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1

Thou hast made me, and shall thy work decay? 
Repair me now, for now mine end doth haste, 
I run to death, and death meets me as fast, 
And all my pleasures are like yesterday; 
I dare not move my dim eyes any way, 
Despair behind, and death before doth cast 
Such terror, and my feebled flesh doth waste 
By sin in it, which it t’wards hell doth weigh. 
Only thou art above, and when towards thee 
By thy leave I can look, I rise again; 
But our old subtle foe so tempteth me, 
That not one hour I can myself sustain; 
Thy grace may wing me to prevent his art, 
And thou like adamant draw mine iron heart. 

5

I am a little world made cunningly 
Of elements and an angelic sprite, 
But black sin hath betray’d to endless night 
My world’s both parts, and oh both parts must die. 
You which beyond that heaven which was most high 
Have found new spheres, and of new lands can write, 
Pour new seas in mine eyes, that so I might 
Drown my world with my weeping earnestly, 
Or wash it, if it must be drown’d no more. 
But oh it must be burnt; alas the fire 
Of lust and envy have burnt it heretofore, 
And made it fouler; let their flames retire, 
And burn me O Lord, with a fiery zeal 
Of thee and thy house, which doth in eating heal. 

9

If poisonous minerals, and if that tree 
Whose fruit threw death on else immortal us, 
If lecherous goats, if serpents envious 
Cannot be damn’d, alas, why should I be? 
Why should intent or reason, born in me, 
Make sins, else equal, in me more heinous? 
And mercy being easy, and glorious 
To God, in his stern wrath why threatens he? 
But who am I, that dare dispute with thee, 
O God? Oh, of thine only worthy blood 
And my tears, make a heavenly Lethean flood, 
And drown in it my sins’ black memory. 
That thou remember them, some claim as debt; 
I think it mercy, if thou wilt forget. 

14
 
Batter my heart, three-person’d God, for you 
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend; 
That I may rise and stand, o’erthrow me, and bend 
Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new. 
I, like an usurp’d town to’another due, 
Labor to’admit you, but oh, to no end; 
Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend, 
But is captiv’d, and proves weak or untrue. 
Yet dearly’I love you, and would be lov’d fain, 
But am betroth’d unto your enemy; 
Divorce me,’untie or break that knot again, 
Take me to you, imprison me, for I, 
Except you’enthrall me, never shall be free, 
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me. 

18

Show me dear Christ, thy spouse so bright and clear. 
What! is it she which on the other shore 
Goes richly painted? or which, robb’d and tore,
Laments and mourns in Germany and here? 
Sleeps she a thousand, then peeps up one year? 
Is she self-truth, and errs? now new, now outwore? 
Doth she, and did she, and shall she evermore 
On one, on seven, or on no hill appear? 
Dwells she with us, or like adventuring knights 
First travel we to seek, and then make love? 
Betray, kind husband, thy spouse to our sights, 
And let mine amorous soul court thy mild Dove, 
Who is most true and pleasing to thee then 
When she’is embrac’d and open to most men. 


