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BE

THE WOM-
AN WHO WAS
FUCKED AND
FUCKED OVER
FOR A CRANE

(13th century)

GARIN

trans. NED DUBIN

HOWEVER MUCH | HAVE BEEN LAX

SINCE FIRST | WAS SET TO THIS TASK,

I'LL NOW COMPOSE A FABLIAU

ABOUT SOMETHING | CAME TO KNOW

IN VEZELAY BY THE EXCHANGE.

IT"S NOT AT ALL WITHIN THE RANGE

OF MY PURPOSE TO SAY WHO TOLD IT;

IT'S SHORT ENOUGH AND SOON UNFOLDED,
BUT LISTEN, IF YOU'RE CURIOUS.

GARIN THE STORY-TELLER SAYS

THAT ONCE THERE LIVED A CASTELLAN,

NEITHER AFOOL NOR UNCOUTH MAN,

BUT COURTLY, AND WELL-CULTURED TOO.

HE HAD A WORTHY DAUGHTER, WHO

WAS BEAUTIFUL BEYOND COMPARE,

BUT THE CASTELLAN DIDN'T CARE

THAT ANY MAN HAVE CONVERSATIONS

OR SEE HER, SAVE ON RARE OCCASIONS.

HE KEPT HER SHUT UP IN A TOWER,

HE LOVED HER SO, AND WOULD ALLOW HER

ONLY HER NURSE FOR COMPANY—

NO SILLY, FOOLISH WOMAN, SHE,

BUT WORLDLY-WISE AND DISCIPLINED,

WHO SAW TO IT HER CHARGE WAS PENNED

AND OVERSAW HER EDUCATION.

WHILST ENGAGED IN THE PREPARATION

OF THE GIRL'S BREAKFAST, IT OCCURS

ON ONE FINE MORNING TO THE NURSE

THAT THEY COULD USE ANOTHER PLATE,

AND OFF SHE HURRIES, DOESN'T WAIT,

BACK TO THEIR HOME, WHICH WAS QUITE
NEAR,

TO FETCH THE NEEDED KITCHEN GEAR.

SHE DIDN'T THINK TO LOCK THE TOWER.

AYOUNG MAN AT THAT VERY HOUR

CAME WALKING BY THERE, AND HE HAD

A CRANE HE RECENTLY HAD BAGGED

CLUTCHED IN HIS RIGHT HAND.

NOW, THE GIRL,
WHO LIKED TO LOOK OUT AT THE WORLD,
WAS SITTING BY THE WINDOW-PANE
AND SAW HIM PASS BY WITH THE CRANE.
SHE CALLED TO HIM AND SAID,
‘MY FRIEND, WHAT BIRD HAVE YOU THERE IN
YOUR HAND,
ON YOUR FATHER’S SOUL?” HE EXPLAINS,
“BY ORLEANS AND ALL HER SAINTS,
MY LADY, IT'S A LARGE, FINE CRANE.”
THE GIRL REPLIES, “IN GOD’S OWN NAME,
IT'S FAT AND FAIR AND JUST MATURE;
I'VE NEVER SEEN ITS LIKE, I'M SURE.
I'D BUY IT FROM YOU, IF | COULD.”
“MY LADY,” HE SAYS, “WELL AND GOOD.
IF THAT WOULD PLEASE YOU, | WILL SELL.”
“WHAT ARE YOU ASKING FOR IT, TELL?”
“MY LADY, FORAFUCK IT'S YOURS.”
“SAINT PETER HELP ME NOW, BECAUSE
| HAVEN'T ANY FUCK TO TRADE!
GOD KNOWS, IF | HAD, WE’D HAVE MADE
A BARGAIN QUICKLY—I'M NOT CHEAP—

AND THE CRANE WOULD BE MINE TO KEEP.”
“LADY,” HE SAYS, “SURELY YOU JEST.
| CERTAINLY WOULD NOT SUGGEST

A FUCK UNLESS YOU HAD ALOT.

BE QUICK AND PAY ME WHAT YOU'VE GOT.”
SHE SWEARS TO GOD THAT, JUST HER LUCK,
SHE'S NEVER EVER SEEN A FUCK.

“YOUNG MAN,” SHE SAYS, “COME ON UP NOW
AND LOOK FOR YOURSELF HIGH AND LOW,
‘NEATH BED AND BENCHES, ALL AROUND,

TO SEE IF AFUCK CAN'T BE FOUND.”

THE YOUTH, WHO WAS WELL-BRED AND
COURTLY,

CAME TO HER IN THE TOWER SHORTLY,

PRETENDING TO SEARCH THOROUGHLY.

“LADY,” HE SAID, “IT SEEMS TO ME

THERE MAY BE ONE UNDER YOUR DRESS'”

SHE’D NOT MUCH SENSE AND KNEW STILL

LESS,

TOLD HIM, “COME, FELLOW; HAVE ALOOK.”

WITHOUT DELAY THE YOUNG MAN TOOK

HER IN HIS ARMS WITH MIGHT AND MAIN

WHO WAS ENAMORED OF HIS CRANE,

PLACED HER IN BED AND GRABBED HER SHIFT

AND HIKED IT UP, WENT ON TO LIFT

HER LEGS WAY UP AND HELD THEM HIGH,

AND HER CUNT QUICKLY CAUGHT HIS EYE,

AND ROUGHLY HE THRUST IN HIS ROD.

