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Beowulf (c. 700-1000) 

 Hrothgar, king of Denmark, suffered while his kingdom was being attacked by a 
devouring monster, named Grendel. Grendel was protected by a magic spell and could not be 
hurt by weapons made by man. He lived in the wastelands, and every night he visited Hrothgar’s 
hall carrying off and killing his guests. 

 Beowulf lived in the nearby kingdom of Geatland. From a very early age he showed signs 
of great strength and extraordinary courage. He killed many sea monsters and defended his 
country from enemy’s attacks. When he heard from mariners of Grendel’s murderous attacks, he 
decided to help Hrothgar. He and some of his bravest followers crossed the sea to Denmark 
where they were welcomed by the king. A big feast was held in their honor. 

That night everybody slept except Beowulf. Grendel attacked Hrothgar’s hall and killed one of 
Beowulf’s sleeping men. Beowulf, unarmed, fought the monster and with his great strength tore 
out one of Grendel’s arms at the shoulder. Mortally wounded, Grendel retreated to his home in 
the surrounding wastelands. 
 Grendel’s mother came to avenge her monster son’s fatal injury and carried off a Danish 

nobleman and Grendel’s torn off arm. Beowulf and his men followed the blood trail left by the 
arm and came to the lake where Grendel’s mother had taken refuge. Beowulf plunged into the 
lake and swam into a chamber. He fought Grendel’s mother, killing her with an old sword he 
found in an underwater cavern. Grendel’s body was also lying in the cavern so Beowulf cut off 
his head and brought it back to King Hrothgar. 

 There was a great feast in the hall to celebrate Beowulf’s victory and an even greater 
celebration when he returned to his home country, where he was made king. 
After fifty years of successful reign Beowulf had to face another living creature, a fire breathing 
dragon which was trying to destroy the country. Although he was very old, Beowulf slew the 
dragon but he was mortally wounded in the process. 

Beowulf mortally wounds Grendel 

Now many an earl  1

of Beowulf brandished  blade ancestral,  2 3

 earl - follower1

 brandished - held and waved2

 blade ancestral - sword handed down by the ancestors, heirloom3
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fain  the life of their lord to shield, 4

their praised prince, if power were theirs; 
never they knew,—as they neared the foe, 
hardy-hearted heroes of war, 
aiming their swords on every side 
the accursed to kill,—no keenest  blade, 5

no fairest of falchions  fashioned  on earth, 6 7

could harm or hurt that hideous  fiend!  8 9

He was safe, by his spells, from sword of battle, 
from edge of iron. Yet his end and parting 
on that same day of this our life  10

woeful  should be, and his wandering soul 11

far off flit  to the fiends’ domain.  12 13

Soon he found, who in former days, 
harmful in heart  and hated of God, 14

on many a man such murder wrought,  15

that the frame of his body failed him now. 
For him the keen-souled  kinsman  of Hygelac  16 17 18

 fain - willing4

 keenest - sharpest5

 falchion - sword6

 fashioned - made7

 hideous - horrendous8

 fiend - wicked or cruel being9

 on that same day of this our life - on that very day10

 woeful - painful11

 flit - fly12

 feind’s domain - hell13

 harmful in heart - evil14

 wrought - brought, committed15

 keen-souled - having strong and ambitious character16

 kinsman - relative17

 Hygelac - king of the Geats (Beowulf’s king)18
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held in hand; hateful alive 

was each to other. The outlaw dire  19

took mortal hurt; a mighty wound 
showed on his shoulder, and sinews  cracked, 20

and the bone-frame  burst. To Beowulf now 21

the glory was given, and Grendel thence  22

death-sick his den in the dark moor sought,  23

noisome abode:  he knew too well 24

that here was the last of life, an end 
of his days on earth. 

—————————— 

The Canterbury Tales (c. 1387-1400) 
 Going on pilgrimages in Medieval England was a way of combining religion with 
pleasure. People from many different walks of life would form a group, travel by cart and on foot 

to a holy shrine, stay there for a while and then go back home together. There was a holiday 
atmosphere about pilgrimages because for most people it was the only time they could get away 
from the drudgery of their daily routine. In The Canterbury Tales a group of pilgrims is on their 
way to visit one of England’s most famous cathedrals in the southern city of Canterbury. It is a 
varied group representing a good cross-section of English society of the day. 

The General Prologue 

     When in April the sweet showers fall 
And pierce the drought of March to the root, and all 

The veins are bathed in liquor of such power 
As brings about the engendering of the flower, 

 outlaw dire - terrible enemy19

 sinews - cords connecting muscle to bone20

 bone-frame - skeleton21

 thence - from there22

 sought - looked for23

 noisome abode - dirty and dark home24
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When also Zephyrus  with his sweet breath 25

Exhales an air in every grove and heath 
Upon the tender shoots, and the young sun 
His half-course in the sign of the Ram  has run, 26

And the small fowl are making melody 
That sleep away the night with open eye 

(So nature pricks them and their heart engages) 
Then people long to go on pilgrimages 
And palmers  long to seek the stranger strands 27

Of far-off saints, hallowed in sundry lands, 
And specially, from every shire’s  end 28

Of England, down to Canterbury they wend 
To seek the holy blissful martyr,  quick 29

To give his help to them when they were sick. 

 In the Prologue, we are introduced to the pilgrims individually and Chaucer writes a pen-

picture of each one of them. Several members of religious orders form part of the group. Here we 
are introduced to two female characters who are connected with the world of religion: a Prioress, 
who is the head nun in a convent (priory), and a wealthy woman who is—apparently—very 
religious. 

The Prioress’s Prologue 

     There also was a Nun, a Prioress, 
Her way of smiling very simple and coy. 
Her greatest oath was only ‘By St Loy!’  30

 Zephyrus - the west wind in Greek mythology25

 Ram - the first sign of the zodiac, begins its run about March 21st26

 palmers - pilgrims who had been to the Holy Land (Jerusalem) and wore crossed palm leaves as a sign of their 27

pilgrimage

 shire - county28

 matyr - St. Thomas à Becket, murdered in 1170 while at prayers in the Cathedral of Canterbury29

 St. Loy - a saint who refused to swear upon sacred relics. To swear by St. Loy was to swear mildly or not at all.30
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And she was known as Madam Eglantyne.  31

And well she sang a service, with a fine 
Intoning through her nose, as was most seemly, 
And she spoke daintily in French, extremely, 
After the school of Stratford-atte-Bowe;  32

French in the Paris style she did not know. 

At meat her manners were well taught withal;  33

No morsel  from her lips did she let fall, 34

Nor dipped her fingers in the sauce too deep; 
But she could carry a morsel up and keep 
The smallest drop from falling on her breast. 

For courtliness  she had a special zest,  35 36

And she would wipe her upper lip so clean 
That not a trace of grease was to be seen 
Upon the cup when she had drunk; to eat, 
She reached a hand sedately  for the meat. 37

She certainly was very entertaining, 
Pleasant and friendly in her ways, and straining  38

To counterfeit  a courtly kind of grace, 39

A stately bearing  fitting to her place, 40

And to seem dignified in all her dealings.  41

As for her sympathies and tender feelings, 

 Eglantyne - popular name for heroines in medieval romance31

 Stratford-atte-Bowe - the site of monastery near London where monks and nuns spoke a form of Norman French 32

that was very different from classical French

 withal - as well33

 morsel - piece of food34

 courtliness - courtly manners35

 zest - interest36

 sedately - calmly37

 straining - trying very hard38

 counterfeit - imitate39

 stately bearing - aristocratic posture40

 dealings - behaviors41

-   -5



LT 211 - English Literature I From the Beginning to Shakespeare

She was so charitably solicitous  42

She used to weep if she but saw a mouse 
Caught in a trap, if it were dead or bleeding. 
And she had little dogs she would be feeding 
With roasted flesh, or milk, or fine white bread. 
And bitterly she wept if one were dead 

Or someone took a stick and made it smart;  43

She was all sentiment and tender heart. 
Her veil was gathered in a seemly way, 
Her nose was elegant, her eyes glass-grey; 
Her mouth was very small, but soft and red, 

Her forehead, certainly, was fair of spread,  44

Almost a span  across the brows,  I own;  45 46 47

She was indeed by no means undergrown.  48

Her cloak, I noticed, had a graceful charm. 
She wore a coral trinket  on her arm, 49

