THE TALE OF GAMELYN

Sit up and listen well

And you shall hear of a brave knight

Sir John of Boundes was his name

He knew about breeding and game.

Three sons had the knight had, begotten of his body.

The eldest was really evil and it soon showed.

His brothers loved their father well and were in awe of him

The eldest deserved his father’s curse and in the end he got it

This good knight his father lived so long

That death came to him and caused him much suffering

The good knight, as he lay ill, worried very much

About how his children would be provided for when he was gone

He had wandered far and wide, but he was no husbandman

All his land had been bought.

He dearly wanted it to be divided amongst them all

So that each of them had his share as it was given him.

Then he sent out into the county (shire) after wise knights

To help share out his lands and divide them equally.

He sent them word by letters that they should hurry up

If they wanted to speak to him whilst he was still alive.

When the knights knew that he lay ill

They did not rest night nor day

Until they came to him where he lay still

On his deathbed to await God’s will.

Then said the good knight where he lay sick

“Lords, I tell you truly, there is no denying

I may not live any longer in this life

For through God’s will death is drawing me towards the earth.”

Truly, there was not one of them that heard him

That did not feel pity for that same knight

And said, “Sir, for the love of God, do not be discouraged –

God may relieve the evil that now besets you.”

Then spoke the good knight where he lay sick,

“ I cannot deny that God can bring good out of evil

But I beg you, knights, for love of me

Go and divide my lands among my three sons

And for the love of God do not proceed wrongly

And do not forget Gamelyn that is my youngest son.

Look after each one as well as the other –

You rarely see any heir help his brother.

Then they left the sick knight lying there

And conferred amongst themselves how to divide his lands.

To give them all to one [son] was their intent,

And Gamelyn, the youngest, go without land.

And each of them said loudly to the other,

That his brothers might give him land when he was mature (when he knew good).

And when they had divided the land as they wished

They came to the knight where he lay still

And told him straight away what they had done:

And the knight, where he lay, did not like it at all.

Then said the knight, “By Saint Martin

Despite all that you have done, the land is still mine.

For the love of God, neighbours, don’t do anything yet

And I will share the land according to my own will.

John, my eldest son, shall have five ploughlands

That was my father’s inheritance whilst he was alive

And my middle son shall have five ploughlands

That I got with the aid of my right hand,

And all my other lands and tenants, which I bought

That I bequeath to Gamelyn, and all my good horses.

And I beg you, good men, that know the law relating to land

For the love of Gamelyn, that my bequest shall stand.”

Thus the the knight divided his land in his lifetime,

Whilst he lay ill on his deathbed.

And soon afterwards he lay still as stone

And died when his time came, when it was Christ’s will.

As soon as he was dead and buried under the grass

Soon the elder brother tricked the young lad.

He took into his own hand his land and goods,

And Gamelyn himself to clothe and feed.

He clothed and fed him meanly and with bad grace (anger)

And let his lands go to ruin and both his houses,

His parks and his goods, and did nothing well,

And eventually he was paid back in similar fashion.

Gamelyn was in his brother’s hall for so long

Even the strongest men stood in awe of him.

There was no-one therein, neither young nor old,

That would anger Gamelyn, be he never so bold.

One day Gamelyn stood in his brother’s yard,

And began with his hand to stroke his beard.

He thought on his lands that lay unsown,

And his fair oaks that were cut down.

His parks were broken down and his deer stolen,

Of all his good horses none was left to him,

His houses stood empty and badly kept –

Then Gamelyn thought things were not as they should be.

Afterwards his brother came walking there,

And said to Gamelyn, “Is our meal ready?”

Then Gamelyn was angry and swore by God’s book (the Bible),

“Go bake yourself; I won’t be your cook!”

“What? brother Gamelyn, what do you say, now?

You never spoke like this before.”

“By faith,” said Gamelyn, “Now I think I need to –

I never took any notice before of all the ill that’s been done to me.

My parks are broken, and my deer stolen,

Of my arms and my horses nothing is left:

All that my father left to me is going to ruin,

And therefore may you have God’s curse, brother, on your name!”

Then spoke his brother, who was quick to anger,

“Stand still, churl, and hold your peace.

You will be only too glad to have your food and clothing –

Who are you, churl, to talk about land or tenants?”

Then said Gamelyn the child
 so young,

“May he have Christ’s curse who calls me ‘churl’!

I am no worse churl, nor no worse man (than you),

But was born of a lady and begotten of a knight.”

Nor dare he go within a foot of Gamelyn,

But called his men to him and said to them then,

“Go and beat this boy senseless,

And let him learn to answer me better another time.”

Then said the child, young Gamelyn,

“May you have Christ’s curse, my brother!

And if I shall now be beaten anyhow

May you have Christ’s curse, even if you don’t beat me yourself!”

And then in brother in that great fury

Made his men fetch staves (big sticks) to beat Gamelyn.

