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The language which eventually developed into modern
English came to Britain about 1500 years ago with
the Anglo-Saxon invasion of the British Isles. It was
then a purely Germanic language, whose nearest rela-
tions on the European Continent were—and still are
—the Low German dialects. From the dialects spoken
by the two principal invading tribes, this early form
of English is often named Anglo-Saxon. Old English
is, however, the preferable term, since it stresses the
continuity in the history of English. For Old English
changed into Middle English in the latter half of the
eleventh century, and Middle English became New
English or Modern English during the fifteenth cen-
tury. So we all speak Anglo-Saxon of a sort, though
King Alfred would be put to it to recognise his own
idiom in its twentieth-century descendant.

Radical structural changes characterize the tran-
sition from Old English to Middle English and no less
from Middle English to Modern English. From being
a highly inflected Germanic language, English gradu-
ally changed into a mixed language of few inflec-
tions. Fundamentally, however, it is still a Germanic
language despite the immense influx of foreign words,
at first Scandinavian, then for three centuries almost
exclusively French, and later mainly Latin and
Greek. Many of these loanwords have become so com-
pletely absorbed into the language that they cannomore
be dispensed with. While, for instance, head, hair, eyes,
ear, nose and mouth are Germanic, a French word,
face, has ousted the old andwlita (cf. German Antlitz).
The pronunciation, too, has changed radically, but
the spelling remains largely what it was in the begin-
ning of the fifteenth century; this conservatism is the
reason for the utterly unphonetic character of modern
English orthography.

The present pronunciation of English was reached
about 1800. Since then no major developments have
taken place, though certain evolutionary trends are
discernible to the phonetician. For instance, spelling-
pronunciations are on the increase, that is to say,
words are sometimes pronounced so as to conform
better to the spelling; one often hears, e.g., the [ again
pronounced in calm, palm, where it has been silent for
about 500 years, while the first syllable of falcon is
sounded like tal- in falcum instead of ‘faw-’ or ‘fall-’,
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the historically correct forms. The influence of the
radio and TV in spreading such unhistorical forms
and on the other hand in stabilizing the pronunciation
and making it more uniform cannot be overestimated.

Twice in its development English pronunciation has
undergone revolutionary changes. The first important
sound-shift occurred during the eleventh century, the
transition period between Anglo-Saxon or Old English
(600-1100) and Middle English (1100-1450), the
second about 1400, the so-called Great Vowel-Shift.
The earlier change involved, e.g., the reduction of the
Old English diphthongs to simple vowels like éo to €
(béo > beé ‘bee’), éa to e (stream > strem ‘stream’), the
rounding of @ to ¢ (bat > byt ‘boat’), the unrounding
of y to ¢+ (fyr > fir ‘fire’, brycg > bridge), and the re-
duction of most inflectional vowels to e as in nama >
name, nosu > nose, oxan > oxen;, in addition French
orthographic practices were sometimes adopted so
that hiis came to be written house though the pro-
nunciation remained the same as before. The Great
Vowel-Shift was even more revolutionary, since it
eventually resulted in the now typically English vowel
values: o in do, moon has no longer the Continental
sound of o in German Sohn or French chose but one
that is almost identical with German u in du or French
ou in vous. The long a in Middle English name, once
pronounced like German Name, changed in the fif-
teenth century to the long vowel of modern bad,
while the final e ceased to be pronounced. In the six-
teenth century, this new vowel was further raised,
becoming approximately the é of French méme (or of
English there); not until about 1800 did it acquire its
present diphthongal value [ei]. At the same time the
long e of be, see, which in Middle English had been
pronounced like e in German sehen, achieved its pres-
ent quality [i:], while on the other hand long 7 in
bite, once pronounced like ¢e in German ste, that is [i:],
was diphthongized, first to [si] (a combination of [o]
as a in above or u in upon and 1 in sit), and eventually,
in the latter half of the eighteenth century, to present-
day [ai]. Similarly Middle English long % in house,
once sounded like o in modern do, that is [u:], was
first diphthongized to [ou] and finally to modern [au]
some time before 1800. And so on. The approximate
values of the long vowels and diphthongs over a period
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tabular survey below.!

ME 1300 1400 1500 1600 1700 1800

a, name [a:] [e:] [e:] [e:] [e:] [ei]
ai, day [oe1] [oe:] [e:] [e:] [e:] [el]
au, law [ou] [ou] [0:] [0:] [0:] [0:]
§, see [e:] [1:] [1:] [1:] [1:] [1:]
e, sea [e:, e:] [e&: 1:] [e:, 1:] [e: 1:] [i:] [1:]

eu, new [eu] [1u] [iu] [ju:] [ju:] [ju:]
i, bite [i:] [0i] [oi] [Ai] [Ai] [ai]
o1, join?2 [ui] [o1] [o1] [a1, o1] [al, o1] [o1]
o, do [0:] [u:] [u:] [u:] [u:] [u:]

0, boat [0:] [0:] [0:] [0:] [0:] [ou]
ou, low [ou] [0:] [0:] [0:] [0:] [ou]
u, house [u:] [ou] [ou] [au] [au] [au]

Though the short vowels were more stable than the
long, some nevertheless underwent significant changes,
particularly when preceded or followed by certain
consonants; compare, for instance, hat — hard — warm,
get — prelty — herd — sergeant, sit — sir, and put — cut
— fur, in which the varying pronunciation of the same
vowel within each group suggests what happened. All
these changes, and many others, are well evidenced in
the texts recited, and the attentive listener can hardly
fail to notice the intermediate stages in the develop-
ment of the sounds from Old to Modern English.

The history of English sounds is, indeed, a fascinat-
ing and important field of study, one that has occupied
scholars for over a century. How they worked and
what evidence they relied on when establishing the
nature and chronology of the sound changes they dis-
covered can obviously not be explained here. Yet it is
safe to say that the cumulative research of generations
of philologists will enable us to approach the problem
of reconstructing early English pronunciation of any
given period with considerable confidence. Though
many details still remain unsettled and the dating of
certain changes may at times be in dispute, there is
fortunately agreement among scholars on the major
issues involved. In other words, it is possible for us to
reproduce with respectable accuracy the primary
phonetic features (vowels, diphthongs, consonants,
stress) of English from, say, 700 A.D. on. But we can

1 The phonetic symbols used here are those devised by the
International Phonetic Association (broad transcription), with
the following approximate values (a colon after a vowel indi-
cates that 1t is long): [a:] as a in French art (the so-called
‘Harvard a’); [a¢] as a in father, though shorter; [®] as in hat,
and [#:] a longer variant (more like a in jam); [e:] as e In
German sehen; [e:] the long vowel corresponding to e in get;
[e:] as € in French méme; [i] as in bit, and [i:] as in see; [0:] as
o in French chose; [0] as o in British dog; [0:] as in law; [u] as in

never hope to recapture the intonation patterns of the
past, nor the rhythm and tempo of earlier oral deliv-
ery. We shall simply have to superimpose our own
usage in these respects on the reconstructed pronun-
ciation of a given text in the belief that these secon-
dary phonetic features cannot possibly have changed
so drastically as the individual speech-sounds.

