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Book III
Meanwhile Iris1  went to Helen in the form of her sister-in-law, wife of the son of

Antenor2 , for Helicaon3 , son of Antenor, had married Laodice4 , the fairest of Priam’s5

daughters. She found her in her own room, working at a great web of purple linen, on

which she was embroidering the battles between Trojans and Achaeans6 , that Mars7  had

made them fight for her sake. Iris then came close up to her and said, “Come hither,

child, and see the strange doings of the Trojans and Achaeans till now they have been

warring upon the plain, mad with lust of battle, but now they have left off fighting, and

are leaning upon their shields, sitting still with their spears planted beside them.

Alexandrus8  and Menelaus9  are going to fight about yourself, and you are to the wife of

����������
1 Iris: the goddess of the rainbow and messenger of the gods in Greek mythology  �� !�� 
�� !"#$%&$ '(

2 Antenor: one of the Greek sages who have experience, judgment, and wisdom  �� !��� 

�� 
3 Helicaon: �� !
4 Laodice: Priam’s daughter, who married Helicaon  �� !"�� !"#$%&�� !"
��

5 Priam: the last king of Troy in Greek mythology, the father of Paris and Hector, who was killed when
his city fell to the Greeks �� !"#�� !"#$%&'()*+,-�� !"#$
�� !"�� !"#$%&'()#*

6 Achaean: a Greek  �� 
7 Mars: the god of war in Roman mythology  �� !�� !"#$ 
8 Alexandrus: a prince of Troy, also called Paris in Greek mythology, who took Helen home to be his

wife and brought about the Trojan War  �� !"#$%�� !"#�� !"#$%&
���� !"#$%&'()*+�� !"#$%&'

9 Menelaus: the king of Sparta at the time of the Trojan War in Greek mythology, husband of Helen
and brother of Agamemnon   �� !"#�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./�� !
�� !"#$
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him who is the victor.”

Thus spoke the goddess, and Helen’s heart yearned after her former husband, her

city, and her parents. She threw a white mantle over her head, and hurried from her

room, weeping as she went, not alone, but attended by two of her handmaids. And

straightway they were at the Scaean gates1.

The two sages, Ucalegon and Antenor, elders of the people, were seated by the

Scaean gates, with Priam, Panthous, Thymoetes, Lampus, Clytius, and Hiketaon of the

race of Mars. These were too old to fight, but they were fluent orators, and sat on the

tower like cicadas that chirrup delicately from the boughs of some high tree in a wood.

When they saw Helen coming towards the tower, they said softly to one another, “Small

wonder that Trojans and Achaeans should endure so much and so long, for the sake of a

woman so marvellously and divinely lovely. Still, fair though she be, let them take her

and go, or she will breed sorrow for us and for our children after us.”

But Priam bade her draw nigh. “My child,” said he, “take your seat in front of me

that you may see your former husband, your kinsmen and your friends. I lay no blame

upon you, it is the gods, not you who are to blame. It is they that have brought about this

terrible war with the Achaeans. Tell me, then, who is yonder huge hero so great and

goodly? I have seen men taller by a head, but none so comely and so royal. Surely he

must be a king.”

“Sir,” answered Helen, “father of my husband, dear and reverend in my eyes, would

that I had chosen death rather than to have come here with your son, far from my bridal

chamber, my friends, my darling daughter, and all the companions of my girlhood. But

it was not to be, and my lot is one of tears and sorrow. As for your question, the hero of

whom you ask is Agamemnon2, son of Atreus3, a good king and a brave soldier, brother-

in-law as surely as that he lives, to my abhorred and miserable self.”

The old man marvelled at him and said, “Happy son of Atreus, child of good fortune.

����������
1 Scaean gates: the gates of the city of Troy  �� !"#$%&
2 Agamemnon: the king of Mycenae and leader of the Greeks in the Trojan War, who was the son of

Atreus. He was killed by his wife Clytemnestra upon his return from Troy.  �� !"�� !

