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Geoffrey Chaucer (1343–1400) 
 
“To Rosemounde” 
 
Madame, ye ben of al beaute shryne       1 
As fer as cercled is the mapamounde, 
For as the cristal glorious ye shyne, 
And lyke ruby ben your chekes rounde. 
Therwith ye ben so mery and so jocounde      5 
That at a revel whan that I see you daunce, 
It is an oynement unto my wounde, 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 
 
For thogh I wepe of teres ful a tyne, 
Yet may that wo myne herte nat confounde;      10 
Your semy voys that ye so small out twyne 
Maketh my thoght in joy and blis habounde. 
So curtaysly I go with love bounde 
That to myself I sey in my penaunce, 
“Suffyseth me to love you, Rosemounde,      15 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce.” 
 
Nas never pyk walwed in galauntyne 
As I in love am walwed and ywounde, 
For which ful ofte I of myself devyne 
That I am trewe Tristam the secounde.       20 
My love may not refreyde nor affounde, 
I brenne ay in an amorous plesaunce. 
Do what you lyst, I wyl your thral be founde, 
Thogh ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 
 
tregentil-----------------//---------------chaucer      25 
 
 
“Chaucers Wordes unto Adam, His Owne Scriveyn” 
 
Adam scriveyn, if ever it thee bifalle       1 
Boece or Troylus for to wryten newe, 
Under thy long lokkes thou most have the scalle, 
But after my makyng thow wryte more trewe; 
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So ofte adaye I mot thy werk renewe,       5 
It to correcte and eke to rubbe and scrape, 
And al thorugh thy negligence and rape.       7 
 
 
“The Complaint of Chaucer to His Purse” 
 
To yow, my purse, and to noon other wight      1 
Complayne I, for ye be my lady dere. 
I am so sory, now that ye been lyght; 
For certes but yf ye make me hevy chere, 
Me were as leef be layd upon my bere;       5 
For which unto your mercy thus I crye, 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye. 
 
Now voucheth sauf this day or hyt be nyght 
That I of yow the blisful soun may here 
Or see your colour lyk the sonne bryght       10 
That of yelownesse hadde never pere. 
Ye be my lyf, ye be myn hertes stere. 
Quene of comfort and of good companye, 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles moot I dye. 
 
Now purse that ben to me my lyves lyght      15 
And saveour as doun in this world here, 
Out of this toune helpe me thurgh your myght, 
Syn that ye wole nat be my tresorere; 
For I am shave as nye as any frere. 
But yet I pray unto your curtesye,        20 
Beth hevy agen, or elles moot I dye. 
 
 Lenvoy de Chaucer 
 
O conqueror of Brutes Albyon, 
Which that by lyne and free eleccion 
Been verray kyng, this song to yow I sende, 
And ye, that mowen alle oure harmes amende, 
Have mynde upon my supplicacion.       26 