These two records attempt, then, to resuscitate the
voice of the past by rendering vocally selections from
early prose and poetry in the manner in which they
might have been spoken in their own days. While a
consistent reconstruction of Old and Middle English
pronunciation is comparatively easy, such consistency
becomes increasingly difficult the closer we approach
the modern period. The principal reason for this state
of things is the fact that the emerging standard lan-
guage of the fifteenth-seventeenth centuries itself
was far from consistent. It was characterized by the
presence of a great many phonetic doublets, that is,
regional or social variants of the same word which
jostled each other until one became the accepted form.
These doublets range from such obvious cases as again
— agen, get — git, been — bin, just — jist, and spirit —
sprite, to more hidden variants like [e:] and [i:] in
leave, sea, these, etc., [®] and [e:] in French words like
grace, haste, [0:] and [a:] in storm, short, [0:] and [ou] in
hour, shower, and so on.? This phonological situation
may sometimes compel the reciter to make a choice
between variant pronunciations and to forgo strict con-
sistency in order to illustrate better the character of the
particular phase of English he is trying to reconstruct
for his twentieth-century listeners.

The first side of the first record is devoted almost
exclusively to Anglo-Saxon or Old English. It begins
with four selections from Beowulf, the most impressive
of all ancient Germanic epic poems, which dates from
the early part of the eighth century but is here read
in the normalized West-Saxon dialect of about 800
A.D. and essentially according to the metrical prin-
ciples established by Eduard Sievers.t Then follows
an extract from Alfric’s Homalies in late tenth-century
West-Saxon. This is immediately followed by a brief
text from the West-Saxon translation of the Gospels,

put; [u:] as o in do; [ju:] as in few; [9] as a in above or u in upon;
[A] as u In cut.

2 A few native English words like boy had [oi] already in
Middle English; most o¢-words are of French origin.

3 See further my Shakespeare’s Pronunciation (New Haven,
1960).

* Professor John C. Pope’s verse theory, which differs from
that of Sievers, has been ably illustrated on our joint record,
Beowulf and Chaucer.
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2-9), which for the sake of comparison is next read in
the late Middle English translation by Wyeclif and
Purvey (about 1390) and finally also in that of The
Awuthorized Version of 1611. This juxtaposition of the
three major translations brings out the striking
features of pronunciation and vocabulary as well as
of grammar and syntax that distinguish them from
one another.

The second side of the same record is reserved for
Middle English of different dialects and different
periods, with a preponderance, however, for the four-
teenth-century London dialect, the antecedent of
modern English. The charming Cuckoo Song of about
1225 is followed by the opening lines of the Prologue
to William Langland’s Piers Plowman (South-West
Midland dialect of the late fourteenth century). More
conscipuously dialectal is the brief tale of the “vertue
of merci”’, taken from the linguistically very important
Ayenbite of Inwyt (Remorse of Conscience), a religious
work in translation by Dan Michel of Northgate,
Canterbury. By good fortune the author’s original
manuscript has been preserved, giving the date of its
completion (27 October, 1340) and stating that it was
written in the language of Kent. Among its character-
istic features we notice the voicing of initial f, s, p to
[v, z, 0], as in wvor ‘for’, zigge ‘say’, zede ‘said’, per
[0e:r] ‘there’, the use of e for a as in efterward, wes, of
uo [wo:] in guod ‘good’, and of ken for ‘kine’, and so
on. The readings from Chaucer, in the London dialect
of the second half of the fourteenth century, add four
new selections to already existing ones.!

1 Six Chaucer selections appear on the record mentioned in
note 3 above. For an account of Chaucer’s pronunciation, see
my A Guide to Chaucer’s Pronunciation (Stockholm, 1961).

The earliest phase of the Great Vowel-Shift can be
studied in the brief extract from Caxton’s preface to
his translation of Virgil’s Aeneid, which begins the
first side of Record 2. Having established the first
printing press in England, Caxton was faced with the
problem of deciding what form or dialect of English
to use in his books. Eneydos appeared in 1490, a year
before Caxton’s death, but since he was born in 1422,
the linguistically revealing anecdote has been read in
the pronunciation of about 1430, when e in ke and o
in do had already become the present sounds (see the
chart above). A hundred years later, Wyatt’s My Lute
reveals a pronunciation closer to that of Spenser and
Shakespeare. Since Wyatt’s rhymes may have been
exact or very nearly so, an attempt has been made to
read them as such, even though this has resulted in
three different pronunciations of done, all possible at
that time.

