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Here follow the words between the Host and the Miller:

When the Knight had finished his tale there was nobody in the whole company, young or old, who did not say it was a noble story, worth remembering, and every one of the gentlefolk thought so particularly. Our Host laughed and swore: “As I hope to prosper, things are going well; the bag is open. Now let’s see who will tell the next tale, for, certainly, this game is off to a fine start. Now, Sir Monk, you tell a tale, if you know something to match the Knight’s.”

The Miller, who was so drunk that he had turned white, could scarcely sit on his horse; he wouldn’t take off his hood or hat, nor act politely toward anyone. But in Pilate’s voice he shouted and swore: By the arms, the blood, and the bones of Christ, I know a noble story for this occasion, with which I’ll match the Knight’s.”

Our Host saw that he was drunk on ale and said: “Wait, Robin, my dear brother; let some better man tell us a story first. Wait, and let’s proceed sensibly.”

“By God’s soul,” said the Miller, “I will not. I will speak or else go my own way.”

Our Host answered: “Tell away, to the devil with you! You’re a fool; drink has got the better of you.”

“Now listen,” said the Miller, “one and all! First, I want to declare that I am drunk; I know it from the noise I’m making. And, therefore, if I speak improperly, blame it on the ale of Southwark, I beg you. I shall tell a legend of a carpenter and his wife, and of how a cleric
 made a fool of the carpenter.”

The Reeve spoke up and said: “Stop your chattering! Stop your ignorant, drunken vulgarity. It is a sin and great folly besides to speak ill of any man or defame him, or to bring wives into such gossip. There are enough other things you can tell about.”

The drunken Miller at once replied: “Dear brother Oswald, whoever has no wife is not a cuckold. But I do not therefore say that you are one. There arc a great many good wives, always a thousand good ones to one bad; you know that yourself, unless you are crazy. Why are you already angry at my tale? I have a wife, by God, as well as you; yet I would not, for the oxen which pull my plow, take on trouble by deciding that I am a cuckold; I will believe that I’m not one. A husband should not be inquisitive about God’s secrets or his wife’s. So long as he finds God’s plenty there, he should not ask questions about the rest.”

Why should I say any more than that this Miller would not yield to any man, but told his vulgar story in his own way. I regret to retell it here. And therefore, I ask every well-brought-up person, for God’s love, not to consider that I speak with evil intention, but that I must recount all their tales, good or bad, or else falsify my material. Whoever doesn’t want to hear it, therefore, turn over the page and choose another. For he will find plenty of stories, long and short, which deal with courtesy, morality, and holiness. Don’t blame me if you choose poorly. The Miller is a low fellow; you know that very well. So are the Reeve and many others, and both of them told vulgar stories. Think about this, and don’t blame me. And also one must not make the game too serious.

Here begins the Miller’s Tale:

Once upon a time there lived at Oxford a rich fellow, a carpenter by trade, who took boarders into his home. A poor scholar, who had studied the liberal arts but whose inclination was wholly toward learning astrology, boarded with him. This scholar knew how to work out a number of problems: he could give an answer if men asked him at certain times whether there should be drought or showers, or what would happen in any given situation; I cannot recount each one.

This cleric was called clever Nicholas. He knew about secret love affairs and pleasure, in which he was most sly and cautious, appearing to be as meek as a maiden. He had a room all to himself in that boardinghouse, neatly decorated with sweet herbs, and he himself smelled as sweet as licorice root or ginger. His Almageste
, his other books large and small, his astrolabe, which was part of his astrological equipment, and his counters for calculations, were all neatly arranged on shelves at the head of his bed. His closet was covered in heavy red cloth, and above it lay a gay psaltery
 on which he played at night so sweetly that the whole room rang. He sang Angelus ad virginem
 and, after that, the King’s Note
. His merry voice was often praised. And so this sweet cleric spent his time, living upon his own income supplemented by borrowing from his friends.