When each of them had taken a staff,

Gamelyn was aware when he saw them coming,

And noticed a pestle standing by the wall.

Gamelyn was light and and he leapt there

And very soon drove all his brother’s men into a heap

And loked like a wild lion and laid on with a will –

 And when his brother saw that, he began to leave

He fled up into a loft and shut the door fast:

Thus Gamelyn made them all petrified with his pestle – 

Some for love of Gamelyn and some for fear’

They were all divided when he began to ‘play’ (fight).

“What now,” said Gamelyn, “May evil befall you!

Will you start a fight and flee so soon?”

Gamelyn sought his brother, wherever he had fled

And saw where he was looking out of window.

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “come a little nearer,

And I will teach you how to fight with a buckler (small shield).”

His brother answered him and said by Saint Richer,

“While that pestle is in your hand I’m not coming any nearer.

Brother, I will set your mind at rest, I swear by Christ’s mercy –

Throw away the pestle and do not be angry any more.”

“I ought to be angry,” said Gamelyn, “

“because you ordered your men to break my bones,

And if I had not had might and main in my arms

To keep them off me, they would have done me harm.”

“Gamelyn,” said his brother, “do not be angry,

because it grieved me much to see harm done to you.

I did not do it, brother, except for a test,

To see how you can be so strong and yet so young.”

“Come down to me, then, and grant me my request

Of one thing that I will ask of you, and we shall soon be reconciled.”

Down then came his brother, who was fickle and cruel,

And was greatly afraid of the pestle.

He said, “Brother Gamelyn, ask me your request,

And look that you blame me if I do not grant it soon.”

Then said Gamelyn, “ Brother, indeed,

For us to be reconciled you must grant me this:

All that my father left to me whilst he was alive,

You must give it to me if we shall not fight one another.”

“That you shall have, Gamelyn, I swear by Christ’s mercy!

All that your father left to you, although you would have more,

Your land that lies untilled, it shall be sown

And your houses raised up that have been pulled down.”

Thus said the knight to Gamelyn with his own mouth,

But was thinking falsehoods as he well knew how.

The knight thought on betrayal and Gamelyn did not at all.

Alas! Young Gamelyn, he knew nothing 

About the false treason with which his brother him kissed!

Fytte 2

Sit up and listen, and hold your tongue

And you will hear a tale of Gamelyn the young.

Then was a wrestling match announced nearby, 

And for this was set up a ram and a ring (as prizes),

And Gamelyn had a mind to go to it

To prove his might and what he could do.

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “by Saint Richer,

You must tonight lend me a little fast horse

Which is fresh for the spur, to be ridden upon;

I must go on an errand close by.”

“By God,”said his brother, “of the steeds in my stable

Go and chose the best, spare none of them all

Either steeds or coursers (a type of fast horse) that stand by them,

And tell me, good brother, where you will ride to.”

“Close by here, brother, a wrestling match has been announced,

And for it a ram and a ring have been set up.

It would be a great honour, brother, for us all,

If I might bring the ram and the ring home to this hall.”

A horse was then saddled quickly and with speed,

Gamelyn put on a pair of spurs, fastened to his feet,

And towards the wrestling match the young child rode.

When Gamelyn the young had ridden out of the gate,

The false knight his brother watched him go,

And prayed Jesus Christ, who is king of heaven,

That he might break his neck in the wrestling match.

As soon as Gamelyn came to where the place was

He got down from his horse and stood on the grass.

And then he heard a franklin singing “Woe is me!”

And begin to wring his hands bitterly.

“Good man,” said Gamelyn, “why are you behaving like this?

Is there no man who may help you out of your grief?”

“Alas,” said this franklin, “that I was ever born!

For I know that I have lost two stalwort sons:

There is a champion in this place who has caused me this sorrow,

For he has slain my two sons, unless God has been their pledge (bail).

I will give ten pounds, by Jesus Christ, and more

If I could find a man who would treat him as harshly.”

“Good man,” said Gamelyn, “if you want to fare well,

Hold my horse whilst my man takes off my shoes,

And help my man to look after my clothes and my steed

And I will go to this place, to see if I can be successful.”

“By God!” said the franklin, “it shall be done,

I myself will be your servant and take off your shoes.

Then go into that place, Jesus Christ help you,

And do not worry about your clothes or your good steed.”

Barefoot and swordless Gamelyn came in;

All who were in the place took heed of him,

How he dare attempt to test the might

Of him who was so doughty a champion in wrestling and in fight.

The champion got up quickly and at once,

And began to advance towards young Gamelyn,

And said, “Who is your father and who is your sire?

Truly you are a great fool to come here.”

Gamelyn answered the champion thus:

“You knew my father well whilst he was living,

Whilst he was alive, by Saint Martin,

Sir John of Boundes was his name, and I am Gamelyn.”