�� �� !"#$%&'()*+�� !"#$%�� !"#$%&'()*+,

�� !"#$
3 Atreus: the king of Mycenae, father of Agamemnon and Menelaus  �� !"�� !"#$�

�� !"#$%&'()



5

C
hapter 1  A

ncient E
uropean Literature

I see that the Achaeans are subject to you in great multitudes. When I was in Phrygia1

I saw much horsemen, the people of Otreus and of Mygdon, who were camping upon

the banks of the river Sangarius; I was their ally, and with them when the Amazons2,

peers of men, came up against them, but even they were not so many as the Achaeans.”

The old man next looked upon Ulysses3; “Tell me,” he said, “who is that other,

shorter by a head than Agamemnon, but broader across the chest and shoulders? His

armour is laid upon the ground, and he stalks in front of the ranks as it were some great

woolly ram ordering his ewes.”

And Helen answered, “He is Ulysses, a man of great craft, son of Laertes. He was

born in rugged Ithaca4, and excels in all manner of stratagems and subtle cunning.”

�� !"#

�� !"#�� !"#$%�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#$%&

�� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'()*�� !"#$%&'(�� 

�� �� !"#$%�� �� �� �� !"#$%&'()*�� !

�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./�� !"#$%&'()*'+,-��

�� !"#$%&"'()*+",-.�� !"#$%&'()*+, �� 

�� !"#$%&'()*+,#-./

Questions:

1. How did Trojan elders describe Helen when they saw her coming towards the tower?

2. Does Priam think that it is Helen who has brought about the war?

����������
1 Phrygia: an ancient country of central Asia Minor  �� !"�� �!"#$%
2 the Amazons: women soldiers in Greek mythology, reputed to have lived in Scythia  �� !"

�� !"#$%& �� !"#$%&
3 Ulysses: Latin name of Odysseus, the king of Ithaca, a leader of the Greeks in the Trojan War, who

offered the Trojan horse  �� !"�� !"#$%&'�� !"#$�� !"#$

�� !"#, �� !"
4 Ithaca: an island in the Ionian Sea, in Greece. Ithaca is the legendary home of Odysseus from

Homer’s Odyssey, and, according to some scholars, the home of Homer himself.  �� !" ��

�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#$%&'�� !"�� !"#$%&�� !

�� !"#$%&'
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Sophocles (496?—406BC)

�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'()*+,-�� !"#$%&�� 

��120�� !"��7�� !"#�� �� !"#$��

�� !"#$%&'(�� ! 24�� !"�� !"#$%

Oedipus the King1

�� !"#

�� !"#$�� !"#$%&'()*�� !"#$%&'()*��

�� �� !"�� !"#$%&'"()*+,-�� !"#$%�� !

�� !"#�$%&�� !"#$%�� !"#$%&'#()�� !"#

�� !"#�$%&�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#$%&'()*��

�� !"#$%&�� !"�� �� !"#$%&'�� !"#$%&'

���� !"#$%�� !"�#$%&'()*+,-./0�� !"��

�� �� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'�� !"#$%&'(�� !

�� !�Oedipus Complex��� !"

�� !"#$%&'()��� !�� !"#$�%&'( )*�� 

�� !�� !"#$%&'(�� !"#$%&'()*+�� !"#$

���� !"#$%��  !�� !"�� !"#$%&'

Characters:
Oedipus: Ruler of Thebes Messenger 1

Jocasta: Wife of Oedipus Messenger 2

Creon: Brother of Jocasta A Shepherd

A blind Prophet An Attendant

Scene: In front of the doors of the palace of Oedipus at Thebes. A crowd of citizens sits

at an altar in supplication. Among them is an old man, the Priest of Zeus.