The carpenter had just married a girl whom he loved better than his life. She was eighteen years old. He was jealous and kept close watch upon her, for she was wild and young, while he was old and thought himself likely to be cuckolded
. Being ignorant, he did not know of Cato’s
 advice that a man should marry a woman similar to him. Men should wed their contemporaries, for youth and age are often at odds. But since he had fallen into the trap, he had to bear his burden like other people.

The young wife was pretty, with a body as neat and graceful as a weasel. She wore a checked silk belt, and around her loins a flounced apron as white as fresh milk. Her smock was white also, embroidered in front and in back, inside and outside and around the collar, with coal-black silk. The strings of her white hood were of the same material as her collar; her hair was bound with a wide ribbon of silk set high on her head. And, truly, she had a wanton eye. Her eyebrows were plucked thin and were arched and black as any sloe
. She was even more delightful to look at than a young, early-ripe pear tree, and she was softer than lamb’s wool.

A leather purse, with a silk tassel and metal ornaments, hung from her belt. In all the world there is no man so wise that, though he looked far and near, he could imagine so gay a darling or such a wench
. Her coloring was brighter than that of a coin newly forged in the Tower
, and her singing was as loud and lively as a swallow’s sitting on a barn. In addition, she could skip about and play like any kid or calf following its mother. Her mouth was as sweet as honey or mead
, or a pile of apples laid up in hay or heather. She was as skittish as a young colt, and tall and straight as a mast or wand. On her low collar she wore a brooch as broad as the boss
 on a shield. Her shoes were laced high on her legs. She was a primrose, a trillium, fit to grace the bed of any lord or to marry any good yeoman.

Now, sir, and again, sir, one day it happened that clever Nicholas began to tease and flirt with this young wife while her husband was at Oseney
 (for clerics are subtle and sly), and he slipped his hand intimately between her legs, and said: “Surely, unless I can fulfill my burning desire for you, sweetheart, I will die.” Then he grasped her roughly by the hips and said: “Sweetheart, make love with me right now or I will die, God save me!”

She sprang aside like a colt in the traces
, quickly turned her face away, and said: “I will not kiss you, by my faith! Stop; let me alone, Nicholas, or I will call out for help. Take your hands away! Where are your manners!”

Then Nicholas began to beg for mercy, and spoke so winningly and offered himself so eagerly that she at last granted his wish and swore by St. Thomas of Kent that she would do his will as soon as she saw her opportunity. “My husband is so jealous that unless you wait patiently and secretly I know that I am as good as dead,” said she. “You must be extremely secretive about this matter.”

“No, don’t worry about that,” said Nicholas. “A cleric has surely spent his time badly if he cannot outwit a carpenter.” In this way they reached an agreement and swore to wait for their chance, as I told you.

When Nicholas had for some time stroked her body, he kissed her gently. Then he took down his psaltery and joyously played many melodies.

It happened on a holy day that this good wife went to worship Christ at the parish church. She had washed herself so carefully after she had finished her work that her forehead shone as clear as day. Now there was at that church a parish clerk who was named Absalom
. His curly hair shone like gold; it was spread out like a large fan and parted straight and evenly down the center. He had red cheeks and eyes as blue as a goose, and he walked daintily in shoes of an open-work design, like a window of St. Paul’s
. He was clothed trimly and correctly in red stockings and a coat of light blue, adorned with numerous handsome laces, and over this he had a surplice as white as a blossom on a twig.

He was a gay
 young fellow, God save me, and knew how to let blood, to clip and shave a beard, and to draw up a charter or a quittance
 for land. He could dance in twenty different ways after the Oxford manner, casting his legs to and fro, and play songs on a small fiddle, sometimes singing an accompaniment in a loud, high treble. And he could play just as well on a guitar. There was not an alehouse or tavern in the whole town, where any gay barmaid worked, which he had not visited for his amusement. But, to tell the truth, he was rather squeamish about breaking wind and a bit fastidious in his speech.

