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[Original Text]				[Harrell’s modern translation]
Al þat ben in dedly sinne 	               All that live in deadly sin and want to receive mercy,
& þenk wiþ merci to mete,			believe in Christ who, to relieve your sins, suffered
Leue in Crist þat ȝaue ȝou witt		for you. Listen, and here you will hear fair and 
ȝour sinnes for to bete.			sweet words describing the life of the maiden whom 
Listen, & ȝe schul here telle			men called Margaret.
wiþ wordes fair & swete
Þe vie of on maiden,
men clepeþ seyn Mergre[te].
Hir fader was a patriarke,			Her father was a pagan priest, as I may tell you, who 
as y ȝou telle may,				was born in Antioch into a false religion; his heart was 
In Antiage he was born			feeble, his faith was unstable, and he served fiends 
opon þat false lay;				day and night.
Feble was his hert,
v[n]stable was his fay,
Deue þinges & doumbe
he serued niȝt & day.
Teodolus was his name.			His name was Theodolus [also known as Aedesius]. 
In God no leued he nouȝt;			He did not love God; he believed in his false gods, 
He leued opon his fals godes			idols that were made by hand. His deeds were wicked, 
wiþ hondes þat were wrouȝt.			his thoughts were weak, and he always attempted to 
Wicked weren his werkes 			bring Christendom down.
& feble was his þouȝt,
& euer he þouȝt to bring
Cristendom to nouȝt.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As þai liued togider,				As they, the king and queen [referring to Theodolus 	
þe king & þe quene,				and his wife], lived together, they conceived the 
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret. That shining maiden, who was 
geten hem bitvene,				afterword beloved by Christ, had much grief, and 
Þat seþþen leued on Jhesu Crist 		underwent much bodily pain.
& hadde michel tene,
& miche pine þoled seþþe
hir bodi, þat was so schene.
[Missing stanzas]
Anon so Mergrete was yborn,			Soon, Margaret was born, and her mother was very
hir moder was wel wo,			miserable because Margaret’s father had sworn that
For hir fader hadde beden			she [Margaret] should be put to death. She [Margaret’s
to deþ þat sche schuld go.			Mother] thought to save the child’s life and bring her 
Sche þouȝt to saue þe childes liif		out of misery. In full privacy and silence, she sent
& bring hir out of wo,				Margaret to Azie [a neighbor].
Ful priueliche & stille
to Azie sche sent hir þo.
Into Azies ward				The child was taken into Azie’s guardianship. As soon
þe child was taken to loke.			as she was old enough, Margaret was taught to read.
Anon as sche was of eld,			The people that lived near her noted how each time 
Mergrete was sett to boke.			they looked, Margaret was praying, and they took heed
Hir felawes þat hir lyen bi,			of this.
at ich time þat þei woke,
Hou Mergrete was in hir bedes
gode hede þai toke.
Þe norice þat hir ȝemed,			The nurse that tended her did so with pleasure. They
sche ȝemed hir wiþ winne;			all loved her very much in the house where she lived.
Alle þai loued hir ful wele,			As soon as Margaret could reason, she hated sin very
þe hous þer sche wond inne.			much. She devoted herself to Jesus Christ from the 
Anon as sche couþe witt,			very beginning.
michel sche hated sinne;
Sche toke hir to Jhesu Crist,
hir form liif to biginne.
Anon as þe mayden was			As soon as the maiden was fifteen years old, she 
o fiftene winter eld,				tended her nurse’s sheep in the field. The friends that 
Hir norice schepe				she was with beheld that she was eager to pray to 
sche ȝemed on þe feld.			Jesus, who ruled over all.
Hir felawes þat hir wiþ were
ful ȝern þai hir beheld
Hou sche maked hir praier
to Jhesus, þat al may weld.
Olibrious was lord,				Now we will hear about Lord Olibrious who ruled 
as we heren telle, 				Antioch and Asia with absolute power. Both night and 
Of Antiage & Asie,				day, he served the foul fiends of hell. He sought to 
to ȝeuen & to selle.				quiet all those who loved Jesus Christ.
He serued boþe niȝt & day
þe foule fendes of helle.
Al þat leued on Jhesu Crist
Olibrious þouȝt to quelle.

Fram Antiage into Asie  		He came from from Antioch into Asia to ravage
er miles ten & fiue,				the Christians in the vicinity. That is when he saw
For to stru þe Cristen folk			that maiden Margaret as she was driving her sheep
& bringen hem o liue. 			before her. Due to her beauty, Olibrious wanted
Þai seyȝe maiden Mergrete			to take her as his wife. 
schepe biforn hir driue.
