MEDIEVAL ENGLISH VERSE

1

I sing of a Maiden,

A matchless one;

King of all Kings

She chose for her Son.

In quiet he drew

To where she was,

As the April dew

Falls on the grass.

In quiet he drew

Towards her bower,

As the April dew

Falls on the flower.

In quiet he drew

To where she lay,

As the April dew 

Falls on the spray.

Both mother and maiden

Was none but she:

Well may such a lady

God’s mother be.

6

Jesu, son most sweet and dear,

Mean the bed  you lie on here,


And that afflicts me sore.

For your cradle’s like a bier,

And ox and ass are with you here,

And I must weep therefore.

Jesu, sweet one, show no wrath,

For I have not the poorest cloth


To wrap you in its fold.

Not a rag in which to wrap

You safe and hold you on my lap;

So put your feet against my pap,


And Shield you from the cold

7

Let us gather hand in hand

And sing of bliss without an end:

The Devil has fled from earthly land,

And Son of God is made our friend.

A Child is born in man’s abode,

And in that Child no blemish showed.

That Child is God, that Child is Man,

And in that Child our life began.


Let us gather, etc.

Be blithe and merry, sinful man,

For your marriage peace began


When Christ was born

Come to Christ, your peace is due

Because he shed his blood for you,


Who were forlorn.


So let us gather, etc.

Sinful man, be blithe and bold,

For heaven is both bought and sold,


Through and through.

Come to Christ, and peace foretold:

His life he gave a hundredfold


To succour you.


So let us gather hand in hand

And sing of bliss without an end:

The Devil had fled from earthly land,

And Son of God is made our friend.

14

Man and woman, look on me!

How much I suffered for you, see!

Look on my back, laid bare with whips:

Look on my side, from which blood drips.

My feet and hands are nailed upon the Rood;

From pricking thorns my temples run with blood.

From side to side, from head to foot,

Turn and turn my body about,

You there shall find, all over, blood.

Five wounds I suffered for you, see!

So turn your heart, your heart, to me.

53

‘Now blossoms the spray:

All for love I am so sick,

My sleep has gone away,’

On horseback as I rode one day


Adventuring,

I chanced to hear while on my way


A maiden sing:


‘Clod to him cling!

Alas to him in suffering


My life away!’


  Now blossoms the spray, etc.

And hearing that delightful tune,


I went to see;

And in a glade I found her soon


In ecstasy


Beneath a tree.

I asked, ‘Why sing so ceaselessly,


O maiden gay?’


  ‘Now blossoms the spray, etc.’

And then replied that lovely she


(Her words were few)

‘My lover swore on oath to me


His love was true:


He’s changed for new.

May it bring him grief and rue


This very day!


  Now blossoms the spray:


  All for love I am so sick,


  My sleep has gone away.’

59

Not long ago I met a clerk,

And he went craftily to work;

His subtle talk he bade me mark,

And secretly to weigh of it.


Ah dear God, I am forsaken,


  Now my maidenhead is taken!

It seems he had a magic skill,

And this is why I think so still:

Because when he declared his will,

I could not say him nay of it.


Ah dear God, etc.

When he and I got under sheet,

I let him have his way complete,

And now my girdle will not meet.

Dear God, what shall I say of it?

Ah dear God, etc.

I shall say to man and bage

That I have been on pilgrimage.

If priest again show lustful rage,

I’ll not let him make play of it.


Ah dear God, I am forsaken,


  Now my maidenhead is taken!