The second side of the same record covers roughly
the seventeenth century, beginning with two selec-
tions from Marlowe and ending with two from Pope.
In this century only slight phonological changes seem
to have taken place, the most important being the
emergence of [i:] as the standard vowel in words like
stream, speak. To judge from Pope’s rhymes, however,
e.g. obey:tea, ear:repair:there, his pronunciation must
have been somewhat conservative, for about 1700
most non-dialectal speakers undoubtedly pronounced
tea and ear in the modern way. But join and line still
had the same diphthong, [ai], and continued to have
it for at least another fifty years. By the end of the
eighteenth century, however, it was considered vulgar
to pronounce boil and bile alike. Fashion had inter-
vened in behalf of the present diphthong in boil, join,
and other such words.
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[Rec. 1:1] SELECTIONS FROM BEOWULF wrac Wedera nip — weéan ahsodon —
11 205-298: fo.rgra_r-ld g_rarriu’m; a:nd ni YVib Grendel sceal,
wip p#®m ag-l&dan ana 3ehiezan
Heafde se goda 3eata leoda ping wip pyrse. Ié pé ni-pa,
cempan ecorene para-pe hé cénoste bregu Beorht-Dena, biddan wille,
findan mihte; fif-tiene sum eodor Scieldinga, anre béne:
sund-wudu sohte; sec¢g wisode, pet pi mé ne forwierne, wizendra hleow
lagu-creftiz mann, land-3emiercu. frio-wine folca, ni i¢ pus feorran com,
First forp zewat;  flota wees on youm, pat ié mote ana  and min eorla 3zedryht
bat under beorge. Beornas 3earwe pes hearda héap, = Heorot f®lsian.”
on stefn stigon, = — stréamas wundon,
sund wip sande; se¢gas b&ron Ll. 2801-2820:
on bearm nacan beorhta fretwa, ‘Ne ma3 ié hér leng wesan.
glip-searu zeatulié;  guman Gt scufon, Hatap headu-m#&re  hl®w zewyrdan
weras on will-sib, wudu bundenne. beorhtne ®fter b&le @t brimes ndsan;
Sewat pa ofer w®z-holm  winde 3efysed sé séeal to zemyndum  minum leodum
flota famiz-heals fugole 3elicost héah hlifian on Hranes-nasse
op-bet ymb an-tid,  Gdres dogres peet hit s®-1idend  sippan haten
wunden-stefna sewaden hzefde ‘“Bio-wulfes Beorg,” pa-pe brentingas
bt ba lidende  land 3esawon, ofer floda zenipu  feorran drifap.’
brim-clifu blican, beorgas steape, Dyde him of healse hring gyldenne
side s&-nsessas; pa wes sund liden, péoden Drist-hyzdiz, bezne 3esealde,
eoletes @t ende. DPanan upp hrade zeongum gar-wigan. gold-fahne helm,
Wedera leode on wang stigon, béag and byrnan, hét hine brican well:
s&@-wudu s&ldon — sieréan hrysedon, Pii eart ende-1af {ires cynnes,
glp-zewdu; Gode pancodon W&3-mundinga; ealle wyrd forsweop
pees-pe him yb-lada éade wurdon. mine magas to metodsceafte,
eorlas on ellne; ié him sefter sceal.’
Li. 405432 bat wes p&m gamolan ziengeste word
Beowulf madelode — on him byrne scan, breost-zehyzdum &r hé b&l cure,
searu-nett seowed smides orpancum —: hate headu-wielmas; him of hredere zewat
‘Wes pii, Hropgar, hal! 1é eom Hyzelaces sawol sédan sop-feestra dom.
m&3 and magu-pezn; haebbe i¢ m&rda fela
ongunnen on 3eogude. Me wearp Grendles ping Ll. 3156-3182:
on minre e€del-tyrf undierne ciip; 3eworhton pa Wedera leode
se¢gap s®@-lidend pxt pes sele stande, hl®w on h6e — sé was heah and brad,
re¢ed sé€lesta, rinca 3ehwyléum w#3-110endum wide 3zesiene, —
idel and unnytt sippan &fen-leoht and betimbredon on tien dagum
under heofones hador beholen weordeb. beaudu-rofes beacen; branda lafe
Pa meé pet zel®rdon leode mine wealle beworhton, swa hit weorplicost
pa selestan, snotore ¢eorlas foresnotore men findan meahton.
peéoden Hropgar, paet ié pe sohte Hie on beorg dydon béag and sizlu,
for-pon hie maezenes creft minne ctdon. eall swyléa hyrsta, swylée on horde &r
Selfe oversawon pa ié of searwum c6m nip-hy3dize menn zenumen heefdon;
fag from fiendum, p&r i¢ fife zeband, forleton eorla zestréon eordan healdan,
iepde eotena cynn and on ydum slog gold on gréote p&r hit na 3ien lifap

nicoras nihtes, nearu-pearfe dréag, ieldum swa unnytt swa hit &ror waes,
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eallra twelfe,

Pa ymbe hl&w ridon
aOelinga bearn,
woldon [care] cwidan and cyning m&nan,
word-3iedd wrecan and ymb wer sprecan:
and his ellen-weorc
swa hit zedefe bip

pat man his wine-dryhten

eahtodon eorlscipe
dugudum démdon
wordum herie,
ferhpum fréeoze panne he forp scyle
of lié-haman l&ded weordan.
Swa, begnornodon zeata leode
hlafordes hryre, heorp-3zeneatas;
cwidon paet he wre weorold-cyninga
manna mildost and mann-pwirost,

leodum lidost and lof-zeornost.

THE ASSUMPTION OF ST. JOHN THE APOSTLE

Pa 6a se apostol waes nigon and hundnigontig geéara,
pa etéowede him Drihten Crist mid pam 66rum apos-
tolum, pe hé of disum life genumen heefde, and cwad:
‘Iohannes, cum t6 me; tima is paet pi mid dinum
gebroorum wistfullige on minum gebéorscipe.” I6han-
nes pa aras, and e€ode wid paes Halendes; ac he him
to cwa0: ‘Ni on sunnan-daeg, mines &ristes daege, b
cymst to0 me;’ and eefter 6am worde Drihten gewende
t0 heofenum. Se apostol micclum blissode on dam
behate, and on pam sunnan-ihtan &rwacol to p&re
cyrcan com, and pam folce, fram hancrede 60 undern,
Godes gerihta l@&rde, and him messan gesang, and
cwael bet se Halend hine on 8am daege to6 heofonum
geladod haefde. Heét da delfan his byrgene wid pat

weofod, and pat gréot it awegan. And hé eode cucu

and gesund int6 his byrgene, and astrehtum handum
t0 Gode clipode: ‘Drihten Crist, ic pancige 8¢ p=t pu
meé geladodest t0 pinum wistum: pi wast pat ic mid
ealre heortan pe wilnode. Oft ic 3¢ baed pat ic moste
t0 0€ faran, ac pii cw@de baet ic andbidode, bzt ic dé
mare folc gestrynde. Pa héolde minne lichaman wid
@]ce besmitennysse, and pa simle mine sawle onlih-
test, and mé nawhar ne forléte. bu settest on minum
miide pinre so60festnysse word, and ic awrat da lare
oe ic of dinum mide gehjrde, amd 64 wundra e ic
o€ wyrcan geseah.... Onfoh mé t6 minum gebrodrum
mid 0am Oe O0u come, and mé geladodest. Geopena
ongean me lifes geat, pat d@ra d¢ostra meé ne geméton.
ba eart Crist, das lifigendan Godes Sunu, pi pé be
oines Fader h&se middangeard geh&ldest, and s done
Halgan Gast asendest. Pé weé heriad, and panciad
pinra menigfealdra goda geond ungeendode worulda.
Amen.” After disum xtéowede heofenlic 1éoht bufon

6

0am apostole binnon d&re byrgene, ... and he mid
pam leohte his gast ageaf pAm Drihtne pe hine to his
rice geladode.