Olibrious for hir fairnesse
ȝerned hir to wiue.
He seyd to his kniȝtes,				He said to his knights, “I see a fair maiden. Throw her
‘a fair maiden y se.				on a horse and she shall come with me. And when I 
Kestes hir opon hors,				when I make certain that she is from a free family, she 
& sche schal wende wiþ me.			will be my favorite of all the woman I have. known
& ȝif ich may enquire
of kin þat sche be fre,
Of alle þe wimen þat y wot
best hir schal be.
& for hir michel feirhed,			And if she was born a slave, then I don’t need to 
ȝif sche be born of þral,			marry her at all. I shall clothe her well in golden silks
Hir marriage					and satin. She shall be my concubine and have gold
no tineþ sche nouȝt al:				to spend.”
Wele y schal hir cloþe
in sikelatoun & pal;
Sche schal be mi leman
& haue gold to wal.’
Þe seriaunce went as he hem bad		The servants went as he commanded to the maiden 
to maiden Mergrete,				Margaret as she tended her nurse’s sheep by the road.
Þer sche ȝemed hir norice schepe 		They told her much of what she could have, and 
o dayes bi þe strete.				promised her even more—but she would not abandon 
Michel it was þat þai hir bede,		to truth in her heart.
& more þai hir bihete;
Þe þouȝtes of hir hert
wald sche nouȝt forlete.
Þe seriaunce of her erand			The servants could not distract her from her work, 
wald hir nouȝt biswike:			though. “Damsel, it will be much to your liking. 
‘Damisel, we say it þe				Olibrious is lord of the realm of Antioch. He wants 
ful wele may þe like.				you for his wife, and he will not be denied.”
Olibrious is louerd
of Antiage rike,
He ȝerneþ þe to wiue,
he nil þe nouȝt biswike.’

Þan maiden Mergrete,				Then the maiden Margaret, as bright as any light, 
briȝt so ani leuen, 				answered them, with a very mild voice: “Listen, I have 
Sche hem answerd				pledged my virginity to Jesus Christ of heaven, to do
wiþ ful mild steuen:				his will, and to preserve in his name.
‘Ichaue ȝeuen mi maidenhed 
to Jhesu Crist of heuen
ȝeme it, if his wille(s) is,
for his name seuen.
Jhesu Crist mi lord,				Jesus Christ, my lord, and I pledge myself to you. You 
to ȝou y me rend;				know no beginning or end. If it is your will
In ȝou was no bigining,			to send your angel to me, I will not 
no neuer schal ben ende;			defend myself against these foul Saracen.
ȝif it be ȝour wille,
ȝour angel ȝe me sende.
Fram þis foule Saraȝins
y may me nouȝt defende.
Al mi kin ichaue forsake			I have abandoned all of my family. Jesus Christ, 
into mi neiȝd kne;				my Lord, I bind myself to you. I will quickly
Jhesu Crist, mi lord,				and gladly become a martyr for you. These dogs
y toke me to þe.				are hunting me down, but I will not run away.” 
Bleþeliche wald y for þi loue
martird to be.
Þis houndes me han bisett,
þat I no may nouȝt fle.’
Þe seriaunce oȝain went			The servants went to their lord and told him about
& told al her sawe.				everything they saw. “Lord, she doesn’t care about
‘Lord, of þi pouste				your power at all. She is dedicated to Jesus Christ, 
no ȝiueþ sche nouȝt an hawe;			who she claims as her protector. No matter what you
Sche takeþ hir to Jhesu Crist,			do to her, she cannot be deterred.”
to warantise wil sche drawe.
Of al þat ȝe may hir do,
no stont hir non awe.’
Þan it spac Olibrious				Then Olibrious , greatly aggravated, said, “Do I not 	
– weri him sonne & mone –			have a single good servant out of all of you? Bring her 
Of al min seriance				to me! Break her spirit now. Make her bow before my 
gode haue y none. 				God three times by noon.”
Bringeþ hir bifor me.
Yturn hir mode ful sone,
Ydo hir leue opon mi god,
þriies ar it be none.’

Þe seriaunce oȝain went,			The servants went out again and soon met her. They
sone þai gan hir mete;				seized her and brought her to the road. They brought 
Þai leyd hondes hir opon			he before Olibrious and immediately he met her. He
& brouȝt hir to þe strete.			asked her what he name was, and she said “Margaret.”