A set of beads, the gaudies  tricked  in green, 50 51

Whence hung a golden brooch  of brightest sheen  52 53

On which there first was graven a crowned A, 
And lower, Amor vincit omnia.  54

 solicitous - kind, caring42

 made it smart - caused it pain43

 fair of spread - wide44

 span - the width of a hand45

 brows - eyebrows46

 own - admit, say47

 undergrown - short48

 trinket - rosary bracelet49

 gaudies - the eleventh bead on a string of rosary beads50

 tricked - decorated51

 brooch - piece of jewelry52

 sheen - shine53

 Amor vincit omnia - Latin for ‘Love conquers all’54
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The Wife of Bath’s Prologue 

     A worthy woman from beside Bath city 
Was with us, somewhat deaf,  which was a pity. 55

In making cloth she showed so great a bent  56

She bettered those of Ypres and of Ghent.  57

In all the parish  not a dame  dared stir 58 59

Towards the altar  steps in front of her, 60

And if indeed they did, so wrath  was she 61

As to be quite put out of charity. 
Her kerchiefs  were of finely woven ground; 62

I dared have sworn they weighed a good ten pound, 
The ones she wore on Sunday, on her head. 
Her hose  were of the finest scarlet red 63

And gartered  tight; her shoes were soft and new. 64

Bold  was her face, handsome, and red in hue.  65 66

A worthy  woman all her life, what’s more 67

She’d had five husbands, all at the church door, 
Apart from other company in youth; 

 deaf - she will later explain that this was due to the blow she received from her fifth husband55

 bent - talent56

 Ypres and of Ghent - important Flemish weaving centers57

 parish - a small administrative district having its own church and pastor58

 dame - lady, woman59

 altar - people went up to the altar in order of social importance to offer gifts60

 wrath - angry61

 kerchiefs - headkerchiefs, head-coverings62

 hose - stockings63

 gartered - tied64

 bold - proud65

 hue - color66

 worthy - good, here also means ‘wealthy’67
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No need just now to speak of that, forsooth.  68

And she had thrice been to Jerusalem, 
Seen many strange rivers and passed over them; 
She’d been to Rome and also to Boulogne, 
St James of Compostella and Cologne, 
And she was skilled in wandering by the way.  69

She had gap-teeth,  set widely, truth to say. 70

Easily on an ambling horse she sat 
Well wimpled  up, and on her head a hat 71

As broad as is a buckler or a shield; 
She had a flowing mantle that concealed 

Large hips, her heels spurred  sharply under that. 72

In company she liked to laugh and chat 
And knew the remedies for love’s mischances, 
An art in which she knew the oldest dances. 

The Wife of Bath’s Tale 

     When good King Arthur ruled in ancient days 
(A king that every Briton loves to praise) 
This was a land brim-full of fairy folk. 

The Elf-Queen and her courtiers joined and broke 
Their elfin dance on many a green mead,  
Or so was the opinion once, I read, 
Hundreds of years ago, in days of yore. 
But no one now sees fairies any more.  

For now the saintly charity and prayer 
Of holy friars seem to have purged the air; 
They search the countryside through field and stream 

 forsooth - to tell the truth68

 by the way - not taking the direct route, not staying on path69

 gap-teeth - wide space between front teeth, believed to be a sign of low moral standards70

 wimpled - covered71

 spurred - with sharp points72
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As thick as motes that speckle a sun-beam, 

Blessing the halls, the chambers, kitchens, bowers,  
Cities and boroughs, castles, courts and towers, 
Thorpes,  barns and stables, outhouses and dairies,  73

And that’s the reason why there are no fairies.  

(…) 

     Now it so happened, I began to say, 
Long, long ago in good King Arthur’s day,  
There was a knight who was a lusty  liver.  74 75

One day as he came riding from the river  
He saw a maiden walking all forlorn  
Ahead of him, alone as she was born.  
And of that maiden, spite of  all she said,  76

By very force he took her maidenhead.  77

     This act of violence made such a stir, 
So much petitioning  to the king for her, 78

That he condemned the knight to lose his head  
By course of law. He was as good as dead 
(It seems that then the statutes took that view) 

But that the queen, and other ladies too,  
Implored the king to exercise his grace  79

So ceaselessly, he gave the queen the case  
And granted her his life, and she could choose  
Whether to show him mercy or refuse. 

 thorpes - agricultural villages73

 lusty - healthy, vigorous74

 liver - person75

 spite of - in spite of76

 maidenhead - virginity77

 petitioning - appeal, request78

 exercise his grace - show his mercy79
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     The queen returned him thanks with all her might,  

And then she sent a summons to the knight 
At her convenience, and expressed her will: 
“You stand, for such is the position still, 
In no way certain of your life,” said she,  
“Yet you shall live if you can answer me: 

What is the thing that women most desire?  
Beware the axe and say as I require. 
     “If you can’t answer on the moment, though, 
I will concede you this: You are to go 
A twelvemonth and a day to seek and learn 

Sufficient answer, then you shall return. 
I shall take gages  from you to extort  80

Surrender of your body to the court.” 
     Sad was the knight and sorrowfully sighed, 
But there! All other choices were denied, 

And in the end he chose to go away 
And to return after a year and day 
Armed with such answer as there might be sent  
To him by God. He took his leave  and went. 81

     He knocked at every house, searched every place,  

Yes, anywhere that offered hope of grace. 
What could it be that women wanted most? 
But all the same he never touched a coast,  
Country, or town in which there seemed to be 
Any two people willing to agree. 

     Some said that women wanted wealth and treasure, 
“Honor,” said some, some “Jollity and pleasure,”  
Some “Gorgeous clothes” and others “Fun in bed,”  
“To be oft widowed and remarried,” said 
Others again, and some that what most mattered  

Was that we should be cossetted  and flattered. 82

 gages - a valued object deposited as a guarantee80

 leave - permission to go81

 cossetted - pampered82
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That’s very near the truth, it seems to me; 

A man can win us best with flattery. 
To dance attendance on us, make a fuss,  
Ensnares us all, the best and worst of us. 

(…) 

     This knight that I am telling you about 
Perceived at last he never would find out  
What it could be that women loved the best.  
Faint was the soul within his sorrowful breast,  

As home he went, he dared no longer stay;  
His year was up and now it was the day. 
     As he rode home in a dejected mood  
Suddenly, at the margin of a wood, 
He saw a dance upon the leafy floor 

Of four and twenty ladies, nay, and more.  
Eagerly he approached, in hope to learn 
Some words of wisdom ere  he should return;  83

But lo!  Before he came to where they were, 84

Dancers and dance all vanished into air! 

There wasn’t a living creature to be seen 
Save one old woman crouched upon the green. 
A fouler-looking creature I suppose 
Could scarcely be imagined. She arose 
And said, “Sir knight, there’s no way on from here.  

Tell me what you are looking for, my dear, 
For peradventure that were best for you; 
We old, old women know a thing or two.”  
     “Dear Mother,” said the knight, “alack the day!   85

I am as good as dead if I can’t say 

What thing it is that women most desire; 

 ere - before83

 lo! - behold, look84

 alack the day! - alack-a-day, an expression of regret or dismay85
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If you could tell me I would pay your hire.”  86

“Give me your hand,” she said, “and swear to do  
Whatever I shall next require of you 
—If so to do should lie within your might—  
And you shall know the answer before night.”  
“Upon my honor,” he answered, “I agree.” 

“Then,” said the crone, “I dare to guarantee  
Your life is safe; I shall make good my claim.  
Upon my life the queen will say the same.  
Show me the very proudest of them all 
In costly coverchief or jeweled caul  87

That dare say no to what I have to teach. 
Let us go forward without further speech.”  
And then she crooned  her gospel  in his ear  88 89

And told him to be glad and not to fear. 
     They came to court. This knight, in full array, 

Stood forth and said, “O Queen, I’ve kept my day  
And kept my word and have my answer ready.”  
     There sat the noble matrons and the heady  
Young girls, and widows too, that have the grace  
Of wisdom, all assembled in that place, 

And there the queen herself was throned to hear  
And judge his answer. Then the knight drew near  
And silence was commanded through the hall.  
     The queen gave order he should tell them all  
What thing it was that women wanted most. 