����������
1 Translated by Luci Berkowitz.
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(Enter, through the door, Oedipus)

Oedipus: What is it, children, sons of the ancient house of Cadmus1? Why do you sit as

suppliants crowned with laurel branches2? What is the meaning of the incense

which fills the city? The pleas to end pain? The cries of sorrow? I chose not to

hear it from my messengers, but came myself—I came, Oedipus, Oedipus,

whose name is known to all. You, old one—age gives you the right to speak

for all of them—you tell me why they sit before my altar. Has something

frightened you? What brings you here? Some need? Some want? I’ll help you

all I can. I would be cruel did I not greet you with compassion when you are

gathered here before me.

Priest: My Lord and King. We represent the young and old; some are priests and

some the best of Theban youth. And I—I am a priest of Zeus. There are many

more who carry laurel boughs like these—in the market places, at the twin

altars of Athena, by the sacred ashes of Ismenus’ oracle3. You see yourself

how torn our city is, how she craves relief from the waves of death, which

now crash over her. Death is everywhere... This is the reason why we come to

you, these children and I. No, we do not think you a god. But God aided you.

Yes, you restored our life. And now as second time, great Oedipus, we turn to

you for help. Find some relief for us, whether with god or man to guide your

way. It was you who once before came to Thebes and freed us from the spell4.

You helped us then. Yes. And we believe that you will help us now. O Lord,

revive our city; restore her life. Think of your fame, your own repute. The

people know you saved us from our past despair. Let no one say you raised us

up to let us fall. Save us and keep us safe. You found good omens once to aid

you and brought us fortune then. Find them again. If you will rule this land as

����������
1 Cadmus: the founder of Thebes and its first king in Greek mythology  �� !"�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'()
2 laurel boughs: the suppliant carried a branch which he laid on the altar and left there until his request

was granted. At the end of this scene, Oedipus told the suppliants to take their branches away.  ��

��
3 Ismenus’ oracle: an oracle in a temple of Apollo near the river Ismenus, where burnt offerings were

made and prophecies given  �� !"#$%
4 spell: a word or formula believed to have magic power. Here it refers to the riddle of the Sphinx.  �

���� !"#$%&'(
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king and lord, rule over men and not a wall encircling emptiness. No city wall,

no ship can justify its claim to strength if it is stripped of men who give it life.

Oedipus: O my children, I know well the pain you suffer and understand what brings

you here. You suffer—and yet not one among you suffers more than I. Each of

you grieves for himself alone, while my heart must bear the strain of sorrow

for all—myself and you and all our city’s people. No, I am not blind to it. I

have wept and in my weeping set my thoughts on countless paths, searching

for an answer. I have sent my own wife’s brother Creon, son of Menoeceus, to

Apollo’s Pythian shrine1 to learn what I might say or do to ease our city’s

suffering. I am concerned that he is not yet here—he left many days ago. But

this promise: whenever he returns, whatever news he brings, whatever course

the god reveals—that is the course that I shall take.

Priest: Well spoken. Look! They are giving signs that Creon is returning.

Oedipus: O God! If only he brings news as welcome as his smiling face.

Priest: I think he does. His head is crowned with laurel leaves.

Oedipus: We shall know soon enough. There. My Lord Creon, what word do you bring

from the god?

(Enter Creon.)

Creon: Good news. I tell you this, if all goes well, our troubles will be past.

Oedipus: But what was the oracle? Right now I’m swaying between hope and fear.

Creon: If you want to hear it in the presence of these people, I shall tell you. If not, let’s go

inside.

Oedipus: Say it before all of us. I sorrow more for them than for myself.

Creon: Then I shall tell you exactly what the god Apollo answered. These are his words:

Pollution. A hidden sore is festering in our land. We are to stop its growth before

it is too late.

Oedipus: Pollution? How are we to save ourselves?

Creon: Blood for blood. To save ourselves we are to banish a man or pay for blood with

blood. It is a murder which has led to this despair.

Oedipus: Murder? Whose? Did the god say whose...?

Creon: My Lord, before you came to rule our city, we had a king. His name was Laius...

����������
1 Pythian shrine: the temple of Apollo at Delphi in Greek mythology  �� !"#$%&'()

�� 
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Oedipus: I know, although I never saw him.