“Fellow,” said the champion, “as good befall me,

I knew your father well whilst he was alive,

And yourself, Gamelyn, I would like you to hear,

When you were a young boy you were a little mischief!”

Then said Gamelyn and swore by Christ’s mercy,

“Now I have grown older you shall find  me an even greater one!”

“By God,” said the champion, “you are welcome!

Come now – once in my hands you shall never succeed.”

It was well into the night and the moon shone,

When Gamelyn and the champion fought together.

The champion grappled with Gamelyn, who was ready,

And Gamelyn stood firm and bade him do his best.

Then said Gamelyn to the champion,

“You are very eager to bring me down.

Now I have withstood many throws of yours,

You must,” he said, “take one or two of mine.”

Gamelyn went speedily up to the champion;

Of all the holds that he knew he only showed him one,

And threw him on his left side, so that three ribs broke,

And also his own arm, that gave a great crack.

Then said Gamelyn immediately,

“Shall that be considered as a throw or not?”

“By God,” said the champion, “whether it is or not,

He who comes into your hands shall never prosper!”

Then said the franklin who had three sons,

“Blessed be ye, Gamelyn, that you were ever born!”

The franklin said to the champion, who was standing by watching,

“This is young Gamelyn who taught you how to fight.”

Again answered the champion who was not at all pleased,

“He is overall master and his fighting is really cruel:

Since I first wrestled, a long time ago,

I was never in my life manhandled so very badly.”

Two gentlemen that had charge of the place

Came to Gamelyn, God give him good grace,

And said to him, “Put on your hose and your shoes,

For indeed, at this time this event is over.”

And then said Gamelyn, “As I hope to prosper,

I have not yet half sold my wares.”

Then said the champion, “May I break my neck,

He is a fool who buys any; you sell it so dear.”

Then said the franklin who was suffering much,

“Fellow,” he said, “why do you blame this merchandise?

By Saint James of Galicia, whom many men have sought,

It is still a good bargain, what you have bought.”

Those who were wardens of that wrestling match

Came and brought Gamelyn the ram and the ring

And Gamelyn thought to himself how it was a good thing,

And went home with much joy in the morning.

His brother saw where he was coming with a great company,

And ordered the gate to be shut and to keep him outside.

The porter was very afraid of his lord,

And sent quickly to the gate and shut it tightly.

Fytte 3

Now sit up and listen, both young and old,

And you shall hear sport of Gamelyn the bold.

Gamelyn came to the gate in order to come in,

And it was shut fast with a strong bolt.

Then said Gamelyn, “Porter, undo the gate,

For good men’s sons are standing at it.”

Then answered the porter and swore by God’s beard,

“You shall not, Gamelyn, may I break my chin!”

He hit the gate with his foot and broke away the bolt,

Then the porter, seeing that things would get no better,

Put his feet to the ground and began to flee.

“By my faith,” said Gamelyn, “that effort is to no avail,

Because I am as light on my feet as you, though you should swear otherwise.”

Gamelyn took the porter and avenged his anger,

And struck him on the neck so hard that the bone broke,

And took him by one arm and threw him in a well,

It was seven fathoms deep, as I have heard tell.

When Gamelyn the young had thus played his ‘play’,

Everyone in that yard made themselves scarce:

They greatly dreaded him because of the things he had done,

And for the fair company that he had brought with him

Gamelyn went to the gate and opened it up wide.

He allowed in all who would walk or ride,

And said, “You are welcome, without any difficulty,

For we will be masters here and ask no man’s leave.

Yesterday I left,” said young Gamelyn,

“Five tuns (barrels) of wine in my brother’s cellar:

I don’t want this company to part from one another

Until you have done as I do, while there is a morsel of food therin,

And if my brother should grouch or complain,

Either because of the cost of the meat or of the drink that we spend here,

I am our caterer and hold our dearest purse:

He shall have for his complaining St Mary’s curse.

My brother is a miser, I swear by Christ’s mercy,

And we will spend generously what he has withheld before:

And whoever complains that we stay here,

He shall go to see the porter in the drawing-well.”

Seven days and seven nights Gamelyn held his feast;

With much merriment: there was no quarrelling.

In a little turret his brother lay hidden,

Watching him wasting his goods, and dare not say a word.

Early in the morning on the eighth day

The guests came to Gamelyn, wanting to go on their way.

“Lords,” said Gamelyn, “will you hurry away so?

All the wine is not yet drunk, as far as I can see.”

Gamelyn in his heart was very sorry

When his guests took their leave, to go away from him.

He wanted them to stay longer and they said no,

But wished Gamelyn “God and good day”.

Thus Gamelyn made his feast and brought it to a good end,

And afterwards his guests asked permission to leave.

Fytte 4

Sit up and listen and hold your tongue,

And you shall hear sport of Gamelyn the young.

Listen, lordings, and listen well –

How Gamelyn was treated when all the guests were gone.