He stood not silent like a beast or post, 
But gave his answer with the ringing word  
Of a man’s voice and the assembly heard:  

 pay your hire - pay you back86

 caul - nettled cap worn by women87

 crooned - whispered88

 gospel - teaching89
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     “My liege and lady, in general,” said he,  

“A woman wants the self-same sovereignty  90

Over her husband as over her lover, 
And master him; he must not be above her.  
That is your greatest wish, whether you kill 
Or spare me; please yourself. I wait your will.”  

     In all the court not one that shook her head 
Or contradicted what the knight had said; 
Maid, wife, and widow cried, “He’s saved his life!”  
     And on the word up started the old wife, 
The one the knight saw sitting on the green, 

And cried, “Your mercy, sovereign lady queen! 
Before the court disperses, do me right! 
’Twas I who taught this answer to the knight,  
For which he swore, and pledged his honor to it,  
That the first thing I asked of him he’d do it, 

So far as it should lie within his might. 
Before this court I ask you then, sir knight, 
To keep your word and take me for your wife;  
For well you know that I have saved your life.  
If this be false, deny it on your sword!”  

     “Alas!” he said, “Old lady, by the Lord 
I know indeed that such was my behest, 
But for God’s love think of a new request,  
Take all my goods, but leave my body free.”  
“A curse on us,” she said, “if I agree! 

I may be foul, I may be poor and old, 
Yet will not choose to be, for all the gold  
That’s bedded in the earth or lies above, 
Less than your wife, nay, than your very love!”  
     “My love?” said he. “By heaven, my damnation!  

Alas that any of my race and station 
Should ever make so foul a misalliance!”  
Yet in the end his pleading and defiance  

 sovereignty - autonomy, power over one’s self90
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All went for nothing, he was forced to wed.  

He takes his ancient wife and goes to bed.  
     Now peradventure  some may well suspect 91

A lack of care in me since I neglect 
To tell of the rejoicings and display 
Made at the feast upon their wedding-day.  

I have but a short answer to let fall; 
I say there was no joy or feast at all, 
Nothing but heaviness of heart and sorrow.  
He married her in private on the morrow  
And all day long stayed hidden like an owl,  

It was such torture that his wife looked foul.  
     Great was the anguish churning in his head 
When he and she were piloted to bed; 
He wallowed back and forth in desperate style.  
His ancient  wife lay smiling all the while; 92

At last she said “Bless us! Is this, my dear,  
How knights and wives get on together here? 
Are these the laws of good King Arthur’s house?  
Are knights of his all so contemptuous? 
I am your own beloved and your wife,  

And I am she, indeed, that saved your life;  
And certainly I never did you wrong. 
Then why, this first of nights, so sad a song?  
You’re carrying on as if you were half-witted  
Say, for God’s love, what sin have I committed?  

I’ll put things right if you will tell me how.”  
     “Put right?” he cried. “That never can be now! 
Nothing can ever be put right again! 
You’re old, and so abominably plain, 
So poor to start with, so low-bred to follow; 

It’s little wonder if I twist and wallow! 
God, that my heart would burst within my breast!” 

 peradventure - perhaps91

 ancient - old92
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“Is that,” said she, “the cause of your unrest?”  

“Yes, certainly,” he said, “and can you wonder?”  
“I could set right what you suppose a blunder,  
That’s if I cared to, in a day or two, 
If I were shown more courtesy by you. 
Just now,” she said,  

(…) 

     “Gentility  is only the renown 93

For bounty  that your fathers handed down,  94

Quite foreign to your person, not your own;  
Gentility  must come from God alone. 95

That we are gentle comes to us by grace 
And by no means is it bequeathed with place.   96

(…) 

And therefore, my dear husband, I conclude  
That even if my ancestors were rude, 
Yet God on high—and so I hope He will— 

Can grant me grace to live in virtue still, 
A gentlewoman only when beginning 
To live in virtue and to shrink from sinning.  
     “As for my poverty which you reprove,  
Almighty God Himself in whom we move, 

Believe, and have our being, chose a life 

 gentility - a quality of being genteel, such as befitting a gentleman or gentlewoman93

 renown for bounty - fame or good reputation attached to the family name, given freely to younger generation94

 gentility - Christian grace, the favor bestowed to human by God95

 place - social rank or position96
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Of poverty,  and every man or wife 97

Nay, every child can see our Heavenly King  
Would never stoop to choose a shameful thing. 
No shame in poverty if the heart is gay,  
As Seneca and all the learned say. 
He who accepts his poverty unhurt 

I’d say is rich although he lacked a shirt.  
But truly poor are they who whine and fret  
And covet what they cannot hope to get. 
And he that, having nothing, covets not,  
Is rich, though you may think he is a sot.   98

(…) 

And since it’s no offense, let me be plain;  
Do not rebuke my poverty again. 

     “Lastly you taxed me, sir, with being old.  
Yet even if you never had been told 
By ancient books, you gentlemen engage  
Yourselves in honor to respect old age. 
To call an old man ‘father’ shows good breeding,  

And this could be supported from my reading.  
“You say I’m old and fouler than a fen.  99

You need not fear to be a cuckold,  then.  100

Filth and old age, I’m sure you will agree,  
Are powerful wardens over chastity.  

Nevertheless, well knowing your delights,  
I shall fulfill your worldly appetites. 
“You have two choices; which one will you try?  

 Almighty God Himself in whom we move, / Believe, and have our being, chose a life /Of poverty - Jesus’s own 97

teaching suggested that human should abandon their wealth if they want to follow Christ: “It is easier for a camel to 
go through the eye of a needle than for someone who is rich to enter the kingdom of God.” or “You cannot serve both 
God and money.”

 sot - fool98

 fen - marsh, bog, swamp99

 cuckold - a husband whose wife cheats on him100
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To have me old and ugly till I die, 

But still a loyal, true, and humble wife 
That never will displease you all her life, 
Or would you rather I were young and pretty  
And chance your arm what happens in a city  
Where friends will visit you because of me, 

Yes, and in other places too, maybe. 
Which would you have? The choice is all your own.”  
     The knight thought long, and with a piteous groan 
At last he said, with all the care in life, 
“My lady and my love, my dearest wife, 

I leave the matter to your wise decision. 
You make the choice yourself, for the provision   101

Of what may be agreeable and rich 
In honor to us both, I don’t care which;  
Whatever pleases you suffices  me.” 102

“And have I won the mastery?”  said she,  103

“Since I’m to choose and rule as I think fit?”   104

“Certainly, wife,” he answered her, “that’s it.” 
“Kiss me,” she cried. “No quarrels! On my oath  
And word of honor, you shall find me both, 

That is, both fair and faithful as a wife; 
May I go howling mad and take my life 
Unless I prove to be as good and true 
As ever wife was since the world was new! 
And if to-morrow when the sun’s above 

I seem less fair than any lady-love, 
Than any queen or empress east or west, 
Do with my life and death as you think best. 
Cast up the curtain, husband. Look at me!”  

 provision - term, condition101

 suffices - satisfies102

 mastery - control, domination103

 fit - suitable104
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     And when indeed the knight had looked to see,  

Lo, she was young and lovely, rich in charms.  
In ecstasy he caught her in his arms, 
His heart went bathing in a bath of blisses 
And melted in a hundred thousand kisses, 
And she responded in the fullest measure 

With all that could delight or give him pleasure.  
     So they lived ever after to the end 
In perfect bliss; and may Christ Jesus send 
Us husbands meek and young and fresh in bed,  
And grace to overbid them  when we wed.  105

And—Jesu hear my prayer!—cut short the lives   106

Of those who won’t be governed by their wives;  
And all old, angry niggards  of their pence,  107 108

God send them soon a very pestilence!  109

—————————— 

Everyman (c. 1485-1510) 

 The aim of medieval drama was to entertain and instruct. An example of this didactic 

form of theatre was the morality play which became extremely popular during the fourteenth 
century. Morality plays were intended to teach principles and values. The characters in the plays 
personified abstract concepts such as greed, laziness and kindness. They debated moral issues 
and made suggestions about how people should live. 
 Everyman, written around 1500, is one of the finest example of morality play in the 

medieval period. In the play, God is angry because Everyman, who represents mankind, is more 
concerned with material goods than spirituality. God summons Death and tells him to force 
Everyman to justify how he has lived. Everyman asks Kindred (family) and Wealth to keep him 

 and grace to overbid them - i.e. may Christ send or give women grace so they can win (“overbid”) a man into 105

marrying them

 cut short the lives - punish them by making their lives short106

 niggards - misers, stingy persons107

 pence - money108

 pestilence - punishment by plague or disease109
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company but they immediately abandon him. Strength, Beauty, Wit, and Knowledge all help 

Everyman along the way, but it is Good Deeds alone that accompanies him on his final journey 
towards death. 

