	As I Lay Upon a Night


As I lay upon a nyght,
For soth y sawe a semely syght:
I beheld a berde so bryght,
A child she bare on honde.

Here lokyng was so lovely, 
Here semblant was so swete, 
Of alle my care & sorwe, 
She may my balys bete.

I behelde that swete wyght, 
And to my selfe y sayde:
She hadde y-do mankynde unryght, 
Yf she were a mayde.

By here sate a servant, 
That seide al in his sawe;
He semyd by his semblant 
A man of the olde lawe.

His here was hore al on his hede, 
His ble began to glyde,
She herde ful wel what y sayde, 
& bade me faire abyde.

"Thou wondyrst," he seide skilfully, 
"In thynge thou hast beholde. 
And so y dyde, trywly, 
Tyl talys were me tolde."

And saide, she was alone 
Maide and moder y-core,
And withoute wem of man, 
A childe she hadde y-bore.

"They that y unworthy be, 
She is Mary myn owne wyf;
God wote she hadde never childe by me, 
& thyt y love here as my lyf.

"But er ever y wyste, 
here womb began to ryse;
y telle thow trywth trywly, 
y note in whoche wyse.

"Y trust unto here godenys, 
she wolde not mysdoo;
That y wyst ful wel, y-wys, 
for ofte y have y-founde hit soo,

"That rather a maide sholde
withoute man conceyve,
than Mary mysdo wolde
an soo Ioseph disceyve."






AJ Notes:

For soth, truly.
y, I.
semely, beautiful.
berde, maiden.
on honde, in her hands.
here, her.
lokyng, appearance.
semblant, countenance; face.
care, worries.
sorwe, sorrows.
She may my balys bete, She may my suffering relieve.
swete, sweet.
wyght, creature.
hadde y-do... unryght, had done... wrong; had wronged.
Yf she were a mayde is corrupt; the line should read either: "Yf she ne were a mayde" or 
        "But yf she were a mayde", clearly indicating that she had wronged mankind, if she 
        hadn't been a virgin. In the Advocates Library MS version of this song, the line reads: 
        "But yif sche were a mayde."
sate, sat.
servant, attendant.
seide, said.
sawe, saw; wise saying.
semyd, seemed.
olde law, Old Law, according to the Catholic Encyclopedia: "The body of juridical, moral, 
        and ceremonial institutions, laws and decisions comprised in the last four books of the
        Pentateuch, and ascribed by Christian and Hebrew tradition to Moses." Presumably, 
        this means not just that he looked like a strict follower of Old Testament laws, but also 
        that he looked like traditional depictions of Moses holding up the Ten Commandments.
hore al on his hede, hoary (i.e. gray) all over his head.
ble began to glyde, his face began to flush.
bade me faire abyde, bade me sweetly to wait.
Thou wondyrst, you wonder.
skilfully, knowingly; wisely.
In thynge thou hast beholde, about the things you have seen.
And so y dyde, and so did I.
trywly, truly.
Tyl, until.
talys, tales; stories.
And saide, and [he] said.
she was alone, she alone [of all women] was.
Maide and moder y-core, a virgin and a mother. y-core, chosen.
wem, blemish; taint.
hade y-bore, had borne.
They that, though that; even though.
myn owne wyf, my own wife.
God wote, God knows.
thyt, that.
here, her.
lyf, life.
er, ere; before.
wyste, wist; knew.
ryse, rise; grow.
y telle thow trywth trywly, I tell you the truth truly (honestly).
y note, I know not (from "ne wot").
in whoche wyse, in which wise; in what way; how.
godenys, goodness.
wolde, would.
mysdoo, misdo; do wrong.
y wyst, I know.
y-wys, iwis; for certain.
y-founde hit soo, found it [to be] so.
an, and.
Ioseph, Joseph.
disceyve, deceive.
Lenten






Lenten ys come with love to toune,
With blosmen & with briddes roune,
    That al this blisse bryngeth;
Dayes eyes in this dales,
Notes suete of nyhtegales;
    Uch foul song singeth.
The threstelcoc him threteth oo;
Away is huere wynter wo,
    When woderove springeth.
This foules singeth ferly fele,
Ant wlyteth on huere wynter wele,
    That al the wode ryngeth

	Translation:

Spring has come with love to town,
With blossoms and with birds' rounds,*
    Which all this bliss bringeth;
Daisies in these dales,
Notes sweet of nightingales;
    Each fowl a song singeth.
The threstlecock he scoldeth aye;
Away is their winter woe,
    When woodruff springeth.
These fowls singeth fairly much,
And look back on their winter weal,*
    So that all the wood ringeth.