Creon: He was murdered. And the god’s command is clear: we must find the assassin and

destroy him.

Oedipus: But where? Where is he to be found? How can we find the traces of a crime

committed long ago?

Creon: He lives among us. If we seek, we will find; what we do not seek cannot be found.

Oedipus: Where was it that Laius met his death? At home? The country? In some foreign

land?

Creon: One day he left and told us he would go to Delphi1 . That was the last we saw of

him.

Oedipus: And there was no one who could tell what happened? No one who travelled with

him? Did no one see? Is there no evidence?

Creon: All perished. All—except one who ran in panic from the scene and could not tell

us anything for certain, except...

Oedipus: Except? What? What was it? One clue might lead to many. We have to grasp the

smallest shred of hope.

Creon: He said that robbers—many of them—fell upon Laius and his men and murdered

them.

Oedipus: Robbers? Who committed murder? Why unless they were paid assassins?

Creon: We considered that. But the king was dead and we were plagued with trouble. No

one came forth as an avenger.

Oedipus: Trouble? What could have kept you from investigating the death of your king?

Creon: The Sphinx. The Sphinx was confounding us with her riddles, forcing us to abandon

our search for the unknown and to tend to what was then before us.

Oedipus: Then I—I shall begin again. I shall not cease until I bring the truth to light. Apollo

has shown, and you have shown, the duty which we owe the dead. You have my

gratitude. You will find me a firm ally, and together we shall exact vengeance for

our land and for the god. I shall not rest till I dispel this defilement—not just for

another man’s sake, but for my own as well. For whoever the assassin—he might

turn his hand against me too. Yes, I shall be serving Laius and myself. Now go,

����������
1 Delphi: an ancient town of central Greece near Mount Parnassus. It was the seat of a famous oracle

of Apollo.  �� !�� !"#$%&'()*+,-.�� !"#$%&'(
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my children. Leave the steps of my altar. Go. Take away your laurel branches. Go

to the people of Cadmus. Tell them that I, their king, will leave nothing untried.

And with the help of God, we shall find success—or ruin.

�� !"#

�� !"#$ �� !"#$%&'()*+,-.#/0123�� !"

�� !"#$%&'()#!*+�� !"#$%&'(�� ! "#�� 

�� !�� !"�� !"#�� !�� ! "#$%&'()*+*#,

�� !"#$�� !"#$%&'()*+�� !"#$�� !"#$��

�� !"#$%&'(

Questions:

1. What kind of person is Oedipus in your mind after you read the above excerpt? Do

you think he is a good king?

2. Is the news brought by Creon a good one or a bad one to Oedipus? Why?
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Inferno

Canto V
From Limbo Virgil leads his ward down to the threshold of the Second Circle of

Hell where, for the first time, he will see the damned in Hell being punished for their

sins. There, barring their way, is the hideous figure of Minos2, the bestial judge of Dante’s

underworld; but after strong words from Virgil, the poets are allowed to pass into the

dark space of this circle, where can be heard the wailing voices of the Lustful, whose

punishment consists of being forever whirled about in a dark, stormy wind. After seeing

a thousand or more famous lovers—including Semiramis3, Dido4, Helen, Achilles5, and

Paris—the Pilgrim asks to speak to two figures he sees together. They are Francesca da

����������
1 Translated by Mark Musa.
2 Minos: a king of Crete, the son of Zeus and Europa, who, according to Greek mythology, was made

one of the three judges in the underworld after his death  �� !�� !"#$%&'()�

�� !"#$%�� !"#$%&'()*
3 Semiramis: the legendary queen of Assyria  �� �!"�� !"#$%&'
4 Dido: the queen of Carthage who fell in love with the Trojan hero, Aeneas, and committed suicide

when he abandoned her  �� �� !"#�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#
5 Achilles: the hero of Homer’s Iliad, the son of Peleus and Thetis and slayer of Hector  �� !" �

�� �� !"#�� !"�� !"#$!%&'�� !"#$%
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Rimini and her lover Paolo, and the scene in which they appear is probably the most

famous episode of the Inferno. At the end of the scene, the Pilgrim, who has been

overcome by pity for the lovers, faints to the ground.

