From THE PARDONER’S TALE in THE CANTERBURY TALES
BY CHAUCER

These three young roisterers of whom | tell
Long before prime had rung from any bell
Were seated in a tavern at their drinking,
And as they sat, they heard a bell go clinking
Before a corpse being carried to his grave.
One of those roisterers, when he heard it, gave
An order to his boy: “Go out and try
To learn whose corpse is being carried by.
Get me his name, and get it right. Take heed.”
“Sir,” said the boy, “there isn’t any need.
| learned before you came here, by two hours.
He was, it happens, an old friend of yours,
And all at once, there on his bench upright
As he was sitting drunk, he was killed last night.
A sly thief, Death men call him, who deprives
All people in this country of their lives,
Came with his spear and smiting his heart in two
Went on his business with no more ado.
A thousand have been slaughtered by his hand
During this plague. And sir, before you stand
Within his presence, it should be necessary,
It seems to me, to know your adversary.
Be evermore prepared to meet his foe.
My mother taught me thus; that’s all | know.”