Sche com bifor Olibrious.
Sone he gan hir grete,
He axed hir what sche hiȝt.
Sche seyd ‘Mergrete.’
‘Maiden Mergrete,  				“Maiden Margaret, you shall be my lover. I want 	
mi leman schaltow be.				you as my wife if you are free to marry. If you are a
Ichold þe for mi wiif,				a slave, I will give you gold and riches. You shall be
ȝif þou be of kin fre;				mine forever.”
ȝif þow be of þraldam born,
y ȝiue þe gold & fe.
Þou schalt be mi leman,
so long so it be.’
Þe maiden him answerd			The maiden answered him quickly, “I am a Christian
sone opon on,					woman, baptized in the font. Blessed is my Lord,
‘Cristen woman icham			to whom I have dedicated myself. I will not abandon 
& houen in funston.				his love for any other man.”
Blisced be mi lord,
to wham ichaue me tan.
No wil y nouȝt leue [h]is loue
for non oþer man.’
‘Trowestow þat Jhesu liues,			[Olibrious:] “Do you believe that Jesus lives after he 
þat was don on rode?				was put on the cross? If you believe that he lives, then 
ȝif þou trowest þat he liues,			I think you are crazy. The water and the blood ran all
ich hold þe for wode.				down the length of him. The crown of thorns was put 
Endelong his side				on his head.”
ran þe water & þe blod,
Þe coroun was of þornes
þat on his heued stode.’
Þe maiden him aunswerd,			The maiden answered him, so that the angel could 
so þe angel hir kende,				hear her, “He did die on the cross to save all Christian
‘He dede him on þe rode			people. And then he descended into hell and sent his 
al Cristen folk to amende.			Holy Spirit to deliver us all from pain we endure.”
& seþþen into helle 				
þe holy gost he sende,
To del[i]uer ous of þe pine,
þat þou schalt in ende.’  

Wele þouȝt þat Sarraȝin			The Saracen decided it was not to his advantage
it was him no bote				to argue with the maiden—her heart was too good.
To striue wiþ þat maiden 			He commanded that she be bound, hand and foot, 
– hir hert was so gode.			and thrown down into the prison to change her mind.
He comand þat sche bounden ware,
boþe hond & fot,
& seþþen into prisoun don,
to turnen hir mode.
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret lay in prison all night. The next 
o niȝt in prisoun lay.				day she was brought before him. “Maiden Margaret,”
Sche was brouȝt biforn him			he said, “Throw yourself at my idols. Forsake your 
opon þat oþer day.				beloved Jesus and come to me.”
‘Maiden Mergrete’ he seyd,
‘þou trowe opon mi lay.
Jhesu þatow leuest on,
þou do him al oway.
Trowe on me & be mi wiif,			“Throw yourself at me and be my wife, and you 
wele þou schalt spede;			will live well. You shall have the riches of Antioch and 
Antioge & Azie				Asia. You shall have golden silks and purple satins and 
þou schalt haue to mede.			you will feast upon the finest meats in all the land.” 
Sikelatoun & purpel pal,
þat schal be þi wede,
Wiþ þe best metes in mi lond
wele y schal þe fede.’
‘Þine wicke redes’ sche seyd,			“I do not heed your wicked advice,” she said. “I 
‘y do out of mi þouȝt.				choose Jesus Christ who made me with his own 	
Y take me to Jhesu Crist			hands. He gave up the earthly world, descended into 
þat wiþ hondes me wrouȝt.			hell, and sent the Holy Spirit to us.”
Al þis midlerd
maked he of nouȝt,
& seþþen into helle
þe holy gost he brouȝt.’
Þan it spac Olibrious:				Then Olibrious said, “Now we shall see who it is 
‘now it schal be sene				she loves and who she is devoted to. Hang her up by
On wham þat sche leues			the feet for her lord’s pain and whip her with 
& whi sche is so kene. 			scourges until she thinks she will die!”	
Hongeþ hir vp bi þe fete
for hir lordes tene,
& beteþ hir wiþ scourges
til ȝe ded hir wene.’
Þe seriaunce dede as he hem bad,		The servants did as he commanded, and struck with
wiþ þe may þai gan striue,			all of their might, with whips and with scourges .