On this particular holy day, gay, jolly Absalom passed among the wives of the parish with a censer, burning incense as he went by. And he cast many a longing look upon the wives, but chiefly upon the carpenter’s wife. He could think of no greater pleasure than to gaze at her, she was so fair, so sweet, and so flirtatious. I dare say that if she had been a mouse and he a cat, he would have pounced on her at once. This parish clerk, this gay Absalom, bad such a love-longing in his heart that he would accept no money from any of the wives; he said that his courtesy prevented him.

That night the moon shone brightly and Absalom took his guitar and went forth, gay and amorous, expecting to find a woman to sleep with. Shortly after cock-crow he came to the carpenter’s house and took his stand below a window set in the wall. He sang, gently and softly, “Now, dear lady, if it is your wish, I beg you to take pity on me, accompanying himself pleasantly on his guitar.

The carpenter awoke and, hearing the singing, at once said to his wife: “What! Alison, don’t you hear Absalom, singing under our bedroom wall?”

Thereupon she answered her husband: “Yes, God knows, John, I hear the whole thing.”

This went on; what can one wish for better than well enough? Day by day jolly Absalom wooed her until he became completely woebegone. He could not sleep, night or day; he combed his flowing hair and dressed elegantly; he wooed her by go-betweens and messengers and swore that he would serve as her page; he sang, faltering like a nightingale; he sent her sweet wine, mead, spiced ale, and cakes, piping hot from the oven; and, since she was city-bred, he offered her money. For some people are won by rich gifts, others by blows, and still others by courtesy.

Once, in order to show his gaiety and versatility, he acted the role of Herod
 upon a high stage. But what good could it do him in this case? Alison loved clever Nicholas so much that Absalom could go blow his horn elsewhere; he got only scorn for his efforts. Indeed, she made a monkey of Absalom, and turned all his seriousness into a joke. This proverb, so frequently heard, is surely true: “Always the sly one nearby causes the one far away to be loathed.” For no matter how insane or angry Absalom got, because he was far from her sight the nearby Nicholas overshadowed him. Now, make the most of your chances, you clever Nicholas, for Absalom must wail and cry “Alas.”

So it happened one Saturday that the carpenter went to Oseney, and Alison and Nicholas agreed that Nicholas should prepare a trick to deceive the poor jealous husband. Then, if all went well, she would sleep in his arms all night, for this was what they both wanted. Nicholas needed no further urging, but immediately put the plan into action. He quietly took food and drink for a day or two up to his room and instructed her to tell her husband, if he asked about him, that she did not know where be was and that she had not laid eyes on him all day; but that she thought he must be sick, because he would not give any answer to the calls of the servant girl.

This went on all that Saturday; Nicholas remained quietly in his room, eating, sleeping, or doing what he liked, until Sunday at sunset. The stupid carpenter was greatly astonished by this and wondered what might be ailing Nicholas. He said: “I’m afraid, by St. Thomas, that things go badly with Nicholas. God forbid that he should die suddenly! This is surely a ticklish world now. Today I saw a corpse carried to church, and last Monday I saw that very man at work. Go upstairs,” he said to his houseboy. “Call at the door, or knock with a stone. See what’s happening and tell me frankly.”

The boy clumped up the stairs and, standing outside the door, he called and knocked like a madman: “What! Ho! What are you doing, Master Nicholas? How can you sleep all day long?”

But all was in vain, for not a word did he hear. The boy found a hole low down in the door, through which the cat was accustomed to creep. And through this hole he peeped into the room until at last he caught sight of Nicholas. He was sitting gaping steadily upward as if he were gazing at the new moon. Down the boy ran and at once told his master in what state he had seen this Nicholas.

The carpenter began to bless himself and said: “Help us, St. Frideswide!
 A man little knows what shall happen to him. Nicholas has fallen into some insanity or trance because of his astrology. I always thought this would happen! Men should not pry into God’s secrets; yea, ever blessed is the ignorant man who knows only his creed! It happened like this to another cleric who practiced astrology. He walked in the fields in order to determine future events by gazing at the stars, and he fell into a fertilizer pit; he didn’t see that. And yet, by St. Thomas, I’m very sorry about friend Nicholas. I shall scold him about his studies, if I can, by Jesus, King of Heaven! Go get me a strong stick so that I can pry up the door while you push, Robin. He’ll come out of his studying, I’ll bet.”