ST. LUKE, VII, 2-9

Pa wes sumes hundred-mannes peowa untrum, se
wees sweltendli¢, se wes him diere. And pa he 3ehi-
erde be p&m Ha&lende, hé sende t6 him ITudea ealdras,
and bsed pet he come, and his peow zehzlde. Da
hie t6 pam H&lende comon, hie b&don hine 3eornlice,
and pus cwidon: “He is wierde pat pi him tilie:
Witodliée he lufap tre peéode, and he s ire sam-
Da ferde se H&lend mid him.
And pa hé waes unfeorr pam hiise, se hundredmann
sende his friend t6 him, and cwap: “Dryhten, nelle

nunge 3etimbrode.”

bt béon zedreht, ne eom i¢ wierde paet pii gi under
mine pecene; Forpam i¢ ne tealde me sylfne [wierdne]
Oxt i¢ t0 pe come; ac cwep pin word, and min cniht
bip 3eh&led. Ié eom an mann under anwealde 3esett,
cempan under me haebbende; and i¢ seége pissum.
‘Ga’, and he g&b, and i¢ seége pissum, ‘Cum’, panne
cymp he, and i¢ seé¢ge minum peowe, ‘Do pis,” and
hé dep.” DA wundrode se H&lend, pam zehieredum,
and cwab, to p&re menizu bewend, “‘Soplice, ne funde
i¢ on Israhel swa midéelne zeleafan.” And pa pa ham
comon pe asende wiron, hie zemetton halne pone pe
&r untrum wees.

THE WYCLIF-PURVEY TRANSLATION
OF THE SAME TEXT

But a servaunt of a centurien, that was precious to
hym, was seke, and drawynge to the deeth. And
whanne he hadde herd of Jhesu, he sente to hym the
eldere men of Jewis, and preiede hym, that he wolde
come, and heele his servaunt. And whanne thei camen
to Jhesu, thei preieden hym bisili, and seiden to hym,
For he is worthi, that thou graunte to hym this thing;
for he loveth oure folk, and he bildide to us a synagoge.
And Jhesus wente with hem. And whanne he was
not fer fro the hous, the centurien sente to hym
freendis, and seide, ‘Lord, nyle thou be travelid, for
Y am not worthy, that thou entre under my roof; for
which thing and Y demed not my silf worthi that Y
come to thee; but seie thou bi word, and my child
schal be helid. For Y am a man ordeyned undur
power, and have kny3ztis undur me; and Y seie to
this, ‘Go,” and he goith, and to anothir, ‘Come,” and
he cometh, and to my servaunt, ‘Do this thing,” and
he doith. And whanne this thing was herd, Jhesus
wondride; and seide to the peple suynge hym, ‘Treul,
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Y seie to you, nether in Israel Y foond so greet feith.’
And they that weren sent, turneden ayen home, and
founden the servaunt hool, which was seke.

THE SAME TEXT ACCORDING TO THE
AUTHORIZED VERSION OF 1611

And a certain centurion’s servant, who was dear unto
him, was sick, and ready to die. And when he heard
of Jesus, he sent unto him the elders of the Jews,
beseeching him that he would come and heal his
servant. And when they came to Jesus, they besought
him instantly, saying, That he was worthy for whom
he should do this; For he loveth our nation, and he
hath built us a synagogue. Then Jesus went with
them. And when he was now not far from the house,
the centurion sent friends to him, saying unto him,
‘Lord, trouble not thyself; for I am not worthy that
thou shouldest enter under my roof; Wherefore neither
thought I myself worthy to come unto thee: but say
in a word, and my servant shall be healed. For I also
am a man set under authority, having under me sol-
diers, and I say unto one, ‘Go’, and he goeth; and to
another, ‘Come’, and he cometh; and to my servant,
‘Do this’, and he doeth it. When Jesus heard these
things, he marvelled at him, and turned him about,
and said unto the people that followed him, ‘I say
unto you, I have not found so great faith, no, not in
Israel.” And they that were sent, returning to the
house, found the servant whole that had been sick.

THE CUCKOO SONG

Sumer is icumen in,
Lhude sing cuccu!
Growep sed and blowep med
And springbp pe wude nu.
Sing cuccu!

Awe bleteb after lomb,
Lhoup after calve cu,

Bulluc stertep, bucke vertep.
Murie sing cuccul!

Cuccu, cuccu,
Wel singes pu cuccu.

Ne swik pu naver nu!

FROM THE PROLOGUE TO PIERS PLOWMAN

In a somer seson, whan soft was the sonne,
I shope me into shroudes, as I a shepe were;
In habite as an heremite unholy of workes

Went wide in this world, wondres to here.

Ac on a May morninge on Malverne hulles

Me bifel a ferly, of fairy me thoughte:

I was wery forwandred and went me to reste

Under a brode banke by a bornes side,

And as I lay and lened and loked on the wateres,

I slombred in a sleping, it sweyed so merye.

Thanne gan I to meten a merveilouse swevene,

That I was in a wildernesse, wist I never where.

As I bihelde into the est, an hiegh to the sonne,

I seigh a towre on a toft, trielich ymaked,

A depe dale binethe, a dongeon thereinne,

With depe diches and derke, and dredful of sight.

A faire felde ful of folke fonde I there bitwene,

Of alle maner of men, the mene and the riche,

Worching and wandring as the worlde asketh.

Some putten hem to the plow, pleyed ful selde,

In setting and in sowing swonken ful harde,

And wonnen that this wastours with glotonye destruy-
eth.

And some putten hem to pruide, apparailed hem there-
after,

In contenaunce of clothing comen disgised.

In prayers and penances putten hem manye,

Al for the love of oure Lorde liveden ful streite,

In hope for to haven heveneriche blisse.

A MORAL TALE IN FOURTEENTH-CENTURY
KENTISH

Efterward per wes a poure man, ase me zayp, pet
hedde ane cou, and yhyerde zigge of his preste ine his
prechinge, pet God zede ine his spelle, pet god wolde
yelde anhondredvald al, pet me yeave vor him. Pe
guode man mid pe rede of his wyve yeaf his cou to
his preste, pet wes riche. Pe prest his nom blebeliche
and hise zente to pe opren, pet he hedde. Po hit com
to even, pe guode mannes cou com to his house, ase
hi wes ywoned, and ledde mid hare alle pe prestes
ken al to an hondred. Po pe guode man yse3z pet, he
pozte, pet pet wes pet word of pe godspelle, pet he
hedde yyolde; and him he weren yloked bevore his
bissoppe aye pane prest. Dise vorbisne ssewep wel,
pet merci is guod chapvare; vor he dep wexe pe tim-
liche guodes.

SIR GAWAYN AND THE GREEN KNIGHT, 36-59

Pis kyng lay at Camylot upon Krystmasse
With mony luflych lorde, ledes of pe best,
Rekenly of pe Rounde Table alle po rich breper,
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Per tournayed tulkes by tyme3 ful mony,
Justed ful jolile pise gentyle kniztes,
Sypen kayred to pe court caroles to make.
For per pe fest wat3z ilyche ful fiften dayes,
With alle pe mete and pe mirpe pat men coupe avyse;
Such glaum ande gle glorious to here,
Dere dyn upon day, daunsyng on ny3tes,
Al watz hap upon he3ze in halle3 and chambrez
With lordes and ladies, as levest him pozst.
With alle pe wele of pe worlde pay woned per samen,
Pe most kyd kny3ztez under Krystes selven,
And pe lovelokkest ladies pat ever lif haden,
And he pe comlokest kyng pat pe court haldes;
For al watz pis fayre folk in her first age,
on sille,
Pe hapnest under heven,
Kyng hyzest mon of wylle;
Hit were now gret nye to neven
So hardy a here on hille.

