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I thought I’d give my late-night brain a break, since it’s concentrating on it the essay, and try and express what it I’m thinking about differently. I have no idea how to lay it out, but if you can’t play with words in a blog, where can you play with them?! So, this is what the Reeve made me think about Chaucer’s art.


How is it we feel the blistering spite
of the Reeve
who quite the Miller,
(who quite the Knight)
and know he has none of the Miller’s joy,
and none of the life?
Tales told in a form so old
it’s unknown to us 
and still she rolls up,
that 600-year soul,
and all the sorrow and all the joy arrive 
with her gap-toothed smile.
And how can that man, long dead, mould sounds
like clay, 
into tales,
have the words that each say
breathe life 
into their golem?
So that we feel the blistering spite
Of the Reeve,
who quite the Miller
(who quite the Knight).