Everyman’s Salvation 

 The scene is taken from the end of the play. The text is a modern version taken from a recent 
production. 

EVERYMAN. O Jesu, help! All hath  forsaken me.  110

GOOD DEEDS.  Nay, Everyman; I will bide with thee.  111 112

  I will not forsake thee indeed;  
  Thou  shalt find me a good friend at need.  113

EVERYMAN. Gramercy,  Good Deeds! Now may I true friends see.  114

  They have forsaken me, every one;  
  I loved them better than my Good Deeds alone.  
  Knowledge, will ye  forsake me also?  115

KNOWLEDGE. Yea,  Everyman, when ye to Death shall go; But not yet. 116

 
EVERYMAN. Gramercy. 

 hath - have110

 deeds - actions111

 thee - you112

 thou - you113

 gramercy - thank you114

 ye - you115

 yea - yes116
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KNOWLEDGE. Nay,  yet I will not hence depart  117

  Till I see where ye shall become.  118

EVERYMAN. Take example, all ye that this do hear or see,  
  How they that I loved best do forsake me,  
  Except my Good Deeds that bideth  truly. 119

GOOD DEEDS. All earthly things is but vanity; 
  Beauty, Strength, and Wit do man forsake,  
  Foolish friends, and kinsmen,  that fair spake  —  120 121

  All fleeth  save Good Deeds, and that am I.  122

EVERYMAN. Have mercy on me, God most mighty. 

GOOD DEEDS. Fear not; I will speak for thee.  

EVERYMAN. Here I cry God mercy. 

GOOD DEEDS. Let us go and never come again.  

EVERYMAN. Into thy hands, Lord, my soul I commend;  
  (In manus tuas,  of mights most 123

  For ever, commendo spiritum meum)  124

  [He sinks into his grave] 
 

 nay - no117

 till I see where ye shall become - until I see what shall become of you118

 bideth - abide, stay119

 kinsmen - relatives120

 spake - spoke121

 fleeth - flee, run away122

 in manus tuas - into thy hands123

 commendo spiritum meum - I commend my spirit forever124

-   -20



LT 211 - English Literature I From the Beginning to Shakespeare

KNOWLEDGE. Methinketh  that I hear angels sing.  125

ANGEL. Thy reckoning  is crystal-clear.  126

  Now shalt thou into the heavenly sphere. 
  Where all ye shall come 
  That liveth  well before the Judgment Day.  127

 
 [Enter DOCTOR] 
 
DOCTOR. Ye hearers, take it of worth, old and young,  
  And forsake Pride, for he deceiveth  you in the end; 128

  And remember Beauty, Strength, and Wit,  
  They all at the last do every man forsake,  
  Save  his Good Deeds there doth  he take. 129 130

  For after death amends may no man make.  131

  
THUS ENDETH THIS MORAL PLAY OF EVERYMAN 

—————————— 

The Unquiet Grave (c. 1400) 

 Ballads are short folk songs that tell a story. The word ‘ballad’ comes from the late Latin 
ballare (to dance), so ‘ballad’ originally meant a song with a dance. They are anonymous works 
composed in simple language by unlettered authors and handed down orally from generation to 
generation. Singers who learned the ballads often made changes to both the text and the tune 

therefore popular ballads exists in many different versions. Ballads were very popular in England 

 methinketh - I think125

 reckoning - understanding126

 liveth - live127

 deceiveth - deceives128

 save - except129

 doth - does130

 amends may no man make - no man may make amends or atone for his sins131
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throughout the Middle Ages. “The Unquiet Grave” is thought to have been originally composed 

around 1400. From then on it was sung, handed down, and changed throughout the ages, right 
up to the present day. The version printed here is one of many. 

Cold blows the wind to my true love, 
     And gently drops the rain. 

I never had but one true love, 
     And in Greenwood she lies slain.  132

I'll do as much for my sweetheart 
     As any young man may; 

I'll sit and mourn all on her grave, 
     For a twelvemonth and a day. 

When the twelvemonth and a day is past, 
     The ghost began to speak; 

“Why sit you here upon my grave, 
     And will not let me sleep?” 

“There's one thing that I want, sweetheart, 
     There's one thing that I crave; 

And that is a kiss from your lily-white lips, 
     Then I'll go from your grave.” 

“My breast it is as cold as clay, 
     My breath smells earthly strong;  133

And if you kiss my cold clay lips, 
     Your days they won't be long.” 

(…) 

 slain - dead132

 smells earthly strong - smells badly133
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“O down in yonder  grove, sweetheart, 134

     Where you and I did walk, 
The first flower that I ever saw 
     Is withered to a stalk.  135

“The stalk is wither’d and dry, sweetheart, 

     And the flower will never return; 
And since I lost my own sweetheart, 
     What can I do but mourn? 

“When shall we meet again, sweetheart? 

     When shall we meet again?” 
“When the autumn leaves that fall from the trees 
     Are green and spring up again.” 

—————————— 

 yonder - over there134

 withered to a stalk - all the petals are dead and only the stem is left135
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Sir Thomas Wyatt the Elder (1503-1542) 

Whoso List to Hunt  136

Whoso list  to hunt, I know where is an hind,   137 138

But as for me, alas, I may no more.  

The vain travail hath wearied me so sore 
I am of them that farthest cometh behind.  
Yet may I, by no means, my wearied mind  
Draw from the deer, but as she fleeth afore,  
Fainting I follow. I leave off therefore,  

Since in a net I seek to hold the wind.  
Who list her hunt, I put him out of doubt,  
As well as I, may spend his time in vain.  
And graven with diamonds in letters plain  
There is written, her fair neck round about, 

“Noli me tangere, for Caesar's I am,  
And wild for to hold, though I seem tame.” 

 An adaptation of Petrarch, Rima 190, perhaps influenced by commentators on Petrarch, who said that Noli me 136

tangere quia Caesaris sum (“Touch me not, for I am Caesar’s”) was inscribed on the collars of Caesar’s hinds, which 
were then set free and were presumably safe from hunters. Wyatt’s sonnet is usually supposed to refer to Anne 
Boleyn, in whom Henry VIII became interested in 1526.

 list - care137

 hind - female deer138
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Farewell, Love 

Farewell, Love, and all thy laws forever, 
Thy baited hooks shall tangle me no more; 
Senec and Plato call me from thy lore 
To perfect wealth my wit for to endeavor.  139

In blind error when I did persever,  140

Thy sharp repulse, that pricketh  ay  so sore, 141 142

Hath taught me to set in trifles no store  143

And ’scape  forth since liberty is lever.  144 145

Therefore farewell, go trouble younger hearts, 

And in me claim no more authority; 
With idle youth go use thy property,  146

And thereon spend thy many brittle darts,  147

For hitherto though I have lost all my time, 
Me lusteth  no longer rotten boughs to climb. 148

 Senec and Plato…to endeavor - i.e. Seneca (the Roman moral philosopher and tragedian) and Plato call him to 139

educate his mind to perfect well-being (“wealth”).

 perserver - persevere140

 pricketh - pricked, caused pain141

 ay - aye, yes, very142

 to set in trifles no store - to take ‘trifles’ (“Love”) for no worth, take no notice of trifles143

 ’scape - escape144

 lever - more pleasing, dearer145

 go use thy property - go do what you do best146

 brittle darts - weak arrows of Cupid (personification of Love)147

 me lusteth - I care148
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My Galley  149

My galley, charged  with forgetfulness, 150

Thorough  sharp seas, in winter nights doth pass 151

’Tween rock and rock; and eke  mine enemy, alas, 152

That is my lord, steereth with cruelness; 

And every oar a thought in readiness, 
As though that death were light in such a case.  153

An endless wind doth tear the sail apace 
Of forced sighs and trusty fearfulness.  154

A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain, 

Hath done the wearied cords great hinderance; 
Wreathed with error and eke with ignorance. 
The stars be hid that led me to this pain. 
Drowned is reason that should me consort,  155

And I remain despairing of the port. 