JOHN OF TREVISA’'S ACCOUNT OF THE
LANGUAGES OF BRITAIN

As hyt ys yknowe hou3 meny maner people bubp in
pis ylond, per bup also of so meny people longages
and tonges. Nopeles Walschmen and Scottes, pat bup
nozt ymelled wip oper nacions, holdep wel ny3 here
furste longage and speche, bote 3ef Scottes, pat were
som tyme confederat and wonede wip pe Pictes, drawe
somwhat after here speche. Bote pe Flemmynges pat
wonep in pe west syde of Wales habbep yleft here
strange speche, and spekep Saxonlych ynow. Also
Englyschmen, pey3 hy hadde fram pe begynnyng pre
maner speche, Souperon, Norperon, and Myddel
speche in pe myddel of pe lond, as hy come of pre
maner people of Germania, nopeles by commyxstion
and mellyng, furst wip Danes and afterward wib
Normans, in menye pe contray longage ys apeyred,
and som usep strange wlaffyng, chyteryng, harryng,
and garryng grisbittyng. Dis apeyryng of the burb-
tonge ys bycause of twey pinges. On ys for chyldren
in scole, azenes pe usage and manere of al oper nacions,
bup compelled for to leve here oune longage, and for
to construe here lessons and here pinges a Freynsch,
and habbep supthe pe Normans come furst into
Engelond. Also gentil men children bup ytaust for to
speke Freynsch fram tyme pat a bup yrokked in here
cradel, and connep speke and playe wip a child hys
brouch; and oplondysch men wol lykne hamsylf to
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gentil men, and fondep wip gret bysynes for to speke
Freynsch, for to be more ytold of.

SELECTIONS FROM THE PROLOGUE TO
CHAUCER'S CANTERBURY TALES

Ll. 445-476:

A good Wif was ther of biside Bathe,

But she was somdeel deef, and that was scathe.
Of cloth-making she hadde swich an haunt,
She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt.

In al the parissh wif ne was ther noon

That to the offring before hire sholde goon,
And if ther dide, certain so wroth was she
That she was out of alle charitee.

Hir coverchiefs ful fine were of ground—

I dorste swere they weyeden ten pound

That on a Sonday weren upon hir heed.

Hir hosen weren of fin scarlet reed,

Ful straite yteyd, and shoes ful moiste and newe.
Bold was hir face and fair and reed of hewe.
She was a worthy womman al hir live:
Housbondes at chirche dore she hadde five,
Withouten other compaignye in youthe—

But therof needeth nought to speke as nouthe.
And thries hadde she been at Jerusalem;

She hadde passed many a straunge streem,;

At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloigne,

In Galice at Seint Jame, and at Coloigne:

She coude muchel of wandring by the waye.
Gat-toothed was she, soothly for to saye.
Upon an amblere esily she sat,

Ywimpled wel, and on hir heed an hat

As brood as is a bokeler or a targe,

A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large,

And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe.

In felaweshipe wel koude she laughe and carpe:
Of remedies of love she knew perchaunce,

For she koude of that art the olde daunce.

Ll. 477-500:

A good man was ther of religioun,

And was a povre Persoun of a Toun,

But riche he was of hooly thoght and werk.
He was also a lerned man, a clerk,

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche;
His parisshens devoutly wolde he teche,
Benygne he was, and wonder diligent,

And in adversitee ful pacient,

And swich he was ypreved ofte sithes.





[image: image10.png]Full looth were hym to cursen for his tithes,
But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute,

Unto his povre parisshens aboute

Of his offryng and eek of his substaunce.

He koude in litel thyng have suffisaunce.
Wyde was his parisshe, and houses fer asonder,
But he ne lefte nat, for reyn ne thonder,

In siknesse nor in meschief to visite

The ferreste in his parrissche, muche and lite,
Upon his feet, and in his hand a staf.

This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf,

That first he wroghte, and afterward he taughte.
Out of the gospel he tho wordes caughte,

And this figure he added eek therto,

That if gold ruste, what shal iren do?

Ll. 822-856:

Amorwe, whan that day bigan to sprynge,
Up roos our Hoost, and was oure aller cok,
And gadrede us togidre alle in a flok,

And forth we riden a litel moore than paas
Unto the wateryng of Seint Thomas;

And there oure Hoost bigan his hors areste
And seyde, ‘“‘Lordynges, herkneth, if yow leste,
Ye woot youre foreward, and it yow recorde.
If even-song and morwe-song accorde,

Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale.

As evere mote I drynke wyn or ale,

Whoso be rebel to my juggement

Shal paye for al that by the wey is spent.
Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer twynne;
He which hat hath the shortest shal bigynne.

Sire Knyght,” quod he, “my mayster and my lord,

Now draweth cut, for that is myn accord.
Cometh heer,” quod he, “my lady Prioresse,
And ye, sire Clerk, lat be youre shamefastnesse,
Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every man!”
Anon to drawen every wight bigan,

And shortly for to tellen as it was,

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas,

The sothe is this, the cut fil to the Knyght,

Of which ful blithe and glad was every wyght,
And telle he moste his tale, as was resoun,

By foreward and by composicioun,

As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo?

And whan this goode man saugh that it was so,
As he that wys was and obedient

To kepe his foreward by his free assent

He seyde, ““Syn I shal bigynne the game,
What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name!

Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seye.”
And with that word we ryden forth oure weye.

TROILUS AND CRISEYDE

3. 1079-1141

And therwithal he heng adown the heed

And fil on knees, and sorwfully he sighte.

What myghte he seyn? He felte he ras but deed,
For wroth was she that sholde his sorwes lighte.
But natheles, whan that he speken myghte,

Than seyde he thus, “God woot that of this game,
Whan al is wist, than am I nought to blame.”

Therewith the sorwe so his herte shette,
That from his eyen fil ther nought a tere,
And every spirit his vigour in knette,

So they astoned or oppressed were.

The felyng of his sorwe, or of his fere,

Or of aught elles, fled was out of towne;
And down he fel al sodeynly a-swowne.

This was no litel sorwe for to se;

But al was hust, and Pandare up as faste,

“O nece, pes, or we be lost!”” quod he,

“Beth naught agast!” but certeyn, at the laste,
For this or that, he into bed hym caste,

And seyde, ‘O thef, is this a mannes herte?”
And of he rente al to his bare sherte.

