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The heart of man can hardly know

How love of us has bound

The One who on the Cross let flow

Redemption from his wound.

His love has saved us, made us whole and sound,

And hurled the grisly devil underground

Continually by night and day, he keeps us in his thought;

He will not lose what he so dearly bought.

He bought us with his holy blood;

How could he grant us more?

He is so meek and mild and good,

And free of sin therefore.

I say we should repent for evermore

And cry to Jesus, ‘Mercy, we implore!’

Continually by night and day, he keeps us in his thought;

He will not lose what he so dearly bought.

He saw his Father greatly wroth

At Man’s most sinful fall:

With grieving heart he swore his oath

That we should suffer all.

But then his sweet Son made his pleading call,

And begged that he might die and save us all.

Continually by night and day, he keeps us in his thought;

He will not lose what he so dearly bought.

He took from us the pains of death – 

Benign and gracious deed!

Sweet Jesus Christ of Nazareth,

For heaven’s reward we plead!

Of him on Cross why do we take no heed? 

His freshly gaping wounds so grimly bleed.

Continually by night and day, he keeps us in his thought;

He will not lose what he so dearly bought.

His open wounds are bleeding fast;

We must remember him:

Through him our pains of hell are past;

He saved us all from sin.

For love of us his cheeks are growing thin:

He gave his blood for all his earthly kin.

Continually by night and day, he keeps us in his thought;

He will not lose what he so dearly bought.
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The heart of man can hardly know

What secret love can do,

Unless a lovely woman show,

Who knows it through and through.

The love of such is brief, and wayward too:

She took my lover’s promise once, but calls me now untrue.

Continually for love of her I grieve in heavy thought;

I think of her, but mostly see her not.

Today I’d call her by her name

If I dared begin.

Among the folk of courtly fame

She’s fairest of her kin.

Unless she loves me she’ll commit a sin:

Alas for the man who loves a girl whom he can never win!

Continually for love of her I grieve in heavy thought;

I think of her, but mostly see her not.

Crying, I fall before her face

With ‘Lady, I implore

You grant your faithful lover grace!’

Be true to lovers’ lore!

Until you are, my heart with grief is sore,

For love’s affliction pains me so that I can live no more!’

Continually for love of her I grieve in heavy thought;

I think of her, but mostly see her not.

What bliss in that adored one’s tower,

With knight and servant throng!

And such the pleasures of her bower,

With sport and courtly song.

My woe, unless she loves me, will be strong:

Alas, for the man whose lover is untrue and does him wrong!

Continually for love of her I grieve in heavy thought;

I think of her, but mostly see her not.

Prettiest girl who breathes the air,

My love, I welcome you

As many many times, I swear,

As there are drops of dew,

Or heavenly stars, or herbs of sweet or rue!

Content shall rarely come to men whose lovers are untrue;

Continually for love of her I grieve in heavy thought;

I think of her, but mostly see her not.
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Spring’s about with love again,

With blossom and with bird’s refrain


The top of pleasure bringing.

Daisies whitening all the dales,

The lovely notes of nightingales –


Every bird is singing.

The song-thrush endlessly trills on,

For winter’s misery is gone


When the woodruff’s springing.

A host of birds profusely sing

The joy and blessing of the spring,


And set the woodlands ringing.

The rose puts on her reddening hue,

The leaves with ardour sprout anew,


In the bright woods glowing.

The moon sends down her radiant light,

While lilies, lovely to the sight,


Fennel and thyme are blowing.

Wild and wanton drakes abound;

Their mating calls to lovers sound


Like stream serenely flowing.

The passionate man and others sigh,

And of that company am I,


Distraught with love and wooing.

The moonbeams shed their lovely light,

And when the glorious sun shines bright,


The sounds of bird-song swell.

The moistening dew on uplands falls,

Creatures utter secret calls,


Their loving tales to tell.

Worms beneath the ground make love;

Women flaunt their pride above – 


The spring becomes them well.

If none of them can burn for me,

Then, lost to fortune, I shall flee


And in the wide wood dwell.
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Between March and April,


When sprays begin to spring,

The little bird in bird-song


Delights and longs to sing.


And lost in love, I cling


To the fairest, sweetest thing.

Blisses may she bring


   To me, her bonded one!



Grace and glorious luck are mine,



And sure, their sending is divine;



My love has left all womankind,



   And lights on Alison.

Bright hair and body slender,


Tawny eyebrows sweet;

Her eyes of black show tender


When my own they meet.


Unless she takes me straight


To be her own true mate,

I shall be felled by fate


   My earthly life fordone.



Grace and glorious luck, …

At night-time, tossing, waking,


(My cheeks turn pale for you)

For your sake, lady, aching,


I feel desire anew.


No wizard’s words will do


To give her praises due:


Ah, neck of swan-like hue,


   Fairest beneath the sun!



Grace and glorious luck, …

I weary like milling water,


With sleepless longing sore,

And lest my love be stolen,


I languish in her lure.