 Translated from Petrarch’s Rima 189.149

 charged - freighted, loaded150

 thorough - through151

 eke - also152

 as though that death were light in such a case - as though my destruction would not matter much153

 trusty fearfulness - fear to trust154

 consort - accompany155
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They Flee from Me 

They flee from me, that sometime did me seek  
With naked foot stalking  in my chamber.  156

I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek 
That now are wild and do not remember  

That sometime they put themself in danger  
To take bread at my hand; and now they range,   157

Busily seeking with a continual change.  

Thanked be fortune it hath been otherwise  

Twenty times better; but once in special,  
In thin array,  after a pleasant guise,  158

When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall,  
And she me caught in her arms long and small,  
Therewithal sweetly did me kiss  

And softly said, “Dear heart, how like you this?”  

It was no dream, I lay broad waking.  
But all is turned, thorough my gentleness,  
Into a strange fashion of forsaking;  

And I have leave  to go, of her goodness,  159

And she also, to use newfangleness.   160

But since that I so kindely  am served,  161

I fain would know what she hath deserved. 

—————————— 

 stalking - walking freely156

 range - wander around157

 array - attire, clothes158

 leave - permission159

 newfangleness - fickleness160

 kindely - naturally, but with an ironic suggestion of the modern meaning of “kindly”161
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Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey (1517-1547) 

Alas! so all things now do hold their peace  162

Alas! so all things now do hold their peace, 
Heaven and earth disturbèd in no thing. 

The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease;  
The nightès chare  the stars about doth bring;  163

Calm is the sea, the waves work less and less.  
So am not I, whom love, alas, doth wring,  
Bringing before my face the great increase  

Of my desires, whereat I weep and sing,  
In joy and woe, as in a doubtful ease:  
For my sweet thoughts sometime do pleasure bring, 
But by and by the cause of my disease   164

Gives me a pang that inwardly doth sting,  

When that I think what grief it is again  
To live and lack the thing should rid my pain.    

—————————— 

 Adapted from Petrarch’s Rima 164162

 chare - the Great Bear constellation (from Italian carro)163

 disease - dis-ease, i.e. discomfort164
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Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586) 

from Astrophil and Stella 

1  165

Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show,  
That the dear she might take some pleasure of my pain, 
Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know,  
Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain, 
I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe:  

Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain,  
Oft  turning others' leaves,  to see if thence would flow  166 167

Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sunburned brain.  
But words came halting  forth, wanting Invention's stay;   168 169

Invention, Nature's child, fled stepdame  Study's blows;  170

And others' feet  still seemed but strangers in my way.  171

Thus, great with child to speak, and helpless in my throes,  
Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite:  
"Fool," said my Muse to me, "look in thy heart, and write!” 

 One of six sonnets in the sequence written in hexameters.165

 oft - often166

 turning others’ leaves - reading what others have written (leaves here mean ‘pages’)167

 halting - limping168

 stay - crutch, support, prop169

 stepdame - stepmother (Study, the stepmother of Invention, is hurting Invention)170

 feet - poetic meter, poetic practice171
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5 

It is most true that eyes are formed to serve  
The inward light,  and that the heavenly part  172

Ought to be king, from whose rules who do swerve,  
Rebels to Nature, strive for their own smart.   173

It is most true, what we call Cupid’s dart  
An image is, which for ourselves we carve,  
And, fools, adore in temple of our heart,  
Till that good god make church and churchman starve.   174

True, that true beauty virtue is indeed,  

Whereof this beauty can be but a shade,   175

Which elements with mortal mixture  breed. 176

True, that on earth we are but pilgrims made,  
And should in soul up to our country move:   177

True, and yet true that I must Stella love. 

 the inward light - the soul or reason. The concessions made in the argument of this sonnet are to Neoplatonic and 172

Christian doctrines as opposed to romantic love.

 smart - pain, punishment, suffering173

 till that good god make church and churchman starve - too much devotion to Cupid, the god of love, can mislead 174

us from reason (which should lead us to God)

 shade - shadow. Neoplatonic ideal held that physical beauty is only a shadow of inner virtue, which is a one with 175

the true, transcendent and immortal Idea of Beauty.

 mixture - physical beauty is a mixture of the four elements (earth, air, water, and fire) and as such is mortal. Only 176

true beauty (identical with virtue) is a divine idea or essence and is immortal.

 and should in soul up to our country move - our soul should lead us back to our “country” (i.e. to heaven)177
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31 

With how sad steps, O moon, thou climb’st the skies!  
How silently, and with how wan a face!  
What, may it be that even in heavenly place  
That busy archer  his sharp arrows tries?  178

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes  
Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case,  
I read it in thy looks; thy languished grace,  
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries.   179

Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me,  

Is constant love deemed there but want  of wit?  180

Are beauties there as proud as here they be?  
Do they above love to be loved, and yet  
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess?  
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness?  181

 busy archer - Cupid178

 descries - catch sight of, discern179

 want - lack180

 do they call virtue there ungratefulness? - do they consider ungratefulness to be a virtue there as they do here?181
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45 

Stella oft sees the very face of woe 
Painted in my beclouded stormy face, 
But cannot skill to  pity my disgrace,  182 183

Not though thereof the cause herself she know.  184

Yet hearing late a fable which did show, 
Of lovers never known, a grievous case, 
Pity thereof gate  in her breast such place 185

That, from the sea derived, tears' spring did flow. 
Alas, if fancy,  drawn by imaged  things, 186 187

Though false, yet with free scope more grace doth breed 
Than servant's wrack, where new doubts honor brings,  188

Then think, my dear, that you in me do read 
Of lovers' ruin some sad tragedy: 
I am not I; pity the tale of me. 

—————————— 

 cannot skill to - unable to182

 disgrace - dis-grace or disfavor (fallen from grace or being out of favor)183

 not though thereof the cause herself she know - even though she knows she herself is the cause of it184

 gate - got185

 fancy - fantasy186

 imaged - imagined187

 than servant's wrack, where new doubts honor brings - i.e. than the ruin of her lover (“servant”), caused by the 188

new scruples (“doubts”) her honor brings up
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Edmund Spenser (1552-1599) 

from Amoretti 

30 

My Love is like to ice, and I to fire:  
How comes it then that this her cold so great  
Is not dissolved through my so hot desire,  
But harder grows the more I her entreat?  
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat  

Is not allayed by her heart-frozen cold,  
But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,  
And feel my flames augmented manifold?  
What more miraculous thing may be told,  
That fire, which all things melts, should harden ice,  

And ice, which is congeal’d with senseless cold,  
Should kindle fire by wonderful device?  
Such is the power of love in gentle mind,  
That it can alter all the course of kind.   189

 kind - kindness, but here also means ‘nature’189
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34 

Lyke  as a ship, that through the Ocean wyde, 190

By conduct of some star doth make her way, 
Whenas a storme hath dimd her trusty guyde, 
Out of her course doth wander far astray: 

So I whose star, that wont  with her bright ray 191

Me to direct, with cloudes is overcast, 
Doe wander now, in darknesse and dismay, 
Through hidden perils round about me plast.  192

Yet hope I well, that when this storme is past 

My Helice  the lodestar of my lyfe 193

Will shine again, and looke on me at last, 
With lovely light to cleare my cloudy grief. 
Till then I wander carefull  comfortlesse, 194

In secret sorrow and sad pensivenesse. 

 lyke - the text produced here preserve the author’s style of using ‘y’ instead of ‘i,’ so ‘like’ is spelled ‘lyke,’ and 190

‘guide’ ‘guyde,’ etc.

 wont - was accustomed191

 plast - placed192

 Helice - The Big Dipper or North Star193

 carefull - full of cares194
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54 

Of this worlds Theatre in which we stay,  
My love lyke the Spectator ydly  sits  195

Beholding me that all the pageants  play,  196

Disguysing diversly my troubled wits.  