And seyde, ‘“Nece, but ye helpe us now,

Allas, youre owen Troilus is lorn!”

“Iwis, so wolde I, and I wiste how,

Ful fayn!”’ quod she, ‘“Allas, that I was born!”
“Yee, nece, wol ye pullen out the thorn

That stiketh in his herte,” quod Pandare,
“Sey ‘al foryeve,” and stynt is al this fare!”

“Ye, that to me,” quod she, “ful levere were
Than al the good the sonne aboute gooth.”

And therwithal she swor hym in his ere,

“Iwys, my deere herte, I am nought wroth,
Have here my trouthe!”” and many an other oth;
“Now speke to me, for it am I, Criseyde!”

But al for nought; yit myght he nought abreyde.

Therwith his pous and paumes of his hondes
They gan to frote, and wete his temples tweyne;
And to deliveren hym fro bittre bondes,

She ofte hym kiste; and shortly for to seyne,
Hym to revoken she did al hire peyne.

And at the laste, he gan his breth to drawe,
And of his swough some after that adawe.
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But wonder soore he was abayst, iwis.

And with a sik, whan he gan bet awake,

He seyde, ‘O mercy, God, what thyng is this?”
“Why do ye with youreselven thus amis?”
Quod tho Criseyde, ‘“‘Is this a mannes game?
What, Troilus, wol ye do thus for shame?”’

And thérwithal hire arm over hym she leyde,
And al foryaf, and ofte tyme hym keste.

He thonked hire, and to hire spak, and seyde
As fil to purpos for his hertes reste;

And she to that answerde hym as hire leste,
And with hire goodly wordes hym disporte
She gan, and ofte his sorwes to comforte.

Quod Pandarus, “For aught I kan aspien,
This light, nor I, ne serven here of nought.
Light is nought good for sike folkes yen!

" But for the love of God, syn ye ben brought

[Rec. 2: 3]

In thus good plit, lat now no hevy thought
Ben hangyng in the hertes of yow tweye’—
And bar the candele to the chymeneye.

FROM WILLIAM CAXTON’S PREFACE
TO HIS ENEYDOS (1490)

And certaynly our langage now used varyeth ferre
from that whiche was used and spoken whan I was
borne; for we Englysshe men ben borne under the
domynacyon of the mone, whiche is never stedfaste,
but ever waverynge, wexynge one season, and waneth
and dyscreaseth another season. And that comyn
Englysshe that is spoken in one shyre varyeth from
another in so moche, that in my dayes happened that
certayn marchauntes were in a shippe in Tamyse, for
to have sayled over the see into Zelande; and for lacke
of Wyndé thei taryed atte forlond, and wente to lande
for to refreshe them. And one of theym, named
Sheffelde, a merncer, cam into an hows and axed for
mete; and specyally he axed after eggys. And the
goode wyf answerede, that she coude speke no Frenshe.
And the marchaunt was angry, for he also coude
speke no Frenshe, but wolde have hadde egges; and
she u,hdergtode hym not. And thenne at laste another
sayd, that he wolde have eyren. Then the good wyf
sayd, that she understood hym wel! Loo, what sholde
a man in thyse dayes now wryte, egges or eyren?

SIR THOMAS WYATT'S SONG “MY LUTE”

My lute, awake, perform the last
Labor that thou and I shall waste,
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And end that I have now begun;
For when this song is sung and past,
My lute, be still, for I have done.

As to be heard where ear is none,
As lead to grave in marble stone,
My song may pierce her heart as soon.
Should we then sigh or sing or moan?
No, no, my lute, for I have done.

The rocks do not so cruelly
Repulse the waves continually
As she my suit and affection.
So that I am past remedy,
Whereby my lute and I have done.

Proud of the spoil that thou hast got
Of simple hearts thorough love’s shot;
By whom, unkind, thou hast them won,
- Think not he hath his bow forgot,
Although my lute and I have done.

Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain

That makest but game on earnest pain.
Think not alone under the sun

Unquit to cause thy lovers plain,
Although my lute and I have done.

Perchance thee lie wethered and old

The winter nights that are so cold,
Plaining in vain unto the moon.

Thy wishes then dare not be told.
Care then who list, for I have done.

And then may chance thee to repent
The time that thou hast lost and spent
To cause thy lovers sigh and swoon.
Then shalt thou know beauty but lent,
And wish and want as I have done.

Now cesse my lute. This is the last

Labor that thou and I shall waste,
And ended is that we begun.

Now is this Song both sung and past;
My lute be still, for I have done.

FROM SPENSER'S AMORETTI

Lyke as a huntsman after weary chace
Seeing the game from him escapt away,
Sits downe to rest him in some shady place,
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So after long pursuit and vaine assay,

When I all weary had the chace forsooke,

The gentle deare returnd the selfe-same way,
Thinking to quench her thirst at the next brooke.
There she beholding me with mylder looke,
Sought not to fly, but fearelesse still did bide:
Till I in hand her yet half trembling tooke,
And with her own goodwill hir fyrmely tyde.
Strange thing me seemd to see a beast so wyld,
So goodly wonne with her owne will beguyld.

FROM SPENSER'S EPITHALAMION

Ye learned sisters, which have oftentimes

Been to me ayding, others to adorne,

Whom ye thought worthy of your graceful rymes,
That even the greatest did not greatly scorne

To heare theyr names sung in your simple layes,
But joyed in theyr praise;

And when ye list your owne mishaps to mourne,
Which death, or love, or fortunes wreck did rayse,
Your string could soone to sadder tenor turne,
And teach the woods and waters to lament

Your doleful dreriment:

Now lay those sorrowfull complaints aside,

And having all your heads with girland crownd,
Helpe me mine owne loves prayses to resound;

Ne let the same of any be envide:

So Orpheus did for his owne bride,

So I unto my self alone will sing,

The woods shall to me answer, and my eccho ring.

Early, before the worlds light giving lampe

His golden beame upon the hils doth spred,

Having disperst the nights unchearefull dampe,
Doe ye awake, and, with fresh lustyhed,

Go to the bowre of my belowed love,

My truest turtle dove:

Bid her awake; for Hymen is awake,

And long since ready forth his maske to move,
With his bright tead that flames with many a flake,
And many a bachelor to waite on him,

In theyr fresh garments trim.

Bid her awake therefore and soone her dight,

For lo the wished day is come at last,

That shall for al the paynes and sorrowes past,

Pay to her usury of long delight:

And whylest she doth her dight,

Doe ye to her of joy and solace sing,

That all the woods may answer and your eccho ring.

SELECTIONS FROM SHAKESPEARE

Sonnet 33

Full many a glorious morning have I seen
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,
Kissing with golden face the meadows green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride
With ugly rack on his celestial face )

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to West with this disgrace.