All the while Gamelyn was holding his feast,

His brother was thinking how to avenge himself by his treachery.

When Gamelyn’s guests had ridden away and gone,

Gamelyn stood alone; he had no friend.

That Gamelyn was taken and strongly bound.

The false knight came forth out of the solar (first-floor living room),

He went up very close to Gamelyn his brother,

And said to Gamelyn, “Who made you so bold

As to destroy the stores of my household?”

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “do not be angry,

For it has been many days since it was paid for:

Because, brother, you have had, by Saint Richer,

Fifteen ploughlands of land this sixteen years,

And you have bred from all the beasts

Which my father left me on his deathbed.

Of all these sixteen years I have given you the profit,

In return for all the food and drink that we have now used up.”

Then said the false knight (may he have evil luck!)

“Listen, my brother Gamelyn, what I will give you:

Because I have begotten no heirs of my body

I will make you my heir, I swear by St John.”

“By my faith!” said Gamelyn, “and if it be so,

And you mean what you say, God reward you!”

Gamelyn knew nothing of his brother’s guile,

Therefore he tricked him in a little while.

“Gamelyn,” he said, “I will tell you one thing –

Though you threw my porter into the drawing-well,

I swore in anger and in that hostile company,

That you should be bound both hand and foot.

This must be done in order to fool my men,

In order to keep my vow that I made to you.”

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “may I prosper!

You shall not be forsworn for love of me.”

Then they made Gamelyn to sit and not to stand,

Until they had bound him both foot and hand.

The false knight his brother was afraid of Gamelyn,

And sent for fetters to fetter him tightly.

His brother told lies about him as he stood there, 

And told those who came in that Gamelyn was mad.

Gamelyn stood bound to a post in the hall,

Those who came in had a good look at him.

Gamelyn stood continually upright,

But food and drink had he none, neither day nor night.

Then said Gamelyn, “Brother, by my neck!

Now I have discovered that you are a false person:

Had I known the treason that you have thought up

I would have beaten you before I was bound.”

Gamelyn stood bound, still as any stone;

Two days and nights he had no food.

Then said Gamelyn, who stood strongly bound,

“Adam Spencer, I think I have fasted too long –

Adam Spencer, now I beg you,

Because of the great love that my father had for you,

If you may get hold of the keys, release me from my bonds,

And I will share with you my free land.”

Then said Adam, who was the spenser (dispenser of provisions)

“I have served your brother these sixteen years;

If I let you go out of his chamber

He would say afterwards that I was a traitor.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “may I break my neck!

You will find my brother to be false in the end;

Therefore, brother Adam, free me from these bonds,

And I will share my free lands with you.”

“Upon that agreement,” said Adam, “certainly

I wil to that end do all that is in my power.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “as I hope to prosper,

I will keep the covenant with you, if you will keep it with me.”

As soon as Adam’s lord was gone to bed,

Adam took the keys and let Gamelyn out immediately;

He unlocked Gamelyn, both hands and feet,

In the hope of the advancement that he had promised him.

Then said Gamelyn, “Thanks be to God’s providence!

Now I am free both foot and hand –

If I had eaten and drunk as I should have,

There is no-one in this house should bind me this night!”

Adam took Gamelyn, still as any stone,

And led him immediately and with speed into the pantry,

And sat him down to supper in a secret place:

He bad him to eat well, and so he did.

As soon as Gamelyn had eaten finely and well,

And drunk well of red wine with it,

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “what is your counsel now?

Shall I go to my brother and stike off his head?”

“Gamelyn,” said Adam, “it shall not be so.

I can tell you of a plan which is better than two (of your own).

Truly, I know well, there is no denying it,

We are to have a banquet on Sunday.

There will be many abbots and priors here

And other men of holy church, as I tell you:

You shall stand up by the post as if you were bound fast,

And I shall leave them (the fetters) unlocked, so that you may cast them away.

When they have eaten and washed their hands,

You shall beg them all to release you from your bonds,

And if they will stand bail for you, that would be good sport,

Then you would be out of prison and out of blame:

And if each of them says “no” to us,

I shall take alternative action, I swear by this day!

You shall have a good staff and I will have another,

And Christ’s curse shall be on the one who fails the other!”

“Yes, by God,” said Gamelyn, “ I speak for myself,

If I fail on my side may evil befall me!

But we shall absolve them all of their sin,

Warn me, brother Adam, when we shall begin.”

“Gamelyn,” said Adam, “by Saint Charity,

I will warn you before it happens.

When I wink at you look to begin

And cast away your fetters and come to me quickly.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “blessed be your bones!

That is good advice to give in this situation –

If they forbid you to deliver me out of my bonds,

I will give good strokes onto their loins.”

When the Sunday was come and folk came to the feast,

They were made welcome, both the least and the most;

And as each one came in at the hall door,

They had look at young Gamelyn.