This way I went, descending from the first

into the second circle, that holds less space

but much more pain—stinging the soul to wailing.

There stands Minos grotesquely, and he snarls,

examining the guilty at the entrance;

he judges and dispatches, tail in coils.

By this I mean that when the evil soul

appears before him, it confesses all,

and he who is the expert judge of sins

sees what place in hell the soul belongs to;

the times he wraps his tail around himself

tells just how far the sinner must go down.

The damned keep crowding up in front of him:

they pass along to judgment one by one;

they speak, they hear, and then are hurled below.

“Oh you who come to the place where pain is host,”

Minos spoke out when he caught sight of me;

putting aside the duties of his office,

“be careful how you enter and whom you trust:

it is easy to get in, but don’t be fooled!”

And my guide1 to him: “Why do you keep on shouting?

����������
1 guide: Here it refers to Virgil. The following “teacher” also refers to Virgil.  �� �� !��

���� !�� !"#$%&'(
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Do not attempt to stop his fated journey;

it is so willed there where the power is

for what is willed; that’s all you need to know.”

And now the notes of anguish start to play

upon my ears; and now I find myself

where sounds on sounds of weeping pound at me.

I came to a place where no light shone at all,

bellowing like the sea racked by a tempest,

when warring winds attack it from both sides.

The infernal storm, eternal in its rage,

sweeps and drives the spirits with its blast;

it whirls them, lashing them with punishment.

When they are swept back past their place of judgment,

then come the shrieks, laments and anguished cries;

there they blaspheme the power of almighty God.

I learned that to this place of punishment

all those who sin in lust have been condemned,

those who make reason slave to appetite;

And as the wings of starlings in the winter

bear them along in wide-spread, crowded flocks,

so does that wind propel the evil spirits:

here, then there, and up and down, it sweeps them

forever, without hope to comfort them

(hope, not of taking rest, but of suffering less).

And just like cranes in flight, chanting their lays,

stretching an endless line in their formation,

I saw approaching, crying their laments,
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spirits carried along by the battling winds.

And so I asked, “Teacher, tell me, what souls

are these punished in the sweep of the black wind?”

“The first of those whose story you should know,”

my master wasted no time answering,

“was empress over lands of many tongues;

her vicious tastes had so corrupted her,

she licensed every form of lust with laws

to cleanse the stain of scandal she had spread;

she is Semiramis who, legend says,

was Ninus’ wife and successor to his throne;

she governed all the land the Sultan rules.

The next is she who killed herself for love

and broke faith with the ashes of Sichaeus1;

and there is Cleopatra2 who loved men’s lusting.

See Helen there, the root of evil woe

lasting long years, and see the great Achilles

who lost his life to love in final combat;

�� !"#

�� !�� !"#$%&!'(�� !"#$�� !"�� !"#$

���� �� !"#�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./01���� !

�� !"#�� !"#$�� !!""#$%&'()*+,,-./�� 

����������
1 Sichaeus: the husband of Dido  �� !"�� !"
2 Cleopatra: Egyptian queen noted for her beauty and charisma  �� !"#$�� !"��

�� !"#$%
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��  !!"�� !�� !"#$%&'()*+,-.�� !"#$%&�

�� !"#$%&'

Questions:

1. What kind of place does Inferno look like according to the speaker’s own experience?

2. Both Semiramis and Helen are punished with the sweeping of the black wind. Why?

Giovanni Boccaccio (1313—1375)

�� !"#

�� ��� !"#$%&'()*+��� !"#$�

��� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'()*+,-���

�� ��� ��� !"#$%&'(�� !"#$%&'

�� !"#$%&!'�� !"100�� !"#$%&'()

�� !"#�� !"�� !�Francis Petrarch, 1304� 1374��

�14�� !"#!$%&'(�� !"#$%&'( )*+

�� !