Then he began to get busy with the door to Nicholas’ room. The houseboy was unusually strong, and he pushed so hard that the door soon came off its hinges and fell on the floor. Nicholas sat there as still as a stone, steadily gaping up into the air. The carpenter thought Nicholas was crazy, and grabbed him firmly by the shoulders, shook him mightily, and cried out: “What! Nicholas, what, ho! What, look down! Wake up and think about Christ’s sufferings! I will cross you against the spells of elves and spooks.” With that he recited the magic nightspell at each of the four corners of the house and at the threshold of the door: 

     Jesus Christ and St. Benedite
,

     Bless this house from each evil wight
;

     Against night-hags, with white pater noster!

     Where did you go, St. Peter’s soster
? 

At last clever Nicholas began to sigh deeply and said: “Alas, shall all the world be now once more destroyed?”

“What did you say?” the carpenter answered. “What! Have faith in God, as we men who work do.”

Nicholas answered, “Bring me a drink, and afterwards I shall speak in private of a certain thing which concerns you and me. I certainly will not tell it to any other man.”

The carpenter went downstairs and returned with a large jug of strong ale. When each of them had drunk his share, Nicholas closed the door tightly and sat down beside the carpenter.

He said, “John, my kind and dear landlord, you must swear to me here upon your honor that you shall not give away this secret to any man; for this is Christ’s secret that I shall reveal, and if you tell it to anyone, you are doomed. If you betray me, your punishment shall be to go insane.”

“Nay, Christ forbid that, by His holy blood!” said this simple man. “I am no blabber; no, though I say it myself, I don’t like to gossip. Say what you will, I won’t ever repeat it to woman or child, by Him that harrowed hell!
”

“Now, John,” said Nicholas, “I will not lie; I have found in my astrology, by looking at the bright moon, that next Monday night at nine o’clock there shall fall a rain so wild and furious that Noah’s flood was not half so large. This world,” he said, “shall be inundated in less than an hour, so terrible will be the downpour. Thus everyone shall drown and die.”

The carpenter answered. “Alas, my wife! And shall she drown? Alas, my Alison!” Overcome by this, he almost collapsed. “Is there no way out?” he asked.

“Why, yes, before God,” said clever Nicholas, “if you will be guided by learning and advice. You must not act upon your own ideas, for, as Solomon truly says, ‘Follow advice and you will not be sorry.’ And if you wish to follow good advice, I guarantee that without mast or sail I will save Alison, you, and myself. Haven’t you heard how Noah was saved when our Lord warned him ahead of time that all the world would be destroyed by water?”

“Yes,” said the carpenter, “a long time ago.”

“Have you not heard also,” said Nicholas, “about the troubles Noah and his companions had before they could get his wife aboard the ship? I’ll guarantee that then Noah would have given all his black sheep for his wife to have had a ship all to herself. And so do you know what must be done? This problem demands speed, and, where speed is necessary, one cannot waste time talking.

“Go at once and bring here quickly a kneading trough or a barrel for each of us, but be sure that they are large enough for us to float on, as if on a barge. Put enough food in each for one day only--don’t worry about anything else! The water will recede and go away about nine o’clock the next morning. But Robin, your houseboy, must not know about this, nor may I save Jill, your maid; don’t ask why, for even though you ask me, I will not tell God’s secrets. It should be enough for you, unless you are insane, to have the same good fortune Noah had. I shall save your wife, without doubt. On your way now, and make haste.

“But when you have found the three kneading tubs for the three of us, then you must hang them high up under the roof, so that no one will spy upon our arrangements. And when you have done as I have said and have placed the food safely in the tubs, together with an ax with which we can cut the cords to free the tubs when the water rises, and when you have also cut an opening high in the gable over the shed facing the garden, so that we may go forth easily on our way when the great flood has passed, then you shall be ready to float as merrily, I swear, as a white duck following her drake. Then I shall call, ‘How goes it, Alison? And you, John? Be merry, for the flood will soon pass. And you will answer, ‘Hail, Master Nicholas! Good morning, I see you clearly, for it is day.’ Then for the rest of our lives we shall be lords of the world, like Noah and his wife.

