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E 201: FIVE BRITISH WRITERS
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OPENINGS

Geoffrey Chaucer (1340?-1400) 




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,




When also Zephyrus with his sweet breath




Exhales as air in every grove and heath




Upon the tender shoots, and the young sun




His half-course in the sign of Ram has run,



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




Of far-off saints, hallowed in sundry lands,




And specially, from every shire’s end




Of England, down to Canterbury they wend




To seek the holy blissful martyr, quick




To give his help to them when they were sick.




-- Prologue, The Canterbury Tales
William Shakespeare (1564-1616)




O for a Muse of fire that would ascend




The brightest heaven of invention:




A kingdom for a stage, princes to act,




And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!




Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,




Assume the port of Mars, and at his heels




(Leashed in, like hounds) should famine, sword, and fire




Crouch for employment. -- Prologue, Henry V

Jane Austen (1775-1819)


It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a singe man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on first entering a neighborhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is considered as the rightful property of some one or other of their daughters.

Pride and Prejudice
Ian McKewan (1948-)

The play – for which Briony had designed the posters, programs and tickets, constructed the sales booth out of a folding screen tipped on its side, and lined the collection box in red crepe paper – was written by her in a two-day tempest of composition, causing her to miss a breakfast and a lunch.  When the preparations were complete, she had nothing to do but contemplate her finished draft and wait for the appearance of her cousins from the distant north.  There would be time for only one day of rehearsal before her brother arrived.  At some moments chilling, at others desperately sad, the play told a tale of the heart whose message, conveyed in a rhyming prologue, was that love which did not build a foundation on good sense was doomed.   The reckless passion of the heroine, Arabella, for a wicked foreign count is punished by ill fortune when she contracts cholera during an impetuous dash toward a seaside town with her intended.  Deserted by him and nearly everybody else, bed-bound in a garret, she discovers in herself a sense of humor.  Fortune presents her a second chance in the form of an impoverished doctor – in fact, a prince in disguise who has elected to work among the needy.  Healed by him, Arabella chooses judiciously this time, and is rewarded by reconciliation with her family and a wedding with the medical prince on “a windy sunlit day in spring.” -- Atonement 
Sebastian Barry  (1955-)

He was born in the dying days.

It was the withering end of 1896.  He was called Willam after the long-dead Orange King, because his father took an interest in such distant matters.  On top of that, an old great-uncle, William Cullen, was yet living in Wicklow, across the mountains as they used to say, where his father himself had been reared.


The winter sleet hit into the Dublin cab-men, where they gathered in their mucky gabardines by the Round Room in Great Britain Street.  The stony face of the old building remained indifferent, with its strange decoration  of ox-skulls and draperies.


The new babies screeched inside the thick grey walls of the Rotunda Hospital.  Blood gathered on the nurses’ white laps like the aprons of butchers.


He was a little baby and would always be a little boy. – A Long Long Way  