But better a while to endure


Than mourn for evermore.


Sweetest whom I adore,


   Hear my orison!



Grace and glorious luck are mine,



And sure, their sending is divine;



My love has left all womankind,



   And lights on Alison.
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Love hurts me with its craving,

And madness sends me raving.


A girl so tortures me.

I never tire of seeing

That most enchanting being;


I groan and cry my plea:


Have pity on my wrongs,

Lady who brought me pain,

And make me whole again!


To you my life belongs!

Best of beauties fair,

I languish in despair;


Loose the bonds which stay me!

Let all your coolness cease,

And send me words of peace


At once, before you slay me.


I am restless like the roe;

Though all men show me hate,

My love shall not abate

In spite of every foe.

Lady, my desire

For you is all on fire


To honour you when I may.

Pity me, befriend me,

For since to death you send me,


I die before my day.


Believe my song, for I

In perfect faith shall do

All I have sworn to you


Until the day I die.

As lily-white she goes,

Complexioned like the rose,


She robs me of my rest.

Of girls discreet and wise

She proudly bears the prize


As loveliest and best.


This day lives in the west,

The fairest of noble kind;

And heaven a man would find


At night-time as her guest!
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In Maytime in the merry dawn

The leaves are bright on hill and lawn


And beasts to joy inclined.

On branches gorgeous blossoms grow,

And wanton folk a/wooing go:


I have it much in mind.

I cannot think of finer flowers

Than brilliant ladies in their bowers


By yearning love confined.

Such wonderful girls are in the West:

The on I worship is the best


From Ireland into Ind.

Woman would be the worthiest thing

Created by our heavenly King,


Did lovers not forswear.

For man inclines to lustihood

And shameful love, although he should


A wife as booty bear.

The men of trust are far too few,

But girls consent in spirit true,


Despite the subtle snare.

And then the trickster has betrayed

With plighted troth the pretty maid;


His oaths are her despair.

Women, beware when fair and free

The fainer speaks his flattery,


And note his honour’s hue!

In towns from Leicester right to Lound,

And far and wide such men are found,


Pretenders most untrue.

The trickster twists the truth astray,

And sometimes has his wicked way


At secret rendezvous.

Ah, ladies fair, beware your fate

When self-reproach appears too late,


And love has fettered you!

Women have such winsome hue,

That none of them could be untrue,


Did men not first betray.

Ah, beauties nobly born and fair!

When men come wooing, first beware


Of peril’s worldly sway.

Too late when lady lies abed,

Forlorn without her maidenhead,


For so she’s bound to stay.

Ah, fair of face and linen-clad!

If she’d hear me, gay and glad


We’d settle straight away.
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‘Mother, stand firm beneath the Rood!

Look on your son in cheerful mood;

Joyful, Mother, should you be.’


‘Son, how should I joyful stand?

I see your foot, I see your hand

Nailed upon the cruel tree.’


‘Mother, leave your tears behind!

I suffer death for all mankind;

No mortal sin I suffer for.’


‘Son, your hour of death I see;

The sword is at the heart of me,

As Simeon prophesied before.’


‘Mother, mercy! Let me die,

That Adam and his kin who lie

Forlorn I may redeem from hell.’


‘Son, my grief is death to know,

So grant I die before you go.

What words from me could sound so well?’


‘Mother, pity your children all,

And stem your bloody tears that fall:

They hurt me more than that I die.’


‘Son, I see your heart-stream flow

In blood to where I stand below:

Then how can eyes of mine be dry?’


‘Mother, I shall tell you why:

Better that I alone should die

Than all mankind to hell should go.’


‘Son, I see your body lashed,

Your feet and hands with deep wounds gashed:

No wonder that I suffer woe!’


‘Mother, listen to me well:

If I die not, you go to hell;

I undergo this death for you,’


‘Son, of my grieving think no ill,

Nor blame me that I sorrow still,

Your nature is so meek and true,’


‘Mother, now you learn in care

What grief they have who children bear,

What grief it is with child to go.’


‘Son, such grief I know full well:

Unless it be the pain of hell,

I cannot think of greater woe.’


‘Mother, grieve your mother’s woe,

For now a mother’s lot you know,

Though virgin you of spotless life.’


‘Son, give help in word and deed

To all who cry to me their need – 

The foolish woman, maid or wife.’


‘Mother, on earth I may not dwell:

My time is come to go to hell;

The third day I shall rise again.’


‘Son, beside you I shall go:

I die for all your wounds and woe

And death unequalled for its pain.’

When he rose, then died her sorrow:

Her bliss began the third morrow:

Joyful, Mother, were you then!’

Lady, for that bliss begun,

Shield us from the Evil One,

And beg your son to pardon sin!

Blessed are you, full of bliss.

Heaven may we never miss,

Through your son’s most tender might!

For that blood and cruel loss

You shed and suffered on the Cross,

Bring us, Lord, to heaven’s light!