The Decameron1

�� !"#

�� !"�� !"#$%&'(�� !"�100�� !"#$%&'()

�� !10�� !"#$%&'(�� !"#10���� !"#"$%&'

�� !"#$%&'10�� !100�� !�� !"#$%&'()*+��

�� !"#$%&'()*+,!-./0"12�� !"#$%&'()*+

�� !"#$%&'()*�� !"#$%&'�� !"#$%&'()*�

�� !"#$%&'(�� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'(�� !"#

�� 

�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#$%&'(!)*+

The First Day
Thirteen hundred and forty-eight years had already passed after the fruitful

����������
1 Translated by Mark Musa and Peter Bondanella.
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Incarnation1 of the Son of God2 when into the distinguished city of Florence, more

nobler than any other Italian city; there came the deadly pestilence. It started in the East,

either because of the influence of heavenly bodies or because of God’s just wrath as a

punishment to mortals for our wicked deeds, and it killed an infinite number of people.

Without pause it spread from one place and it stretched its miserable length over the

West. And against this pestilence no human wisdom or foresight was of any avail;

quantities of filth were removed from the city by officials charged with this task; the

entry of any sick person into the city was prohibited; and many directives were issued

concerning the maintenance of good health. Nor were the humble supplications, rendered

not once but many times to God by pious people through public processions or by other

means, efficacious; for almost at the beginning of springtime of the year in question the

plague began to show its sorrowful effects in an extraordinary manner.

It did not act as it had done in the East, where bleeding from the nose was a manifest

sign of inevitable death, but it began in both men and women with certain swelling

either in the groin or under the armpits, some of which grew to the size of a normal

apple and others to the size of an egg (more or less), and the people called them buboes.

And from the two parts of the body already mentioned, within a brief space of time, they

said deadly buboes began to spread indiscriminately over every part of the body; and

after this, the symptoms of the illness changed to black or livid spots appearing on the

arms and thighs, and on every part of the body, some large ones and sometimes many

little ones scattered all around. And just as the buboes were originally, and still are, a

very certain indication of impending death, in like manner these spots came to mean the

same thing for whoever had them. Neither a doctor’s advice nor the strength of medicine

could do anything to cure this illness; on the contrary, either the nature of the illness was

such that it afforded no cure, or else the doctors were so ignorant that they did not

recognize its cause and, as a result, could not prescribe the proper remedy (in fact, the

number of doctors, other than the well-trained, was increased by a large number of men

and women who had never had any medical training); at any rate, few of the sick were

ever cured, and almost all died after the third day of the appearance of the previously

described symptoms (some sooner, others later), and most of them died without fever or

����������
1 Incarnation: the act of God coming to Earth in the human form of Jesus Christ, according to the

Christian religion  �� !�� !"#$%&'()*+
2 the Son of God: Here it refers to Jesus Christ.  �� �� !"#$%
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any other side effects.

This pestilence was so powerful that it was communicated to the healthy by contact

with the sick, the way a fire close to dry or oily things will set them aflame. And the evil

of the plague went even further: not only did talking to or being around the sick bring

infection and a common death, but also touching the clothes of the sick or anything

touched or used by them seemed to communicate this very disease to the person involved.

What I am about to say is incredible to hear, and if I and others had not witnessed it with

our own eyes, I should not dare believe it (let alone write about it), no matter how

trustworthy a person I might have heard it from. Let me say, then, that the power of the

plague described here was of such virulence in spreading from one person to another

that not only did it pass from one man to the next, but, what’s more, it was often transmitted

from the garments of a sick or dead man to animals that not only became contaminated

by the disease, but also died within a brief period of time. My own eyes, as I said earlier,

witnessed such a thing one day: when the rags of a poor man who died of this disease

were thrown into the public street, two pigs came upon them, as they are wont to do, and

first with their snouts and then with their teeth they took the rags and shook them around;

and within a short time, after a number of convulsions, both pigs fell dead upon the ill-

fated rags, as if they had been poisoned. From these and many similar or worse

occurrences there came about such fear and such fantastic notions among those who

remained alive that almost all of them took a very cruel attitude in the matter; that is,

they completely avoided the sick and their possessions; and in so doing, each one believed

that he was protecting his good health.