The false knight his brother, full of treachery,

Told all the guests that were at the feast

With his own mouth all the harm and shame about Gamelyn that he knew how.

When they had been served two or three courses

Then Gamelyn said, “How will you serve me?

That I sit fasting and other men make merry.”

The false knight his brother, as he stood there,

Told all the guests that Gamelyn was crazy;

And Gamelyn stood still and did not answer,

But held Adam’s words in his thoughts.

Then Gamelyn began to speak very sadly

To the great lords that were sitting in the hall:

“Lords,” he said, “For Christ’s Passion, 

Help to deliver Gamelyn out of prison.”

Then said an abbot, may he cry with sorrow,

“He shall have Christ’s curse, and Saint Mary’s also

That begs your way out of prison, or acts as your bail,

And ever will he deserve good who does you much harm.”

Then, after that abbot spoke another,

“I wish your head were cut off, even though you were my brother.

All those who act as pledges for you, may evil befall them!”

Thus said all those who were in the hall.

Then said a prior, may evil befall him!

“It is a great pity and sadness, boy, that you are still alive!”

“Ow!” said Gamelyn, “so is well is my petition received!

Now I have seen that I have no friends at all –

Cursed may he be, both flesh and blood,

That ever does a prior or an abbot any good!”

Adam the spencer took up the tablecloth,

And looked at Gamelyn and saw that he was angry:

Adam did not think about the pantry at all,

And two good staves to the hall door he brought.

Adam looked at Gamelyn and he was aware at once,

And cast away the fetters and began to move:

When he came to Adam he took one of the staves,

And began to lay about him, and gave good strokes.

Gamelyn came into the hall and the spencer as well,

And looked about them as if they were very angry:

Gamelyn sprinkled holy water with an oaken stick

So that some stood upright and some fell in the fire.

There was no layman who stood in the hall,

That wished Gamelyn anything but good,

But they stood aside and let them both do their work,

For they had no pity for men of holy church:

There was no abbot or prior, monk or canon,

Whom Gamelyn overtook, but quickly fell down,

As he overthrew them to pay them his debt.

“Gamelyn,” said Adam, “for Saint Charity,

Pay a liberal allowance for the love of me,

And I will guard the door, as I ever hope to hear Mass!

Before they have been absolved they shall not pass!”

“Do not doubt,” said Gamelyn, “whilst we are together

You guard the door well and I will work here:

Bestir yourself, good Adam, and let none flee,

And we shall count fully how many (of them) there be.”

“Gamelyn,” said Adam, “do them only good;

They are men of holy church, do not draw any of their blood –

Save well their crowns and do them no harm,

But break their legs well, and then their arms.”

Thus Gamelyn and Adam worked really thoroughly,

And played with the monks and made them terrified.

They had come riding there in jollity with servants,

And home again they were led in carts and waggons.

When it was all over then said a grey friar,

“Alas, sir abbot, what did we do here just now?

It was on bad advice that we came here –

We would have been better off at home with water and bread.”

Whilst Gamelyn made orders of monks and friars,

His brother stood by all the time, and looked miserable:

Gamelyn lifted up his staff, that he knew well,

And struck him in the neck, so that he knocked him down.

A little above the waist he burst the backbone,

And set him in the fetters where he had been sitting before.

“Sit there, brother,” said Gamelyn, 

“To cool your body, as I did.”

As soon as they had avenged themselves on their foes,

They asked for water and soon washed themselves,

Some for love and some for fear,

The servants all served them in the best way they could.

The sheriff was only five miles away,

And everything was told to him in a little while,

How Gamelyn and Adam had carried out a dreadful attack,

Bound and wounded men against the king’s peace:

Then strife soon began to arise,

And the sheriff went to arrest Gamelyn.

Fytte 5

Now sit up and listen, so that God give you good ending!

And you shall hear good sport of young Gamelyn.

Four and twenty young men who considered themselves really bold

Came to the sheriff and said that they would

Fetch Gamelyn and Adam, by their faith.

The sheriff gave them leave, truth to say:

They hurried fast, they would not tarry,

Until they came to the gate where Gamelyn was within.

They knocked on the gate, the porter was close by,

And he looked out at a hole, like a cautious man.

The porter had looked at them for a little while –

He loved Gamelyn well, and was fearful of guile, 

And he ordered the gate to be left shut,

And asked those outside what was their will.

For all the great company spoke with one voice,

“Undo the gate, porter, and let us go in.”

Then said the porter, “May I break my chin,

You shall tell me your errand before you come in!”

“Say to Gamelyn and Adam, if their will be,

We will speak with them two words, or three.”

“Fellow,” said the porter, “stay standing there,

And I will go to Gamelyn to find out his will.”

In went the porter to Gamelyn straight away,

And said, “Sir, I warn you, your enemies have come here:

The sheriff’s men are at the gate,

To take you both – you will not escape.”

“Porter,” said Gamelyn, “may I prosper!