Sometimes I joy when glad occasion fits,  
And mask in myrth  lyke to a Comedy:  197

Soone after when my joy to sorrow flits,  
I waile and make my woes a Tragedy.  
Yet she beholding me with constant eye,  

Delights not in my merth  nor rues my smart:   198 199

But when I laugh she mocks, and when I cry  
She laughes, and hardens evermore her hart.   200

What then can move her? if not merth nor mone,   201

She is no woman, but a sencelesse  stone. 202

 ydly - idly195

 pageants - roles196

 myrth - mirth197

 merth - mirth198

 rues my smart - pities my pain199

 hart - heart200

 mone - moan201

 senceless - senseless, unfeeling202
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67 

Lyke as a huntsman after weary chace,   203

Seeing the game from him escapt  away,  204

Sits downe to rest him in some shady place,  
With panting hounds beguilèd of their pray:   205

So after long pursuit and vaine assay,   206

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 fearlesse still did bide:  
Till I in hand her yet halfe trembling tooke,  
And with her owne goodwill hir fyrmely tyed.   207

Strange thing, me seemd to see a beast so wyld,  
So goodly wonne,  with her owne will beguyld.   208 209

 chace - chase203

 escapt - escaped204

 pray - prey205

 vaine assay - vain attempt206

 hir fyrmely tyed - tied her firmly207

 wonne - won208

 beguyld - entangled209
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75 

One day I wrote her name upon the strand,   210

But came the waves and washèd it away:  
Agayne I wrote it with a second hand,   211

But came the tyde, and made my paynes his pray.   212

"Vayne man," sayd she, "that doest in vaine assay,  
A mortall thing so to immortalize,  
For I my selve shall lyke to this decay,  
And eek  my name bee wypèd out lykewize."  213

"Not so," quod  I, "let baser things devize   214 215

To dy in dust, but you shall live by fame:  
My verse your vertues rare shall eternize,  
And in the heavens wryte your glorious name.  
Where whenas death shall all the world subdew,   216

Our love shall live, and later life renew."  

 strand - beach210

 with a second hand - for a second time211

 made my paynes his pray - made my pains his prey212

 eek - also213

 quod - quoth, said214

 devize - contrive215

 subdew - subdue, conquer216
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79 

Men call you fayre,  and you doe credit  it,  217 218

For that your selfe ye dayly such doe see:  
But the trew fayre,  that is the gentle wit,  219

And vertuous mind, is much more praysd  of me.  220

For all the rest, how ever fayre it be,  
Shall turne to naught and loose that glorious hew:   221

But onely that is permanent and free  
From frayle  corruption, that doth flesh ensew.   222 223

That is true beautie: that doth argue you  

To be divine, and borne of heavenly seed:  
Deriv'd from that fayre Spirit,  from whom al true  224

And perfect beauty did at first proceed.  
He onely fair, and what he fayre hath made:  
All other fayre, like flowres, untymely fade.  

—————————— 

 fayre - fair217

 credit - believe218

 trew fayre - true beauty219

 praysd - praised220

 hew - hue, but here also means ‘form’221

 frayle - frail222

 ensew- ensue, here means ‘outlast’223

 Spirit - God224
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Sir Walter Ralegh (1552-1618) 

What is Our Life? 

What is our life? a play of passion; 
Our mirth the music of division;  225

Our mothers’ wombs the tiring-houses  be 226

Where we are dressed for this short comedy. 
Heaven the judicious sharp spectator is, 
That sits and marks still who doth act amiss; 
Our graves that hide us from the searching sun 

Are like drawn curtains when the play is done. 
Thus march we, playing, to our latest rest, 
Only we die in earnest—that’s no jest. 

 music of division - the rapid accompaniment to, or a variation from, a musical theme225

 tiring-houses - a room or section in the theatre where actors dress for the stage226
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The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd 

If all the world and love were young,  
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,  
These pretty pleasures might me move,  
To live with thee, and be thy love.  

Time drives the flocks from field to fold,  
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold,  
And Philomel  becometh dumb,  227

The rest complains of cares to come.  

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields  
To wayward winter reckoning yields;  
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,  
Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.  

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,  
Thy cap, thy kirtle,  and thy posies  228

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten—  
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.  

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,  
The coral clasps and amber studs,  
All these in me no means can move  
To come to thee and be thy love.  

But could youth last and love still breed,  
Had joys no date  nor age no need,  229

Then these delights my mind might move  
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

—————————— 

 Philomel - the nightingale227

 kirtle - skirt, outer petticoat228

 date - ending229
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Christopher Marlowe (1564-1593) 

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 
Come live with me and be my love,  
And we will all the pleasures prove,   230

That valleys, groves, hills, and fields,  

Woods, or steepy mountain yields.  

And we will sit upon the rocks,  
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks,  
By shallow rivers to whose falls  

Melodious birds sing madrigals.  

And I will make thee beds of roses  
And a thousand fragrant posies,  
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle   231

Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle;  

A gown made of the finest wool  
Which from our pretty lambs we pull;  
Fair linèd slippers for the cold,  

With buckles of the purest gold;  

A belt of straw and Ivy buds,  
With coral clasps and amber studs:  
And if these pleasures may thee move,  

Come live with me, and be my love.  

The shepherd swains  shall dance and sing  232

For thy delight each May morning:  
If these delights thy mind may move,  

Then live with me and be my love. 

 prove - test, experience230

 kirtle - skirt231

 shepherd swains - other young shepherds232
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Doctor Faustus 

 Faustus, having studied and been disappointed by all the sciences, decides to explore the 
world of magic. Through magic, he calls up Mephistopheles, a devil, and makes agreement with 
him: he will give his soul to Lucifer in return for twenty-four years of life. During this time, 
Mephistopheles will be his servant and do anything he asks him to do. For the rest of his life, 

Faustus indulges in every imaginable earthly pleasure and, thanks to the magical intervention of 
Mephistopheles, meets people from the past like Helen of Troy. 
 As the end of the twenty-four year draws near, Faustus begins to realize the enormity of 
the agreement he has made. He is terrified of death and begs to be saved, but, at the end of the 
play, he is taken to hell by the devils. 

Faustus’s Last Hour 

 This is the last scene of the play. It is eleven o’clock and, at midnight, Faustus must give his 
soul to the devil and face eternal damnation. 

Act 5, Scene 2 

EVIL ANGEL. Now Faustus, let thine eyes with horror stare 
  [Hell is discovered.] 

  Into that vast perpetual torture-house: 
  There are the Furies  tossing damnèd souls 233

  On burning forks; there bodies boil in lead; 
  There are live quarters  burning on the coals, 234

  That ne'er can die; this ever-burning chair 

  Is for o’er tortur'd souls to rest them in. 
  These that are fed with sops  of flaming fire 235

  Were gluttons  and loved only delicates 236

 Furies - goddesses who punished criminals in Greek and Roman mythology233

 quarters - bodies234

 sops - small pieces235

 gluttons - people who are fond of eating or who eat too much236
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  And laughed to see the poor starve  at their gates. 237

  But yet all these are nothing; thou shalt see 
  Ten thousand tortures that more horrid be. 

FAUSTUS. O, I have seen enough to torture me! 

EVIL ANGEL. Nay, thou must feel them, taste the smart  of all. 238

  He that loves pleasure must for pleasure fall. 
  And so I leave thee, Faustus, till anon;  239

  Then wilt thou tumble in confusion. 
  [Exit.  Hell disappears.—The clock strikes eleven.] 

FAUSTUS. Ah, Faustus, 
  Now hast thou but one bare  hour to live, 240

  And then thou must be damned perpetually. 
  Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven,  241

  That time may cease, and midnight never come! 
  Fair nature's eye,  rise, rise again, and make 242

  Perpetual day; or let this hour be but 
  A year, a month, a week, a natural day, 
  That Faustus may repent and save his soul! 

  O lente, lente currite, noctis equi!  243

  The stars move still; time runs; the clock will strike; 
  The devil will come, and Faustus must be damned. 
  O, I'll leap up to my God! Who pulls me down? 
  See, see where Christ's blood streams in the firmament! 

  One drop would save my soul, half a drop. Ah, my Christ! 

 starve - die from hunger237

 smart - sharp pain238

 anon - soon239

 bare - only240

 ever-moving spheres of heavens - planets241

 fair nature’s eye - the sun242

 O lente, lente currite, noctis equi! - O slowly, slowly run, you horses of the night243
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  Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ! 

  Yet will I call on him. O, spare me Lucifer!— 
  Where is it now? 'Tis gone; see where God 
  Stretcheth out his arm and bends his ireful brows! 
  Mountains and hills, come, come and fall on me 
  And hide me from the heavy wrath of God! 