“But about one thing, however, I strictly warn you: be very sure that on the night we go aboard ship none of us speaks a single word, or calls, or cries out, except in prayer; for that is God’s own particular command. Your wife and you must hang far apart so that there will be no carnality between you, no more in look than in act. This rule is strict. Go, God speed you! Tomorrow night, when all men are asleep, we shall creep into our kneading tubs and sit there awaiting God’s mercy. Go on your way now; I have no more time to talk longer about this. Men say, ‘Send the wise man forth and say nothing.’ You are so wise, you require no instruction. Go, save our lives, I beseech you.”

The simple carpenter went on his way, with many an “Alas,” and “Woe unto us,” and told his secret to his wife. She was fully aware, far better than he, of what all these strange doings meant. Nevertheless, she acted as if she would die and said: “Alas! Go about your business at once; help us to escape or we will all be dead! I am your own true wedded wife; go, dear husband, and help save our lives.”

See what a great thing feeling is. Men can die of imagination, so deep may impressions be made upon them. This stupid carpenter began to shake; it seemed to him that he actually saw Noah’s flood come surging in like the sea to drown Alison, his honey-dear. He wept, wailed, and grieved sorely; he sighed many a deep sigh; he went and got a kneading trough, then a barrel, and then a tub. And secretly, he had them delivered to his house, where he hung them from the roof. With his own hand he made three ladders for climbing up to the tubs hanging from the rafters: then he put in the food--bread, cheese, and good ale in a jug, enough for one day. But before he did any of these things, he sent Robin and Jill away to London upon an errand. Then on Monday, as night approached, he closed his door and, lighting no candle, prepared everything as it should be. All three shortly climbed up and sat quietly, each some distance from the other.

“Now, say a pater noster, and then keep mum!” said Nicholas; and “Mum,” said John; and “Mum,” said Alison. The carpenter said his prayers and sat still, waiting to hear the raindrops.

The sleep of the dead, from weariness caused by his recent labors, overcame the carpenter just about curfew time, I guess, or a bit later. Because of a troubled spirit he groaned pitifully, and frequently he snored, for his head was in an uncomfortable position. Down his ladder crept Nicholas, and Alison slipped quietly down hers. Without wasting words they went into the same bed in which the carpenter usually slept. Then there was great sport and merriment! They lay there in mirth and pleasure until the bell rang for lauds
 and the friars began to sing in the chancel.

The parish clerk, amorous Absalom, who was still woebegone with love for Alison, had been that Monday to Oseney with a group of people, merrymaking and having fun, and had secretly asked a cloisterer
 there about John, the carpenter. The cloisterer drew Absalom aside out of the church and said, “I don’t know; I haven’t seen him here at work since Saturday. I think he has gone for timber to a place our abbot sent him. For it is his habit to go for timber and to stay at the barn a day or two. Otherwise, he is surely at his house. But I can’t tell you exactly where he is.”

Absalom was gay and lighthearted, and thought, “Now is the time to stay up all night, for truly I haven’t seen John stirring around in his yard since daybreak. As I hope to thrive, I shall knock very quietly tonight at the low window in his bedroom wall. I shall now tell all my love-longing to Alison, for at least I can’t miss kissing her. I swear I ought to get something out of it. All day long my mouth has itched, and that is a sign of kissing, at least. Also, I dreamt all night that I was at a banquet. Therefore, I shall go sleep for an hour or two, and then I shall stay awake all night and have fun.”

When the first cock had crowed, this jolly lover Absalom got up quickly and dressed himself in all his finery. But, first, before he combed his hair, he chewed grain and licorice in order to smell sweet. Under his tongue he put a true-love talisman
, hoping to he lucky. He then went to the carpenter’s house and stood quietly by the low window, which reached only up to his chest. Softly he coughed under his breath: “What are you doing, honeycomb, sweet Alison, my fair bird, my sweet cinnamon? Awake, my love, and speak to me! You don’t care about my troubles, but for love of you I sweat wherever I go. It’s no wonder that I burn and sweat, I cry like a lamb for the teat. Indeed, sweetheart, I am so lovelorn for you that my mourning is like a turtledove’s. I cannot eat any more than a girl.”