I will reward your words when the time comes.

Go again to the gate and stay with them a while,

And you shall see a trick, porter, soon enough!”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “hurry up and get ready to go;

We have many enemies and no friends at all;

It is the sheriff’s men who have come here,

They have sworn together that we shall be taken.”

“Gamelyn,” said Adam, “hurry up, quickly,

And if I fail this day may I fare badly!

And we shall so welcome the sheriff’s men,

That some of them shall make their beds in the fen.”

At a postern gate Gamelyn went out

And seized a good cartstaff (shaft of a cart) in his hands:

Adam seized another great staff

To help Gamelyn, and gave good strokes.

Adam felled two, and Gamelyn three,

The others put their feet on the ground and began to flee.

“What!” said Adam, “may I ever hear Mass!

I have really good wine to drink before you pass!”

“Nay, by God,” said they, “your drink is not good,

It would make a man’s brain spill out on his hood!”

Gamelyn stood still and looked about him,

And said, “The sheriff is coming with a great company.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “what are your counsels now?

Here comes the sheriff and will have our heads.”

Adam said to Gamelyn, “My advice is now this,

We shall stay no longer, lest we come to harm:

I counsel we go to the wood before we are found,

It is better to be free there than bound in the town.”

Adam took young Gamelyn by the hand,

And each of them drank a draught of wine,

And after this took off and went their way.

Then the sheriff found the nest, but no eggs.

The sheriff dismounted and went into the hall,

And found the lord fettered fast.

The sheriff unfettered him as quickly as he could,

And sent for a physician to heal his backbone.

Now let us leave the false knight to lie in his trouble,

And talk of Gamelyn and of how he fared.

Gamelyn walked warily into the wood,

And Adam Spencer liked it not all all:

Adam swore to Gamelyn, “By Saint Richer,

Now I see it is a happy thing to be a spencer;

I would rather bear the keys

Than to walk in this wild wood, tearing my clothes.

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “do not be dismayed;

Grief comes to many a good man’s child.”

As they stood talking to one another,

Adam heard men talking, and they were very close to them.

Then Gamelyn looked into the wood,

And saw seven score young men, well armed.

They all sat in a circle having a meal.

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “now I have no doubt

After evil comes good, through the power of God;

I think I have a sight of food and drink.”

Adam looked then under the boughs of the wood,

And whan he saw food he was glad enough,

For he hoped to God to have his share,

And he was sorely longing for a meal.

As he said these words the master outlaw

Saw Adam and Gamelyn under the foliage.

“Young men,” said the master, “by the good Cross,

I see we have guests, may God send us good;

Yonder are two young men well armed,

And perhaps there may be more, let’s see.

Get up, young men and bring them to me

It is good that we know what men they be.”

Seven got up from the dinner,

And met Gamelyn and Adam Spencer.

When they came near them, then one of them said,

“Yield up, young men, your bows and your arrows.”

Then said Gamelyn, who was young in age,

“May they have much sorrow who yield themselves to you!

I curse no-one other than myself;

Though you bring five you might just as well be twelve!”

When they heard by his words that there was might in his arm,

There was none of them that would do him harm,

But said to Gamelyn calmly and quietly,

“Come before our master, and tell him your will.”

“Young men,” said Gamelyn, “by your loyalty,

What man is your master who you are with?”

They all answered, without lying,

“Our master is crowned king of outlaws.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “let us go in Christ’s name,

He may refuse us neither meat nor drink for shame;

If he is noble and comes of gentle blood,

He will give us food and drink, and do us some good.”

“By Saint James,” said Adam, “no matter what harm I receive,

I will take a chance in order to get food.”

Gamelyn and Adam went forth together,

And they greeted the master whom they found there.

Then said the master king of outlaws,

“What seek ye, young men, under the wood’s canopy?”

Gamelyn answered the king with his crown,

“He must of necessity go out in the field who cannot go out in the town.

Sir, we come here not to do harm,

But if we come across a deer, to shoot it,

Like men who are hungry and may not find any food,

And are hard beset under the wood’s shade.”

The master had pity at Gamelyn’s words,

And said, “You shall have enough, may God have my word!”

He told them to sit down and take a rest,

And bade them eat and drink, and that of the best.

As they ate and drank well and richly,

Then said one to another, “This is Gamelyn.”

Then the master outlaw was drawn aside in confidence,

And told how it was Gamelyn who had come there.

As soon as he heard what had happened,

He made him (Gamelyn) master over them all.

In the third week news came to him,

To the master outlaw who was their king,

That he should come home, his peace was made,

And at these tidings he was fully glad.

Then said he to his young men, truth to tell,

“News has come to me, I may not stay any longer.”

Then was Gamelyn immediately, without delay, 

Made master outlaw and crowned their king.

When Gamelyn was crowned king of outlaws,

And had walked for a while under the wood’s canopy,

The false knight his brother was sheriff and lord,

And ordered his brother to be indicted out of hate and anger.