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendour on my brow;

But, out alack! he was but one hour mine,

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;
Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun

staineth.

Sonnet 71

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell.

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for I love you so

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse

When I, perhaps, compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,

But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

Twelfth Naight, 1.1.1-15

If music be the food of love, play on,

Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting,

The appetite may sicken, and so die.

That strain again! It had a dying fall;

O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odour! Enough, no more!
‘Tis not so sweet now as it was before.

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou!
That, notwithstanding thy capacity
Receiveth as the sea, naught enters there,
Of what validity and pitch soe’er,

But falls into abatement and low price

Even in a minute! So full of shapes is fancy
That it alone is high fantastical.
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More strange than true. I never may believe

These antique fables nor these fairy toys.

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend

More than cool reason ever comprehends.

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet

Are of imagination all compact.

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold:

That is the madman. The lover, all as frantic,

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt.

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to
heaven;

And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a name.

Such tricks hath strong imagination

That, if it would but apprehend some joy,

It comprehends some bringer of that joy;

Or in the night, imagining some fear,

How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear!

King Henry IV, Part 1, 1.3.29-69
My liege, I did deny no prisoners.
But I remember, when the fight was done,
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil,
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,

Came there a certain lord, neat and trimly dress’d,

Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin new reap’d
Show’d like a stubble land at harvest home.

He was perfumed like a milliner,

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held

A pouncet box, which ever and anon

He gave his nose, and took’t away again;

Who therewith angry, when it next came there,
Took it in snuff; and still he smil’d and talk’d;
And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,

He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly,
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms

He questioned me, amongst the rest demanded
My prisoners in your Majesty’s behalf.

I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold,
To be so pest’red with a popingay,

Out of my grief and my impatience

Answer’d neglectingly, I know not what—

He should, or he should not; for he made me mad
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To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet,
And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman

Of guns and drums and wounds—God save the mark!—
And telling me the sovereignest thing on earth
Was parmacity for an inward bruise;

And that it was great pity, so it was,

This villanous saltpetre should be digg’d

Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,
Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns,

He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer’d indirectly, as I said,

And I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation

Betwixt my love and your high majesty.

King Henry 1V, Part 1, 2.4.438-73

Harry, I do not only marvel where thou spendest thy
time, but also how thou art accompanied. For though
the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the faster it
grows, yet youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner it
wears. That thou art my son I have partly thy mother’s
word, partly my own opinion, but chiefly a villanous
trick of thine eye and a foolish hanging of thy nether
lip that doth warrant me. If then thou be son to me,
here lies the point: why, being son to me, art thou so
pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove a
micher and eat blackberries? A question not to be
ask’d. Shall the son of England prove a thief and take
purses? A question to be ask’d. There is a thing,
Harry, which thou hast often heard of, and it is
known to many in our land by the name of pitch.
This pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile;
so doth the company thou keepest. For, Harry, now
I do not speak to thee in drink, but in tears; not in
pleasure, but in passion; not in words only, but in
woes also: and yet there is a virtuous man whom I
have often noted in thy company, but I know not
his name. ... A goodly, portly man, i’ faith, and a
corpulent; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a
most noble carriage; and, as I think, his age some
fifty, or, by’r Lady, inclining to threescore; and now
I remember me, his name is Falstaff. If that man
should be lewedly given, he deceiveth me; for, Harry,
I see virtue in his looks. If then the tree may be known
by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, perempto-
rily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff. Him
keep, the rest banish.
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The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne,
Burn’d on the water. The poop was beaten gold;
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that

The winds were lovesick with them; the oars were

silver,

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made

The water which they beat to follow faster,

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person,
It beggar’d all description. She did lie

In her pavilion, cloth-of-gold of tissue,
O’erpicturing that Venus where we see

The fancy outwork nature. On each side her
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,
With divers-colour’d fans, whose wind did seem
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,
And what they undid did. — - —

Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides

So many mermaids, tended her i’th’ eyes,

And made their bends adornings. At the helm
A seeming mermaid steers. The silken tackle

Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands

That yarely frame the office. From the barge
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

Her people out upon her; and Antony,
Enthron’d i’th’ market place, did sit alone, .
Whistling to th’ air; which, but for vacancy,
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.

TWO MARLOWE SELECTIONS

1. Tamburlaine, Act I, Scene 2

Disdains Zenocrate to live with me?

Or you, my Lords, to be my followers?

Think you I weigh this treasure more than you?
Not all the gold in India’s wealthy arms

Shall buy the meanest soldier in my train.
Zenocrate, lovelier than the love of Jove,
Brighter than is the silver Rhodope,

Fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills,

Thy person is more worth to Tamburlaine,
Than the possession of the Persian crown,
Which gracious stars have promis’d at my birth.
A hundreth Tartars shall attend on thee,
Mounted on steeds, swifter than Pegasus.

Thy garments shall be made of Median silk,
Enchas’d with precious jewels of mine own:
More rich and valorous than Zenocrate’s.

With milk-white harts upon an ivory sled
Thou shalt be drawn amidst the frozen pools,
And scale the icy mountains’ lofty tops:
Which with thy beauty will be soon resolv’d.
My martial prizes witk five hundred men,
Won on the fifty-headed Volga’s waves,
Shall all we offer to Zenocrate,

And then myself to fair Zenocrate.

2. The Jew of Malta, Act 1

Give me the merchants of the Indian mines,
That trade in metal of the purest mould;

The wealthy Moor, that in the Eastern rocks
Without control can pick his riches up,

And in his house heap pearl like pibble-stones;
Receive them free, and sell them by the weight,
Bags of fiery opals, sapphires, amethysts,
Jacints, hard topaz, grass-green emeralds,
Beauteous rubies, sparkling diamonds,

And seldseen costly stones of so great price,

As one of them indifferently rated,

And of a carract of this quantity,

May serve in peril of calamity

To ransom great kings from captivity.

This is the ware wherein consists my wealth:
And thus methinks should men of judgement frame
Their means of traffic from the vulgar trade,
And as their wealth increaseth, so enclose
Infinite riches in a little room.

But how now stands the wind ?

Into what corner peers my Halcyon’s bill?

Ha, to the East? yes: See how stands the vanes?
East and by-South: why then I hope my ships
I sent for Egypt and the bordering isles

Are gotten up by Nilus winding banks:

Mine argosy from Alexandria,

Loaden with spice and silks, now under sail,

To Malta, through our Mediterranean sea.