“Get away from the window, you Jack-fool,” she said. “So help me God, it won’t be ‘come kiss me.’ I love another better than you, by Jesus, Absalom; I would be a fool if I didn’t. Go away and let me sleep, or I’ll throw a stone, as sure as the devil!”

“Alas,” said Absalom, “woe and wellaway! That true love should ever be so evilly repaid! At least kiss me, since it can be no better, for love of Jesus and for love of me.”

“Will you go away immediately, then?” she asked.

“Yes, certainly, love,” said Absalom.

“Then, get ready,” she said. “I will come at once.” And she whispered to Nicholas, “Now be quiet, and you shall laugh your fill.”

Absalom got down on his knees and said: “At any rate I am fortunate, for from this kiss I hope more will come. Love, give me your favor; sweet bird, be kind to me!”

She opened the window hastily. “Be quiet,” she said, “stop talking and hurry, lest the neighbors see you.”

Absalom wiped his lips dry. The night was dark as pitch, as black as coal, and she thrust her rear end out the window. Absalom, knowing no better, kissed it enthusiastically before he realized the trick. He jumped back and thought something was wrong, for he knew very well that a woman has no beard. He felt something rough and hairy, and said, “Fie, what have I done?”

“Teehee!” she said, and slammed the window shut. Absalom had come to a sorry pass.

“A beard, a beard!” shouted clever Nicholas. “By God’s body, this goes merrily and well.”

Poor Absalom heard all of this and began to bite his lip in anger. He said to himself, “I’ll get even with you.”

Who now scrubbed his lips with dirt, with sand, with straw, with cloth, with bark? Who hut Absalom, who kept repeating, “Alas, may Satan take my soul if I wouldn’t rather have revenge for that insult than own this whole town. Alas,” he said, “that I did not turn away!” His hot love was now cooled and extinguished, for from the time he had kissed her rump he did not care for lovemaking. Now he was cured of his malady. He began to curse lovers and to weep like a beaten child.

Quietly he went across the street to a blacksmith called Gervase, who forged equipment in his shop for plowing. This smith was busily engaged in sharpening shares
 and colters
. Absalom knocked quietly at the door and said, “Open up, Gervase, at once.

“Who’s there?”

“It’s I, Absalom.”

“What! Absalom, by Christ’s dear cross, why are you up so early? Ah, bless me, what ails you? Some gay girl, God knows, has got you on the move this way. By St. Neot
, you know very well what I mean.”

Absalom didn’t care a bean about this teasing; he didn’t even reply. He had more knitting to attend to than Gervase knew, and said: “Dear friend, lend me that hot colter there in the chimney. I have something to do with it; I shall return it to you very soon.

“Certainly,” Gervase answered. “Even if it were gold or a bag of uncounted coins, you could have it, as I am a true smith. Aye, Christ’s foot, what will you do with it?”

“Let that be as it may,” replied Absalom. “I shall tell you tomorrow.” With that he grabbed the colter by the cool handle and went quietly out of the door across to the carpenter’s house. First he coughed, then knocked upon the window just as he had done before.

Alison answered, “Who knocks there. I’ll bet it’s a thief.”

“Why no,” said Absalom. “God knows, my sweet one, I am your Absalom, darling. I have brought you a gold ring,” he said. “My mother gave it to me, so help me God. It is very fine and well engraved. I will give it to you if you kiss me.”

Nicholas had risen from the bed to piss, and thought he would put the finishing touch to the joke; Absalom should kiss his ass without fail. So Nicholas quickly raised the window and thrust his ass far out. Then the clerk, Absalom, said, “Speak, sweet bird, I do not know where you are.