Then his bond men (serfs) were sorry and not at all glad,

When Gamelyn their lord was made a wolfshead

And they sent out some of his men to see where they could find him

To go and seek Gamelyn under the wood’s shadow,

To tell him news the wind had changed,

And all his goods were stolen and his men ruined.

When they had found him they went down on their knees,

And took off their hoods and greeted their lord:

“Sir, do not be angry, for the good Cross,

For we have brought you tidings, but they are not good.

Now your brother is sheriff and has schrieval power,

And he has indicted you, and had you cried wolfshead.”

“Alas,” said Gamelyn, “that I was ever so careless

Not to have broken his neck when I broke his back!”

Go, greet my husbandmen and women;

I will be at the next shire-court, may God have my life!”

Gamelyn came prepared to the next shire-court,

And there was his brother, both lord and sire.

Gamelyn came boldly into the moot hall,

And put off his hood among the lords all,

“God save you, lordings, who are here -

But broken-back sheriff, may evil betide you!

Why have you done me the shame and vilony

Of indicting me, and crying me wolfshead?”

Then thought the false knight that he might be avenged,

And forbad Gamelyn to speak anything;

There was no mercy, but Gamelyn in the end

Was cast into prison, and fettered fast.

Gamelyn had a brother who was called Sir Ote,

As good and as courteous a knight as might go on foot.

A messenger went immediately to that good knight,

And told him all about how Gamelyn had been treated.

He was entirely sorry and not at all happy,

And ordered a saddle and a steed, and made his way

And to his two brothers he came very soon.

“Sir,” said Sir Ote then to the sheriff,

“We are but three brothers, we shall never be more,

And you have imprisoned the best of us all;

Another brother such as you, may he prosper ill!”

“Sir Ote,” said the false knight, “leave your curse be;

By God, because of your words he shall fare the worse;

To the king’s prison he is taken,

And there he shall stay until the justice comes.”

“By God,” said Sir Ote, “it shall be better –

I demand bail for him, that you grant it to me

Until the next sitting of delivery
,

And then let Gamelyn take his chances.”

“Brother, in such an agreement I commit him to you,

And by your father’s soul who begat you and me,

If he be not ready when the justice sits

You shall bear the judgement, for all your great understanding.”

“I agree readily”, said Sir Ote, “that it shall be so.

Have him freed immediately and take him to me.”

Then was Gamelyn delivered to Sir Ote, his brother,

And that night they stayed the one with the other.

In the morning said Gamelyn to the courteous Sir Ote,

“Brother,” he said, “truly, I must go away from you,

To see how my young men are leading their life’

Whether they live in joy or in strife.

“By God,” said Sir Ote, “that is an unwise plan,

Now I see that all the responsibility shall fall on my head,

For when the justice sits and you are not found,

I shall immediately be taken and bound in your place.”

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “do not be dismayed,

For by Saint James in Galicia whom many men have sought,

If God Almighty keeps my life and my understanding,

I will be ready when the justice sits.”

Then said Sir Ote to Gamelyn, “God shield you from shame –

Come when you see it is time, and bring us out of blame.”
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Sit up and listen, and hold you still,

And you shall hear how Gamelyn had all his will.

Gamelyn went under the forest branches,

And found passing the time there young men of worth.

Then was young Gamelyn really glad 

When he found his men under the wood’s boughs.

Gamelyn and his men talked together

And they had good sport, hearing their master.

His men told him of adventures that they had found,

And Gamelyn told them again how he was fast bound.

While Gamelyn was an outlaw he had nobody’s curse,

There was no man who because of him fared the worse;

But abbots and priors, monks and canons,

He left nothing on them (robbed them) when he might take them.

While Gamelyn and his men had a merry time,

The false knight his brother, may he never prosper!

Because he was very busy from one day to the next,

Bribing the inquest (jury) to hang his brother.

Gamelyn stood one day and saw

The woods and the canopy and the wild field,

He thought about his brother and how he had promised him

That he would be ready when the justice sat;

He thought that he had better, without delay

Come before the justice and keep his day,

And said to his young men, “Make yourself ready

For when the justice sits we must be there,

For I am subject to bail so that I come

And my brother for me to prison shall be taken.”

“By Saint James!” said his young men, “and if you counsel us to

Say how it shall be and it shall be done.”

Whilst Gamelyn was coming to where the justice sat,

The false knight his brother did not forget

To bribe the men of the inquest to hang his brother;

Though they did not have the one they would have the other.

Then came Gamelyn from under the wood’s canopy,

And brought with him young men of worth.

“I see wel,” said Gamelyn, “that the justice is sitting;

Go before us, Adam, and see what is happening.”

Adam went into the hall and looked all about,

He saw standing there lords great and stout,

And Sir Ote his brother fettered very strongly;

Then went Adam out of the hall as if he were terrified.