FROM BACON'S ESSAYS

What is truth? said jesting Pilate; and would not stay
for an answer. Certainly there be that delight in
giddiness, and count it a bondage to fix a belief;
affecting free-will in thinking, as well as in acting.
And though the sects of philosophers of that kind be
gone, yet there remain certain discoursing wits, which
are of the same veins, though there be not so much
blood in them as was in those of the ancients. But it
is not only the difficulty and labour which men take
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[image: image15.png]in finding out of truth; nor again, that when it is
found, it imposeth upon men’s thoughts, that doth
bring lies in favour, but a natural though corrupt love
of the lie itself. One of the later schools of the Grecians
examineth the matter, and is at a stand to think what
should be in it, that men should love lies; where
neither they make for pleasure, as with poets; nor for
advantage, as with the merchant, but for the lie’s
sake. But I cannot tell: this same truth is a naked and
open daylight, that doth not show the masks and
nummeries and triumphs of the world, half so stately
and daintily as candle-lights. Truth may perhaps
come to the price of a pearl, that showeth best by day,
but it will not rise to the price of a diamond or car-
buncle, that showeth best in varied lights. ... The
first creature of God, in the works of the days, was
the light of sense: the last was the light of reason: and
his sabbath work ever since, is the illumination of his
Spirit. First, he breathed light upon the face of the
matter, or chaos; then he breathed light into the face
of man; and still he breatheth and inspireth light into
the face of his chosen.

FOUR SEVENTEENTH-CENTURY LYRICS

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine;

Or leave a kiss but in the cup,
And I'll not look for wine.

The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine,

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,
I would not change for thine.

I sent thee late a rosy wreath,
Not so much honoring thee
As giving it a hope that there
It could not withered be.
But thou thereon did’st only breathe
And sent’st it back to me,
Since when it grows and smells, I swear,
Not of itself, but thee.
Ben Jonson

Go and catch a falling star

Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,

Or who cleft the devil’s foot,
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
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Or to keep off envy’s stinging,
And find
What wind

Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou beest born to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights
Till age snow white hairs on thee;
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me
All strange wonders that befell thee,

And swear
Nowhere
Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find’st one, let me know;
Such a pilgrimage were sweet—
Yet do not; I would not go
Though at next door we might meet.
Though she were true when you met her.
And last till you write your letter,
Yet she
Will be
False ere I come, to two or three.
John Donne

*

When God at first made Man,
Having a glass of blessings standing by;
Let us (said He) pour on him all we can:
Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie,
Contract into a span.

So strength first made a way;
Then beauty flow’d, then wisdom, honour, pleasure:
When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that alone, of all His treasure,

Rest in the bottom lay.

For if I should (said He)
Bestow this jewel also on my creature,
He would adore my gifts instead of me,
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature:
So both should losers be.

Yet let him keep the rest,
But keep them with repining restlessness:
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.
George Herbert





[image: image16.png]Here, here I live with what my board
Can with the smallest cost afford;
Though ne’er so mean the viands be,
They well content my Prue and me.

Or pea, or bean, or wort, or beet,
Whatever comes, content makes sweet.
Here we rejoice because no rent

We pay for our poor tenement,
Wherein we rest, and never fear

The landlord or the usurer.

The quarter-day does ne’er affright
Our peaceful slumbers in the night.

We eat our own, and batten more
Because we feed on no man’s score;
But pity those whose flanks grow great
Swelled with the lard of others’ meat.
We bless our fortunes when we see

Our own beloved privacy;

And like our living, where we’re known
To very few, or else to none.

Robert Herrick

THE INVOCATION TO MILTON’S
PARADISE LOST

Of Mans First Disobedience, and the Fruit

Of that Forbidden Tree, whose mortal taste
Brought Death into the World, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man

Restore us, and regain the blissful Seat,

Sing Heav’'nly Muse, that on the secret top

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That Shepherd, who first taught the chosen Seed,
In the Beginning how the Heavn’s and Earth
Rose out of Chaos: or if Ston Hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s Brook that flow’d
Fast by the Oracle of God; I thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventrous Song,

That with no middle flight intends to soar
Above th’ Aonian Mount, while it pursues
Things unattempted yet in Prose or Rhime.

And chiefly Thou O Spirit, that dost prefer
Before all Temples th’ upright heart and pure,

Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first

Wast present, and with mighty wings outspread
Dove-like satst brooding on the vast Abyss
And mad’st it pregnant: What in me is dark
Illumine, what is low raise and support;

That to the highth of this great Argument

I may assert Eternal Providence,

And justifie the wayes of God to men.

MILTON’S SONNET 19

When I consider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one Talent which is death to hide,
Lodg’d with me useless, though my Soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning chide;
“Doth God exact day-labor, light denied,”
I fondly ask; But patience to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts; who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best; his State
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o’er Land and Ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait.”

FROM LYCIDAS

Weep no more, woeful Shepherds weep no more,
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,

Sunk though he be beneath the wat’ry floor,

So sinks the day-star in the Ocean bed,

And yet anon repairs his drooping head,

And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled Ore,
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky:

So Lycidas sunk low but mounted high

Through the dear might of him that walk’d the waves,
Where other groves, and other streams along,
With Nectar pure his oozy Locks he laves,

And hears the unexpressive nuptial Song,

In the blest Kingdoms meek of joy and love.
There entertain him all the Saints above,

In solemn troops, and sweet Societies

That sing, and singing in their glory move,

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now Lycidas, the Shepherds weep no more;
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore,

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good

To all that wander in that perilous flood.

POPE’S ESSAY ON CRITICISM, 11, 337-357

But most by Numbers judge a Poet’s song;

And smooth or rough, with them is right or wrong:
In the bright Muse though thousand charms conspire,
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire;

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear,

Not mend their minds; as some to Church repair,

Not for the doctrine, but the music there.

These equal syllables alone require,

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire;

While expletives their feeble aid do join;
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[image: image17.png]And ten low words oft creep in one dull line:
While they ring round the same unvaried chimes,
With sure returns of still expected rhymes;
Where’er you find ‘“‘the cooling western breeze,”
In the next line, it “whispers through the trees:”
If crystal streams “‘with pleasing murmurs creep,”
The reader’s threatened (not in vain) with “‘sleep:”
Then, at the last and only couplet fraught

With some unmeaning thing they call a thought,
A needless Alexandrine ends the song

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along.

POPE'S THE RAPE OF THE LOCK, II11, 1-18

Close by those meads, for ever crowned with flowers,
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers,

There stands a structure of majestic frame,

Which from the neighb’ring Hampton takes its name.

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom

Of foreign Tyrants and of Nymphs at home;

Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realms obey,

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes Tea.
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort,

To taste awhile the pleasures of a Court;

In various talk th’ instructive hours they past

Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last;

One speaks the glory of the British Queen,

And one describes a charming Indian screen;

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes;

At every word a reputation dies.

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat,

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that.