...

�� !"#

�� !"�� !"�� !"�� !"�� !"�� !"#$�� 

�� !"#�� !"#$%&'()*+,-�� !""#$%&'()*�

�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./01234567.89:�� !"#$

�� !�� !"#$%&�� !"#$"%&'�� !"#�$%&'���

�� �� !"#$%&

Questions:

1. What kind of disaster does the author describe at the beginning of the story?

2. How did people react to the plague?
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Geoffrey Chaucer=(1340?—1400)

�� !"#

�� ��� !"�� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'(

�� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./�� 

�� !"�� !"#�� !"#�$19�� !"#$%& 

�� !"�� !"#�� !"#$%&#'()*+,-��

�� !"�� !"#$%&&'(�� !"#$%&'�� 

�� !"�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'�� !"#$%&'()*�� !"#$%&'()

�� ��� !"#�heroic couplet���� �� !"#$%&'�� !"#

�� !"�� !"#$%&'()�� !"#$%&'()*+,-

�� !"#$%&'�� !"#$%�The Book of the Duchess, 1370����

�� !"#$%&'�Troilus and Criseyde, 1385���� !"#$%&�The Legend

of Good Women, 1385���� !"#�The House of Fame, 1374—1384���� !"#

�The Parliament of Fowls, 1380���� !"#$%&'()��� !"#�Romance

of the Rose���

The Canterbury Tales

�� !"#

�� !"#$%&�� !"#$%&'()*+,-�� !"#$%��

���� !"#$%&��120�� !"�� !"#�� !"�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'�� !�General Prologue�� 24�� !�� 4�� !

���� !"#$�� !"#$% 14�� !"#$%&'

�� �� !�� !"#$%&'(")*�� !"#$%&'()*�

�� !"#$%&'()*+,�� !"�� !"#$%4�� !�� !

�� !�� !"#$%&��� !���� !"#$%&'()*+,-.

�� �!"�� !"#$%&'()*+,-.�� !"#$%&�� !"

�� !�� !"#$�� �� !"#$%&'(!)*+
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General Prologue
As soon as April pierces to the root

The drought of March, and bathes each bud and shoot

Through every vein of sap with gentle showers

From whose engendering liquor spring the flowers;

When Zephyrus1 have breathed softly all about

Inspiring every wood and field to sprout,

And in the zodiac2 the youthful sun

His journey halfway through the Ram3 has run;

When little birds are busy with their song

Who sleep with open eyes the whole night long

Life stirs their hearts and tingles in them so,

Then off as pilgrims people long to go,

And palmers4 to set out for distant strands

And foreign shrines renowned in many lands.

And specially in England people ride

To Canterbury from every countryside

To visit there the blessed martyred saint5

Who gave them strength when they were sick and faint.

In Southwark at the Tabard one spring day,

It happened, as I stopped there on my way,
����������
1 Zephyrus: the west wind  ��
2 zodiac: It refers to an area of the sky through which the sun, moon and most of the planets appear to

move, or the representation of this area in the form of a usually circular drawing. It is divided into

twelve equal parts, each of which has a name, is connected with a time of year, and is represented by

a symbol.  �� !�� !"#
3 Ram: Ram is one of the signs of the zodiac. The sun is supposed to run through the sign of the Ram

annually from March 21st to April 21st, so the sun is young.  �� !�� !"#$%�� 

�� !"# 3 � 21 �� 4 � 21 ���� !"�� the young sun�
4 palmer: pilgrim to foreign countries  �� 
5 martyred saint: Here it refers to St. Thomas à Becket, murdered in Canterbury cathedral in 1170. In