  No, no! 
  Then will I headlong run into the earth. 
  Earth, gape! O, no, it will not harbour me. 
  You stars that reigned at my nativity,  244

  Whose influence hath allotted death and hell, 

  Now draw up Faustus like a foggy mist 
  Into the entrails of yon  labouring  cloud, 245 246

  That when you vomit forth into the air, 
  My limbs may issue from your smoky mouths, 
  So that my soul may but ascend to heaven! 

          [The clock strikes the half-hour.] 

  Ah, half the hour is past! 
  'Twill all be past anon.  247

  O God, 
  If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul, 
  Yet for Christ’s sake, whose blood hath ransomed me,  248

  Impose some end to my incessant pain. 
  Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years, 

  A hundred thousand, and at last be saved. 
  O, no end is limited to damnèd souls. 
  Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 

 you stars that reigned at my nativity - referring to astrology and the belief that the position of the stars at birth 244

(“nativity”) can influence what happens in the person’s life

 yon - over there245

 labouring - pregnant and slow-moving, as if the cloud was about to give birth246

 'twill all be past anon - all will be over soon247

 whose blood hath ransomed me - Christ’s blood has freed (“ransomed”) him through his sacrifice on the cross248
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  Or why is this immortal  that thou hast? 249

  O, Pythagoras' metempsychosis,  were that true, 250

  This soul should fly from me and I be changed 
  Unto some brutish beast. 
  All beasts are happy, for, when they die, 
  Their souls are soon dissolved in elements;  251

  But mine must live still to be plagued in hell. 
  Curst be the parents that engendered  me! 252

  No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer, 
  That hath deprived thee of the joys of heaven. 

          [The clock strikes twelve.] 

  O, it strikes, it strikes! Now, body, turn to air, 
  Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell! 

  [Thunder and lightning] 

  O soul, be changed into small water drops, 
  And fall into the ocean, ne'er to be found! 

  [Enter LUCIFER, MEPHISTOPHELES and other DEVILS.] 
   
  My God, my God, look not so fierce on me! 
  Adders and serpents, let me breathe a while! 
  Ugly hell, gape not. Come not, Lucifer! 

  I'll burn my books! Ah, Mephistopheles! 

  [The DEVILS exeunt with him.] 
—————————— 

 this immortal - this immortal soul249

 Pythagoras' metempsychosis - a theory, attributed to Pythagoras, which says that, when a person or animal dies, 250

their soul migrates to the body of another person or animal

  dissolved in elements - disappear251

 engendered - gave birth to252
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William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 

Romeo and Juliet 
 The Montagues and the Capulets are the two chief families of Verona, and for years they 
have been enemies in a bitter feud. Romeo, a Montague, and Juliet, a Capulet, fall madly in love 
but they realize that their families will try to stand in their way. 

 Everything starts to go wrong for two lovers. In a fight, Romeo kills Tybalt, Juliet’s cousin, 
and as a punishment, he is banished from Verona to Mantua. Juliet finds out that Romeo has to 
leave Verona and so the two lovers decide to get married in secret. They are married by Friar 
Lawrence. 
 Juliet is very sad and depressed when Romeo goes away. Her father insists that the best 

way to cheer her up is to have her marry Paris, an old friend, but Juliet refuses. In desperation 
she asks Friar Lawrence to help her get out of the marriage with Paris and reunite her with 
Romeo. 
 Friar Lawrence devises an ingenious plan to help Juliet. He tells her to drink a magic 
potion which will make her lose consciousness and everyone will think she is dead. However, she 

will wake up after forty-two hours, and when she does, Romeo will be there to take her to 
Mantua. Juliet does as Friar Lawrence has instructed and everybody thinks she is dead. 
 Friar Lawrence sends Romeo a letter telling him about the plan but Romeo does not 
receive it. He only hears that Juliet is dead. He ruses back to Verona and, when he gets to the 
graveyard, he finds her seemingly lifeless body. Overcome by grief, he kills himself. When the 

effect of the potion wears off, Juliet wakes up. She sees Romeo’s dead body and commits suicide. 
The two families realize that their feud has lead to the deaths of the two lovers and promise 
never to fight again. 

What’s in a Name? 

It is night time and Juliet is on her bedroom balcony. She is talking out loud to herself but 
does not realize that Romeo has climbed over the wall into her garden and is listening to her. 

Act II, Scene 1: Capulets’ orchard 

JULIET. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore  art thou Romeo? 253

  Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 

 wherefore - why253
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  Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,  254

  And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

ROMEO. [Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? 

JULIET. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 

  Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 
  What's Montague? it is nor hand nor foot, 
  Nor arm nor face, nor any other part 
  Belonging to a man. O be some other name! 
  What's in a name? That which we call a rose 

  By any other word would smell as sweet; 
  So Romeo would, were he not Romeo called, 
  Retain that dear perfection which he owes  255

  Without that title. Romeo, doff  thy name, 256

  And for that name which is no part of thee, 

  Take all myself. 

ROMEO. I take thee at thy word: 
  Call me but love, and I'll be new baptised; 
  Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

JULIET. What man art thou that thus bescreened  in night 257

  So stumblest on my counsel?  258

ROMEO. By a name 

  I know not how to tell thee who I am. 
  My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
  Because it is an enemy to thee; 

 be but sworn my love - swear you love me254

 owes - owns255

 doff - get rid of256

 bescreened - hidden257

 stumblest on my counsel - overhears my thoughts258

-   -47



LT 211 - English Literature I From the Beginning to Shakespeare

  Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

JULIET My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
  Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the sound. 
  Art thou not Romeo and a Montague? 

ROMEO. Neither, fair maid, if either thee dislike. 

JULIET How cam’st thou hither,  tell me, and wherefore? 259

  The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, 

  And the place death,  considering who thou art, 260

  If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

ROMEO With love's light wings did I o’er perch  these walls; 261

  For stony limits cannot hold love out, 

  And what love can do, that dares love attempt:  262

  Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop to me. 

Hamlet 

 Claudius kills his brother Old Hamlet, marries his widow Gertrude and becomes King of 
Denmark. One evening Hamlet sees his father’s ghost who asks him to avenge his death. From 
that day on he starts to act strangely and seems, to many people, to be going mad. He dearly 
wants to get revenge by killing Claudius but finds it hard to actually do it. He rejects Ophelia, his 
beloved lady, and continues to behave very oddly. Claudius begins to suspect that he might know 

something about the murder and asks Polonius, Ophelia’s father, to spy on him. Polonius hides 
behind a curtain to overhear what is being said. Hamlet realizes someone is there and stabs 
Polonius to death through the curtain. 

 how cam’st thou hither - how did you come here259

 death - deadly, dangerous260

 o’er perch - climb over261

 and what love can do that dares love attempt - a person in love has the courage to do anything262
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 Claudius then decides to send Hamlet away to England with two courtiers, Rosencrantz 

and Guildenstern, who are under orders to kill him. Hamlet outsmarts them and returns home to 
learn that Ophelia has died in a state of madness and desperation. 
 In a final attempt to get rid of Hamlet, Claudius organizes a sword fight between him and 
Laertes, Polonius’s son and Ophelia’s brother. His plan goes terribly wrong, and Hamlet, 
Claudius, Gertrude, and Laertes all die. 

Words like Daggers 

Hamlet is talking to his mother while Polonius is listening to their conversation behind a 
curtain (arras). 

Act III, Scene 4: The Queen’s closet 

HAMLET. Now, mother, what's the matter? 

QUEEN. Hamlet, thou hast thy father  much offended. 263

HAMLET. Mother, you have my father  much offended. 264

QUEEN. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 

HAMLET. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

QUEEN. Why, how now, Hamlet! 

HAMLET. What's the matter now? 

QUEEN. Have you forgot me? 

HAMLET. No, by the rood,  not so. 265

  You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife; 

 thy father - here referring to Claudius, Hamlet’s new stepfather263

 my father - Hamlet is referring to his own father, Old Hamlet264

 rood - cross, crucifix265
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  And—would it were not so! —you are my mother. 266

QUEEN. Nay, then, I'll set those to you that can speak.  267

HAMLET. Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not budge; 
  You go not till I set you up a glass  268

  Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

QUEEN. What wilt thou do? Thou wilt not murder me? 
  Help, help, ho! 

