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Emily Dickinson

Mine Enemy Is growing old—
[ have at last Revenge—
The Palate of the Hate departs—

If any would avenge—



Let him be quick—the Viand flits—
[t Is a faded Meat—
Anger as soon as fed—is dead—

'Tis starving makes it fat—



Geoffrey Chaucer
The Canterbury Tales
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The
Pilgrims

Detail of & ministure of Lydgate and pilgrims on the road to Canterbury,
at the beginning of the prologue of the Siege of Thebes.
Aftributed to Gerard Horenbout. c. 1516-1523.

British Library MS Royal 18D Il f.148.



The Pardoner’ s
Tale

Three rioters

Death



The Wife of
Bath’ s Tale

a knight -- a maiden
Queen’s court

an ugly old woman

The Clerk’ s Tale

Walter
Griselda
a daughter
a son



Knight’ s Tale
Theseus
Arcite  Palamon

Emily

Courtly love

Miller’ s Tale

Nicholas
Absolon

(John) Alisoun

A burlesque farce





https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QqB43x6qP1c

A Poison Tree

William Blake
[ was angry with my friend;
[ told my wrath, my wrath did end.
[ was angry with my foe:

[ told it not, my wrath did grow.



And I water'd it in fears,
Night & morning with my tears:
And I sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.



And it grew both day and night.
Till 1t bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine.



And Into my garden stole,
When the night had veil'd the pole;
In the morning glad I see;

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.



