Mystery Texts from The Past

English, Beowolf, 900AD - Early Modern English, Paradise Lost, 1667 - Middle English, Canterbury Tales, 14" Century - Modern

A

Of man's first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste
Brought death into the world, and all our woe,
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man

Restore us, and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that on the secret top

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd, who first taught the chosen seed,
In the beginning how the Heavens and Earth
Rose out of chaos: or if Sion hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa's brook that flowed
Fast by the oracle of God, | thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,

That with no middle Flight intends to soar

Above the Aonian mount, whyle it pursues
Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme.

E
Whan that Aprille with his shoures soote

The droghte of March hath perced to the roote

And bathed every veyne in swich licour,
Of which vertu engendred is the flour;
Whan Zephirus eek with his sweete breeth
Inspired hath in every holt and heeth

The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours yronne,
And smale foweles maken melodye,

That slepen al the nyght with open yé

(So priketh hem Nature in hir corages);
Than longen folk to goon on pilgrimages

English, Oliver Twist, 1838 — Mr B’s mystery bonus text

B

The evening arrived: the boys took their places; the master in his
cook's uniform stationed himself at the copper; his pauper
assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was served
out, and a long grace was said over the short commons. The
gruel disappeared, the boys whispered each other and winked at
Oliver, while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was,
he was desperate with hunger and reckless with misery. He rose
from the table, and advancing, basin and spoon in hand, to the
master, said, somewhat alarmed at his own temerity—

c

Proud mum in a million Natalie Brown hugged her beautiful
baby daughter Casey yesterday and said: "She's my double
miracle.”

D

Lo, praise of the prowess of people-kings

of spear-armed Danes, in days long sped,

we have heard, and what honor the athelings won!
Oft Scyld the Scefing from squadroned foes,

from many a tribe, the mead-bench tore,

awing the earls. Since erst he lay

friendless, a foundling, fate repaid him:

for he waxed under welkin, in wealth he throve,
till before him the folk, both far and near,

who house by the whale-path, heard his mandate,
gave him gifts: a good king he!

1. What's it about and where might you find it?
2. Which words are familiar / unfamiliar?
3. Which textis it & how can you tell?
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