“YOUNG MAN, YOU"RE SEARCHING MUCH TOO
HARD!”

THE MAIDEN SAYS, SIGHING AND GASPING.

THE YOUNG MAN COULDN'T KEEP FROM
LAUGHING,
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INVOLVED TO THE HILT IN HIS GAME:

“ITS JUST I'M GIVING YOU MY CRANE—

TAKE FULL POSSESSION OF THE BIRD.”

“YOU NEVER SPOKE ATRUER WORD,”

THE GIRL SAYS; “NOW BE OFF WITH YOU!”

HE LEFT HER SAD AND THOUGHTFUL, TOO,

WENT FROM THE TOWER AND TRAVELED ON,

AND HER NURSE CAME BACK THEREUPON

AND SAW THE DAMSEL WITH THE CRANE.

SHE TREMBLED, AND THE BLOOD DID DRAIN

OUT OF HER FACE, AND SHE WAS SHORT:

“YOUNG LADY, WHAT’S THIS BIRD? WHO
BROUGHT

IT HERE? NOW TELL THE TRUTH TO MEY”

“I BOUGHT IT JUST NOW, HONESTLY,

FROM A YOUNG MAN, WHO SOLD THE BIRD

AND BROUGHT IT IN HERE, YOU'VE MY WORD.”

“WHAT DID YOU PAY?” “ONE FUCK, NO MORE;

| GAVE HIM NOTHING ELSE, BE SURE"”

“WRETCH THAT | AM! WOE'S ME! A FUCK?

HOW COULD | HAVE SUCH AWFUL LUCK

AS TO HAVE LEFT YOU HERE ALONE?

| CURSE MY MOUTH FOR WHAT I'VE DONE

THAT EVER IT ATE OR DREW BREATH!

| DESERVE TO BE PUT TO DEATH

AND WILL BE, TOO, | THINK, QUITE SOON!"

YOU'D THINK THE NURSE ABOUT TO SWOON

AND FALL TO THE FLOOR ALTOGETHER,

BUT STILL SHE SETS OUT TO DEFEATHER

THE CRANE AND DRESS IT FOR THE POT:

A GARLIC SAUCE, SHE SAYS, IS NOT

WHAT'S CALLED FOR—PEPPER’S HER INTEN-
TION.

(I OFTEN HAVE HEARD PEOPLE MENTION

IN MANY PLACES THAT I'VE BEEN:

“ADVERSITY THAT ENDS UP IN

THE POT AT LEAST GIVES SOME SMALL COM-
FORT.”)

SOME IT MAY PLEASE AND SOME DISCOMFIT,

SO WHAT?—THE NURSE SEASONS THE CRANE

AND THEN HAS TO GO OUT AGAIN

TO GET AKNIFE TO OPEN IT,

AND THE YOUNG GIRL RETURNS TO SIT

DOWN BY THE WINDOW AND LOOK OUT.

SHE SAW THE YOUNG MAN, STILL ABOUT
AND GLAD OF WHAT HAD TAKEN PLACE.
THE MAIDEN CALLED HIM STRAIGHTAWAY'S

AND SAID, “COME BACK HERE, SIR, AND QUICK!

MY NURSE WAS ANGERED TO THE QUICK
BECAUSE YOU TOOK MY FUCK AWAY

WHEN YOU SOLD ME YOUR CRANE TODAY.
DO GIVE IT BACK, AND BE SO KIND

NOT TO BEGRUDGE IT ME OR MIND.

COME HERE, AND LET US TWO MAKE PEACE.”
“MISSY, I'LL DO JUST AS YOU PLEASE/”

THE YOUNG MAN SAID; THEN UP HE CAME

AND STRETCHED HER OUT AND DID THE SAME:

HE WENT BETWEEN HER LEGS AND POUNDED

THE FUCK RIGHT BACK WHERE HE HAD FOUND
IT.

WHEN HE HAD DONE, HE DIDN’T STAY,

BUT TOOK HIS CRANE AND WENT AWAY

INSTEAD OF LEAVING IT BEHIND.

THE NURSE RETURNED, THINKING SHE'D FIND

THE CRANE AND PUT IT UP TO ROAST.

“DON’'T HURRY; IT'S ALL LABOR LOST,”

THE MAIDEN TOLD THE WOMAN, “FOR

THE MAN WHO JUST WENT OUT THAT DOOR

UNFUCKED ME AND TOOK BACK HIS BIRD.”

THE NURSE, NO SOONER HAD SHE HEARD,

MADE OF HER GRIEF SUCH A DISPLAY

AND CALLED DOWN CURSES ON THE DAY

SHE’D LEFT THE MAIDEN IN THE TOWER

THAT DAY FOR SOME MAN TO DEFLOWER:

“WHY WAS | GIVEN YOU TO WATCH?

SO HEEDLESSLY HAVE | KEPT WATCH

THAT HERE YOU HAVE BEEN FUCKED AGAIN

AND | DON'T GET A BIT OF CRANE!

| GAVE THE MAN HIS CHANCE MYSELF:

“THE CARELESS SHEPHERD FEEDS THE
WOLF!”