POLONIUS. [Behind] What, ho! Help, help, help! 

HAMLET. [Draws]  How now! A rat? Dead! for a ducat, dead! 269

  [Makes a pass through the arras.] 

POLONIUS. [Behind] O! I am slain. [Falls and dies] 

QUEEN. O me! What hast thou done? 

HAMLET. Nay, I know not. Is it the king? 

QUEEN. O! what a rash and bloody deed is this! 

HAMLET. A bloody deed! Almost as bad, good mother, 
  As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

QUEEN. As kill a king! 

HAMLET. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. 

 would it were not so - I wish it was not true266

 set those to you that can speak - send for those who can speak with you reasonable (Gertrude is here suspecting 267

Hamlet of having a fit of madness)

 glass - mirror268

 draws - takes his sword out269
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  [Lifts up the arras and discovers POLONIUS] 

  Thou wretched,  rash, intruding fool, farewell! 270

  I took thee for thy better; (…) 
  Leave wringing of  your hands. Peace; sit you down, 271

  And let me wring your heart; for so I shall, 
  If it be made of penetrable stuff (…) 

QUEEN. What have I done, that thou dar’st wag thy tongue 
  In noise so rude against me? 

HAMLET. Such an act 

  That blurs the grace and blush of modesty,  272

  Calls virtue hypocrite; takes off the rose 
  From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
  And sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
  As false as dicers' oaths.  (…) 273

QUEEN. Ay me, what act 
  That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?  274

HAMLET. Look here, upon this picture, and on this, 

  The counterfeit presentment  of two brothers. 275

  See, what a grace was seated on this brow— 
  Hyperion's  curls, the front of Jove  himself; 276 277

  An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 

 wretched - worthless270

 wringing of - fidgeting with (from discomfort or anxiety)271

 blurs the grace and blush of modesty - makes your grace and pale color of modesty disappear272

 dicers’ oath - promises made by gambler273

 index - (list of crimes which Hamlet has accused her so far)274

 counterfeit presentment - portrait275

 Hyperion - one of the twelve Titan in Greek mythology276

 Jove - Zeus277
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  A station  like the herald Mercury 278

  New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill;  279

  A combination and a form indeed 
  Where every god did seem to set his seal,  280

  To give the world assurance of a man. 
  This was your husband. Look you now, what follows: 

  Here is your husband, like a mildew'd ear,  281

  Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes? 
  Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
  And batten on  this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 282

  You cannot call it love, for at your age 

  The hey-day in the blood is tame,  it's humble,  283 284

  And waits upon the judgment;  and what judgment 285

  Would step from this to this? (…) 

QUEEN. O Hamlet, speak no more! 

  Thou turn'st my eyes into my very soul; 
  And there I see such black and grained spots 
  As will not leave their tinct.  286

HAMLET. Nay, but to live 

  In the rank sweat of an enseamed  bed, 287

 station - posture278

 new lighted on a heaven-kissing hill - newly, freshly arrived on a high hill279

 seal - official mark in a document, signature280

 mildew'd ear - diseased ear of corn281

 batten on - settle down to thrive on282

 the hey-day in the blood is tame - your sexual drive should have diminished283

 humble - unimportant284

  waits upon the judgment - serves or follows reason or rational thought285

 leave their tinct - lose their color286

 enseamed - lurid287
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  Stew'd in  corruption, honeying  and making love 288 289

  Over the nasty sty — 290

QUEEN. O, speak to me no more; 
  These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears; 
  No more, sweet Hamlet! 

HAMLET. A murderer and a villain! 
  A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe  291

  Of your precedent lord; a vice  of kings; 292

  A cutpurse  of the empire and the rule 293

  That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
  And put it in his pocket! 

QUEEN. No more! 

[Enter the GHOST in his night gown.] 

HAMLET. A king of shreds and patches— 
  Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
  You heavenly guards! What would your gracious figure?  294

QUEEN. Alas, he's mad! 

HAMLET. Do you not come your tardy  son to chide,  295 296

 stew’d in - immersed in288

 honeying - sweet talking289

 sty - pig’s den290

 tithe - tax of ten percent given to support the local church291

 vice - clown292

 cutpurse - thief293

 what would your gracious figure - what is your wish294

 tardy - hesitating295

 chide - reprimand296
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  That, laps’d in time and passion,  lets go by 297

  The important acting of your dread command? 
  Oh say! 

GHOST. Do not forget: this visitation 
  Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.  298

  But, look, amazement on thy mother sits: 
  Oh, step between her and her fighting soul— 
  Conceit  in weakest bodies strongest works— 299

  Speak to her, Hamlet. 

HAMLET. How is it with you, lady? 

 QUEEN. Alas, how is't with you, 
  That you do bend your eye on vacancy,  300

  And with the incorporal air do hold discourse?  (…) 301

  Whereon do you look? 

HAMLET. On him, on him! (…) 

QUEEN. To whom do you speak this? 

HAMLET. Do you see nothing there? 

QUEEN. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 

HAMLET. Nor did you nothing hear? 

QUEEN. No, nothing but ourselves. 

 laps’d in time and passion - guilty of letting time pass and the passion of revenge cool297

 but to whet thy almost blunted purpose - only to spur you into action298

 conceit - imagination299

 vacancy - empty space300

 hold discourse - talk301
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HAMLET. Why, look you there! look, how it steals away!  302

  My father, in his habit  as he liv’d! 303

  Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 

[Exit GHOST] 

Sonnet 18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date; 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed;  304

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;  305

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: 

     So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
     So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 steals away - disappear302

 habit - clothes303

 untrimmed - unadorned, reduced or stripped of beauty304

 fair thou ow’st - beauty you own305
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Sonnet 29 

When, in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outcast state,  306

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless  cries, 307

And look upon myself and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to  one more rich in hope, 308

Featured  like him, like him with friends possessed, 309

Desiring this man’s art  and that man’s scope,  310 311

With what I most enjoy contented least; 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply  I think on thee, and then my state, 312

(Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen  earth) sings hymns at heaven’s gate; 313

     For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings 
   That then I scorn  to change my state with kings. 314

 outcast state - condition of being separated from others306

 bootless - useless307

 wishing me like to - desiring to be like308

 featured - looking309

 art - skill310

 scope - knowledge311

 haply - perhaps312

 sullen - dark313

 scorn - refuse314
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Sonnet 55 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme; 
But you shall shine more bright in these contents 
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.  315

When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 
And broils root out the work of masonry, 
Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn 
The living record of your memory. 
’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity  316

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the ending doom.  317

     So, till the judgement that yourself arise,  318

     You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 

 unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time - in a stone tomb or effigy that time wears away and covers with dust315

 all-oblivious enmity - the enmity of oblivion, of being forgotten316

 ending doom - Judgment Day317

 till the judgement that yourself arise - until you rise from the dead on Judgment Day318
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Sonnet 116 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds  
Admit impediments.  Love is not love  319

Which alters when it alteration finds,  
Or bends with the remover to remove:  

O, no, it is an ever-fixèd mark,   320

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;  
It is the star  to every wand'ring bark,   321 322

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.   323

Love's not Time's fool,  though rosy lips and cheeks  324

Within his  bending sickle's compass come;  325

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,  
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.   326

     If this be error and upon me proved,  
     I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

 let me not to the marriage of true minds / admit impediments - from the marriage service: “If any of you know 319

cause or just impediment why these persons should not be joined together…”

 mark - seamark320

 star - North Star, used for guiding in maritime navigation321

 bark - ship322

 whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken - although the star’s “height” (altitude) may be known, its 323

value (“worth”) is incalculable

 fool - plaything, victim324

 his - Time’s325

 edge of doom - brink of Judgment Day326
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Sonnet 130 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;  
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;  
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;   327

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.  

I have seen roses damasked,  red and white,  328

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;  
And in some perfumes is there more delight  
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.   329

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know  

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;  
I grant  I never saw a goddess go;   330 331

My mistress, when she walks, treads  on the ground.  332

     And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare  
   As any she belied with false compare.  333

—————————— 

 dun - dark327

 damasked - light red, pink328

 reeks - emanates unpleasant smell329

 grant - admit330

 go - walk331

 treads - walks with a heavy step332

 as any she belied with false compare - as any woman who was mistakenly praised for being more beautiful than 333

her
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