February, 1173, he was formally canonized by Pope Alexander III.  �� !"# St. Thomas à

Becket��� 1170�� !"#$%&'()*�� !"#$%&'�1173�2���

�� �
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Myself a pilgrim with a heart devout

Ready for Canterbury to set out,

At night came all of twenty-nine assorted

Travellers, and to that same inn resorted,

Who by a turn of fortune chanced to fall

In fellowship together, and they were all

Pilgrims who had it in their minds to ride

Toward Canterbury. The stables doors were wide,

The rooms were large, and we enjoyed the best,

And shortly, when the sun had gone to rest,

I had so talked with each that presently

I was a member of their company

And promised to rise early the next day

To start, as I shall show, upon our way.

But none the less, while I have time and space,

Before this tale has gone a further pace,

I should in reason tell you the condition

Of each of them, his rank and his position,

And also what array they all were in;

And so then, with a knight I will begin.

...

�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./0���� !"#$�� !"#$

�� �� !"#$%&'()��� !"#$%&��� !���� !"

�� !�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./0�� �� �� �� �� 

�� !"#$%&'()*+,�� !"#$%&'(#)*+�� !"#$

�� !"�� !"#$%&'()*+

Questions:

1. What is the significance of the setting (time and place) of the pilgrimage?

2. In the seventh line of this prologue, why does the author use “youthful” to describe

the sun?
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English Ballads

�� !"#

�� !"#$%&'()*+,-�� !"#$%&'()*+#,%-

���� !"#$%&'(��� !"#$%�� !"�� !"#�� !

�� !"#$�� !"#$%�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./�� !

�� !"#�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./0123!4�� !"#$
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Get Up and Bar the Door

It fell about the Martinmas time1,

And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwife2 got puddings to make.

And she’s boiled them in the pan.

The wind so cold blew south and north,

And blew into the floor;

Quoth our goodman3 to our goodwife,

“Go out and bar the door.”

“My hand is in my hussyfscap4,

Goodman, as ye5 may see;

If it should not be barr’d this hundred year,

It’s not be barr’d by me.”

����������
1 Martinmas time: the feast of St. Martin, Nov. 11th  �� !�11 � 11 ��
2 goodwife: wife
3 goodman: husband
4 hussyfscap: a small case for needles, thread, etc.  �� 
5 ye: you�� !"#$�� !
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They made a paction1 ’tween them two,

They made it firm and sure,

That the first word whoe’er should speak,

Should rise and bar the door.

Then by there came two gentlemen,

At twelve o’clock at night,

And they could neither see house nor hall,

Nor coal, nor candlelight.

“Now whether is this a rich man’s house,

Or whether is it a poor?”

But ne’er a word would one of them speak,

For barring of the door.

And first they ate white puddings,

And then they ate the black:

Though much thought the goodwife to herself,

Yet ne’er a word she spake.

Then said the one unto the other,

“Here, man, take ye ma2 knife;

Do you take off the old man’s beard,

And I’ll kiss the goodwife.”

“But there’s no water in the house,

And what shall we do then?”

“What ails ye at the pudding-broth3,

That boils into the pan?”

����������
1 paction: pact; agreement  �� ��
2 ma: my
3 what ails ye at the pudding-broth: What’s the matter with the pudding broth? Why not use the

pudding-broth?
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O, up then started our goodman,

An angry man was he;

“Will ye kiss my wife before my eye,

And scald me with pudding-broth?”

O, up then started our goodwife,

Made three skips on the floor;

“Goodman, you’ve spoken the foremost word;1

Get up and bar the door.”

�� !"#

�� !�� !�� !"#$%&'()*+,-./�� �� !"#

Questions:

1. How should we appreciate English ballads in your opinion?

2. What kind of life does this ballad describe?

����������
1 you’ve spoken the foremost word: you have been the first to speak