At this Nicholas let fly a fart with a noise as great as a clap of thunder, so that Absalom was almost overcome by the force of it. But he was ready with his hot iron and he smote Nicholas in the middle of his ass.

The skin came off a hand’s-breadth across, the hot colter had so scorched his buttocks, and Nicholas thought he would die of the pain. Like a madman, he began to shout, “Help, water! Water, help, for God’s sake!”

The carpenter started out of his sleep and heard someone madly shouting “Water!” He thought, “Alas, here comes Nowell’s flood!” He sat up at once and cut the cords in two with his ax. Down went everything, without a stop on the way, until it hit the floor, and there the carpenter lay unconscious.

Alison and Nicholas rushed out in the street crying, “Help!” All the neighbors, high and low, ran in to stare at the unconscious man. He lay pale and wan, for his arm had been broken by the fall. But he had to stand the blame for his own hurt, for when he tried to explain he was shouted down by clever Nicholas and Alison. They told everyone he was crazy; his imagination had made him so afraid of “Nowell’s” flood that he had foolishly brought three kneading tubs and hung them from the roof, and he had begged them, for God’s love, to sit under the roof with him to keep him company.

The folks began to laugh at the carpenter’s delusion. They poked about the roof and gaped and turned all his injuries into a joke. No matter what the carpenter answered, it counted for nothing; no one would listen to him. He was sworn at with great oaths and held to be crazy by the whole town, for one cleric will naturally stand by another. They said, “This man is crazy, dear brother,” and everyone laughed at the incident.

In this way the carpenter was made a cuckold in spite of all his care and jealousy; and Absalom kissed Alison’s nether eye, and Nicholas had his buttocks scorched. This tale is done, and God save all this company. HERE ENDS THE MILLER’S TALE.

� Cleric: there are two types of clerics (or clerks) in this tale. a univesity student (Nicholas) and a parish record keeper (Absalom).


� Almageste: Ptolemy’s treatise on astrology.


� psaltery: stringed instrument, played like a modern guitar, except that it is laid in the players lap.


� Angelus ad virginem: a hymn: the angels (sing) to the Virgin (Mary).


� King’s Note: not clear: perhaps a tune that would introduce the king; perhaps another hymn; perhaps something irreverent.


� Cuckolded: made a fool of, by being cheated on


� Cato: Ancient Roman philosopher.


� Sloe: a plum-like fruit.


� Wench: here an indication of class, i.e., a servant.


� Tower: Tower of London, where coins were minted


� Mead: drink made with honey, similar to beer.


� Boss: raised center of a shield (embossing).


� Oseney or Osney: small town near Oxford


� Traces: place where horses are held in order to be shod


� Absalom: campare his name to that of the biblical Abasalom also famous for his beautiful hair (which was his downfall).


� Window of St. Paul’s: like the stained glass window in St. Paul’s Cathedral in London.


� Gay: in this tale it simply means cheerful; the word did not have the modern connotation of homosexual.


� Quittance: legal deed, for release of property.


� Herod: the king who ruled in the time of Christ: as Herod was seen as a madman and whoever played this part received a great deal of attention, this was the most desirable part in medieval drama.


� Frideswide: saint known for her healing powers.


� Benedite: St. Benedict: important leader of the early church; founded one of the first and most importatn orders of monks (the Benedictines)


� Wight: creature


� White pater noster: charms based on the Our Father (pater noster).


� Soster: sister (original spelling kept for the rhyme).


� Him who harrowed hell: Christ, who plundered (harrowed) hell by taking from hell all those good souls born before him (those who could not go to heaven, cecause they could not have been redeemed yet by Christ).


� Lauds: prayers said just before the break of day, or even earlier.


� Cloisterer: monk, or one who assigns rooms in a monastery.


� True-love talisman: supposedly a four-leaf sprig of herb in the shape of a fourfold true-love knot.


� Shares: ploughshares.


� Colter: verticle blade at the front of a plough.


� St. Neot: there is no clear reason why he calls upon this saint, but it is possible that he does so because St. Neot rose in the middle of night to pray.





