dooth a nyghtyngale.
99: Curteis he was, lowely, and servysable,
100: And carf biforn his fader at the table. 
	With him there was his son, a youthful squire,
A lover and a lusty bachelor,
With locks well curled, as if they'd laid in press.
Some twenty years of age he was, I guess.
In stature he was of an average length,
Wondrously active, aye, and great of strength.
He'd ridden sometime with the cavalry
In Flanders, in Artois, and Picardy,
And borne him well within that little space
In hope to win thereby his lady's grace.
Prinked out he was, as if he were a mead,
All full of fresh-cut flowers white and red.
Singing he was, or fluting, all the day;
He was as fresh as is the month of May.
Short was his gown, with sleeves both long and wide.
Well could be sit on horse, and fairly ride.
He could make songs and words thereto indite,
Joust, and dance too, as well as sketch and write.
So hot he loved that, while night told her tale,
He slept no more than does a nightingale.
Courteous he, and humble, willing and able,
And carved before his father at the table. 


There was also a nun, a prioress,
Who, in her smiling, modest was and coy;
Her greatest oath was but "By Saint Eloy!"
And she was known as Madam Eglantine.
Full well she sang the services divine,
Intoning through her nose, becomingly;
And fair she spoke her French, and fluently,
After the school of Stratford-at-the-Bow,
For French of Paris was not hers to know.
At table she had been well taught withal,
And never from her lips let morsels fall,
Nor dipped her fingers deep in sauce, but ate
With so much care the food upon her plate
That never driblet fell upon her breast.
In courtesy she had delight and zest.
Her upper lip was always wiped so clean
That in her cup was no iota seen
Of grease, when she had drunk her draught of wine.
Becomingly she reached for meat to dine.
And certainly delighting in good sport,
She was right pleasant, amiable- in short.
She was at pains to counterfeit the look
Of courtliness, and stately manners took,
And would be held worthy of reverence.
But, to say something of her moral sense,
She was so charitable and piteous
That she would weep if she but saw a mouse
Caught in a trap, though it were dead or bled.
She had some little dogs, too, that she fed
On roasted flesh, or milk and fine white bread.
But sore she'd weep if one of them were dead,
Or if men smote it with a rod to smart:
For pity ruled her, and her tender heart.
Right decorous her pleated wimple was;
Her nose was fine; her eyes were blue as glass;
Her mouth was small and therewith soft and red;
But certainly she had a fair forehead;
It was almost a full span broad, I own,
For, truth to tell, she was not undergrown.
Neat was her cloak, as I was well aware.
Of coral small about her arm she'd bear
A string of beads and gauded all with green;
And therefrom hung a brooch of golden sheen
Whereon there was first written a crowned "A,"
And under, Amor vincit omnia


A monk there was, one made for mastery,
An outrider, who loved his venery;
A manly man, to be an abbot able.
Full many a blooded horse had he in stable:
And when he rode men might his bridle hear
A-jingling in the whistling wind as clear,
Aye, and as loud as does the chapel bell
Where this brave monk was of the cell.
The rule of Maurus or Saint Benedict,
By reason it was old and somewhat strict,
This said monk let such old things slowly pace
And followed new-world manners in their place.
He cared not for that text a clean-plucked hen
Which holds that hunters are not holy men;
Nor that a monk, when he is cloisterless,
Is like unto a fish that's waterless;
That is to say, a monk out of his cloister.
But this same text he held not worth an oyster;
And I said his opinion was right good.
What? Should he study as a madman would
Upon a book in cloister cell? Or yet
Go labour with his hands and swink and sweat,
As Austin bids? How shall the world be served?
Let Austin have his toil to him reserved.
Therefore he was a rider day and night;
Greyhounds he had, as swift as bird in flight.
Since riding and the hunting of the hare
Were all his love, for no cost would he spare.
I saw his sleeves were purfled at the hand
With fur of grey, the finest in the land;
Also, to fasten hood beneath his chin,
He had of good wrought gold a curious pin:
A love-knot in the larger end there was.
His head was bald and shone like any glass,
And smooth as one anointed was his face.
Fat was this lord, he stood in goodly case.
His bulging eyes he rolled about, and hot
They gleamed and red, like fire beneath a pot;
His boots were soft; his horse of great estate.
Now certainly he was a fine prelate:
He was not pale as some poor wasted ghost.
A fat swan loved he best of any roast.
His palfrey was as brown as is a berry.