Adam said to Gamelyn and to his fellows all,

“Sir Ote stands fettered in the moot hall.

If God gives us grace to succeed,

He shall regret it who brought him to it.”

Then said Adam, who had grey hair,

“Christ’s curse may he have who bound him so sorely!

If you will, Gamelyn, act on my advice,

And there is no-one in the hall shall bear away his head.”

“Adam,” said Gamelyn, “we will not do so –

We shall slay the guilty and let the other go.

I will go into the hall and speak with the justice –

I will be avenged on those who are guilty.”

Let no one escape at the door, young men, take heed,

For I will be justice this day, judgements to make.

God speed me this day at my new work!

Adam, come with me, for you shall be my clerk.”

His men answered him and bad him do his best,

“And if you have need of us you shall find us ready;

We will stand with you whilst we may endure’

And unless we work like men, do not pay us any hire (wages).”

“Young men,” said Gamelyn, “may you prosper!

You shall find me a trustworthy master.”

Right there the justice sat in the hall,

In went Gamelyn amongst them all.

Gamelyn ordered his brother unfettered from his bonds.

Then said Sir Ote, his brother who was courteous,

“You had almost, Gamelyn, stayed too long,

For the inquest is out on me, that I should hang.”

“Brother,” said Gamelyn, “God give me good rest!

This day shall they be hanged who are on the inquest;

And the justice as well, who is the judge-man,

And the sheriff also, through him it began.”

Then said Gamelyn to the justice,

“Now your power is done, you must needs rise;

You have given judgements that were wickedly given;

I will sit in your seat and adjust them correctly.”

The justice sat still and did not rise then

And Gamelyn broke his cheekbone;

Gamelyn took him in his arms and spoke no more,

But threw him over the bar and broke his arm.

No-one dared to say to Gamelyn anything but good,

Afraid of the company who stood outside.

Gamelyn sat down in the justice’s seat,

With Sir Ote his brother beside him and Adam at his feet.

When Gamelyn was set in the justice’s stead,

Listen and hear a trick which Gamelyn did.

He ordered the justice to be fettered, and his false brother,

And made them come to the bar one with the other.

When Gamelyn had done this he had no rest,

Til he had found out who was on the inquest

To judge his brother Sir Ote to hang;

Until he knew who they were he thought for a long time.

But as soon as Gamelyn knew who they were,

He had them all fettered together,

And had them brought to the bar and set in a row;

“By my faith,” said the justice, “the sheriff is a rogue!”

Then said Gamelyn to the justice,

“You have given judgements of the worst court of law;

And the twelve jurors who were on the inquest,

They shall be hanged this day, may I rest well!”

Then said the sheriff to young Gamelyn,

“Lord, I cry you mercy, you are my brother!”

“Because of that,” said Gamelyn, “you have Christ’s curse,

For if you were master I should have worse.”

In order to make the tale short and not too long,

He got together an inquest of his own strong men;

The justice and the sheriff both hanged high,

To swing on the ropes and wind dry;

And the twelve jurors (misery to anyone who cares about them)

They were all hanged fast by the neck.

Thus ended the false knight with his treachery,,

Who ever had life, in falseness and folly.

He was hanged by the neck and not by the purse,

That was the reward he had for his father’s curse.

Sir Ote was eldest and Gamelyn was young,

They went to their friends and passed to the king.

They made peace with the king of the best assize.

The king loved Sir Ote well, and made him justice.

And after, the king made Gamelyn, in east and west,

The chief justice of his free forest;

All his bold young men, the king forgave their guilt,

And after in good jobs the king put them all.

Thus Gamelyn won his land and his tenantry,

And avenged himself on his enemies and paid them their reward;

And Sir Ote his brother made him his heir,

And afterwards Gamelyn married a wife good and fair,

They lived together as long as Christ willed,

And afterwards Gamelyn was buried under the earth.

And so shall we all, no man may from this flee,

God bring us to that joy which ever shall be!

� Husbandman – a farmer or a ‘tiller of the soil’.  In this case, it refers to the way in which all in the rural community, from the lesser gentry downwards, depended upon the soil for their income.  The knight had not increased his inherited lands by husbandry, but by purchase.  


� St Martin of Tours was a Roman soldier, who divided his cloak in two, in order to share it with a beggar.


� Ploughland – a measure of land, roughly the amount a plough, with a single team of oxen, could plough in a day.


� ‘Child’ in this case refers to a minor, that is, someone under 21 years of age.  


� The asperge, for sprinkling holy water, looked like a short hollow stick, made of gold or silver.  It had holes in the end out of which the water came.


� A traditional term for ‘outlaw’.


� The shire court was held at regular intervals in the county town, when the king’s justices visited the area, and presided at the court.


� Gaol delivery – when the sheriff came, the gaols were emptied, as outstanding cases were dealt with.