The Wanderer
When he with wise mind this wall-stone
and this dark life deeply thinks through,
the wise one in mind oft remembers afar
many a carnage, and this word he speaks:
Where is the horse? Where the young warrior? Where now the gift-giver?
Where are the feast-seats? Where all the hall-joys?
Alas for the bright cup! Alas byrnied warrior!
Alas the lord's glory! How this time hastens,
grows dark under night-helm, as it were not!

	 *well-being (ironical)
	


*songs










WHEN THE NIGHTINGALE SINGS
Harley MS. c. 1310. 

	When the nyhtegale singes, 
    The wodes waxen grene,
Lef ant gras ant blosme springes
    In Averyl, Y wene ;
Ant love is to myn herte gon
    With one spere so kene,
Nyht ant day my blod hit drynkes
    Myn herte deth me tene.

Ich have loved al this yer 
    That Y may love na more;
Ich have siked moni syk,
    Lemmon, for thin ore,
Me nis love neuer the ner,
    Ant that me reweth sore;
Suete lemmon, thench on me,
    Ich have loved the yore.

Suete lemmon, Y preye thee,
    Of love one speche;
Whil Y lyve in world so wyde
    Other nulle Y seche.
With thy love, my suete leof,
    My blis thou mihtes eche;
A suete cos of thy mouth
    Mihte be my leche.

Suete lemmon, Y preye thee
    Of a love-bene:
Yef thou me lovest, ase men says,
    Lemmon, as I wene,
Ant yef hit thi wille be,
    Thou loke that hit be sene;
So muchel Y thenke vpon the
    That al y waxe grene.

Bituene Lyncolne ant Lyndeseye,
    Norhamptoun ant Lounde,
Ne wot I non so fayr a may,
    As y go fore ybounde.
Suete lemmon, Y preye the
    Thou lovie me a stounde;
Y wole mone my song
    On wham that hit ys on ylong.





Source: A Literary Middle English Reader.
Albert Stanburrough Cook, Ed.
Boston: Ginn & Co., 1915. 408-409.




AJ transl.
When the nightingale sings,
    The trees grow green,
Leaf and grass and blossom springs,
    In April, I suppose;
And love has to my heart gone
    With a spear so keen,
Night and day my blood it drains
    My heart to death it aches.

I have loved all this past year
    So that I may love no more;
I have sighed many a sigh,
    Beloved, for thy pity,
My love is never thee nearer,
    And that me grieveth sore;
Sweet loved-one, think on me,
    I have loved thee long.

Sweet loved-one, I pray thee,
    For one loving speech;
While I live in this wide world
    None other will I seek.
With thy love, my sweet beloved,
    My bliss though mightest increase;
A sweet kiss of thy mouth
    Might be my cure.

Sweet beloved, I pray thee
    For a love token:
If thou lovest me, as men do say,
    Beloved, as I think,
And if it be thy will,
    Make sure that others see;
So much I think upon thee
    That I do grow all pale.

Between Lincoln and Lindsey,
    Northampton and London,
I know no maiden so fair
    As the one I'm in bondage to.
Sweet loved-one, I pray thee
    Thou love me for a while;
I will moan my song
    To the one on whom it is based.



These are extra lyrics…

Remember our strategies:  read, re-read, and re-read aloud!  Take notation.  Look for things that are familiar-such as words, ideas, punctuation, etc.  Use your backpack…you know a lot about the Middle English period already!  

1. WTF this poem.   What is this poem all about?  (summarize—break it down by stanza)

2. Look at the basic form of this poem.  What can you tell me about it?  
3. How does this poem fit the classification of a lyric?

4. What type of lyric is it?  How do you know this?

5. What’s the theme?  (Back up your answer with evidence from the text.)
6. What’s the mood?  (Quote specific words/phrases to prove your point.)
7. Is there any rhyme, internal rhyme, or forced rhyme?

8. What about imagery/figurative language?  How does this affect the poem?
9. Is there any refrain?  If so, what is being repeated and why does the poet feel the need for the refrain?

10. Look at the diction of the poems that have the middle and modern translations.  Is there any loss in word choice when a poem is translated?  What advantages/disadvantages occur when a literary work is translated from its original form?