Wiþ swepes & wiþ scourges,
boþe man & wiue, –				The blood ran down her flesh as water falling off
Þe blod ran of hir flesche,			a cliff, until they all decided that the maiden was 
as water doþ fram cliue, –			barely alive.
Til þai wende al same
þe maiden were o liue.
Þan it spac Olibrious,				Then Olibrious, standing beside her, said, “Maiden
bi hir þer he stode,				Margaret, do you like this pain? Throw yourself at  
& seyd ‘Maiden Mergrete,			the foot of my gods and bend your will to me. Have
þenke þe þis paines gode?			mercy on your white flesh. Men spill your blood.”
Trowe on min goddess
& wende þou þi mode.
Haue merci on þi white flesche.
Men spilleþ þi blod.’
‘Blisced be mi lord,				[Margaret:] “Blessed is my Lord, who was born in 
þat was born in Bedlem			Bethlehem, of that sweet maiden, as bright as any fire. 
Of þat swete maiden				Do whatever you want, you evil Satan. I think this pain 
briȝt so ani lem.				is sweeter than any milk’s cream.”
Þou do as þe teches
Satanas, þi nem.
Me þenke þis paines swetter
þan ani milkes rem.’
Þan it spac Olibrious,				Olibrious then said, “Does she not hurt? All the pain 
‘haþ sche non ahȝe?				you do her, and she just thinks it is just play. Draw the 
Alle þe paines ȝe hir do,			hide from her body with crooked nails, and clean the 
hir þenke it bot plawe. 			flesh from the bone as if dogs had gnawed it.”
Wiþ ȝour croked nayles
þe hide of ȝe drawe,
As clene fram þe bon
has houndes it hadde knawe.’
Alle þe curssed þeues				All the cursed servants were ready to do this. They did 
were ful glad in þouȝt;			not delay in doing what their king said. Soon, as the
To do þe kinges hest				torturers were brought to Margaret, they began 
þai no targed nouȝt. 				drawing on her white flesh with crooked iron nails.
Anon as þe turmentours 			
to Mergrete were ybrouȝt,
Þai todrowen hir white flesche
wiþ iren crokedly wrouȝt. 
Sum þat bi hir stoden,				Some people who stood by her were troubled in their
her hertes were wel sore			hearts at the sight of her and wept to her, “Margaret, 
& seyd sore wepeand,				please do what he says and love his idols.
‘Mergrete, þi nore.
Do after Olibrious
& leue opon his lore.
Haue merci on þi fair bodi			Have mercy on your fair body, and endure this
& þole þis paines no more.’			pain no more.” Margaret answered to those that 
Mergrete answerd				stood by her, “I do not listen to your advice. Your
to hem þat bi hir stode,			counsel is not good. I give myself to Jesus Christ who
‘I do me out of ȝour conseyl;			died on the cross. All the pain that I endure is food 
ȝour redes be nouȝt gode.			for my soul.”
Y take me to Jhesu Crist,
þat was don on þe rode.
Al þe pine þat ich þole
it is þe soules fode.’
Sche loked vp to Jhesu Crist,			Margaret looked up to Jesus Christ, signed heavily,
Mergrete, & siȝed sore			and said, “Sweet Jesus Christ, I trust in your 
& seyd ‘swete Jhesu Crist,			teaching. I cry for these men that cause me pain. Please
y leue opon þi lore.				Forgive them and let me suffer because you still 
For þis men þat pin me þus,			suffered more than I do.”
y crie, lord, þi nore.
Forȝif hem & lete me suffre;
for me þou suffredest more.’
Þan it spac Olibrious				Then Olibrious said, angrily, “Really, wench, your
– werri him sonne & mone –			god is not who you should be praying to. Give your 
‘Forsoþe, wenche, þi God is nouȝt		love to our gods and forsake yours soon, or else your
to whom þou biddest þi bone.			days of prayer are over!”
Bot þou leue on our godes
& forsake him sone,
Y warn þe wele, for al his help
þine liif-days ben al don.’
Mergrete answerd				Margaret answered Olibrious quickly, “Your gods that
Olibrious anon,				you pray to for justice are just stone. You have the 
‘Þine godes þatow leuest on 			power to deprive me the flesh from my bone, but you 
er dom so þe ston.				do not have the power to take my soul away from me.”
Þou hast pouer to reue me
mi flesche fram þe bon;
To reue me mi soule 
pouwer hastow non.’
Þan seyd Olibrious,				Then Olibrious said, “But you will change your mind
‘bot þou turn þi þouȝt				soon enough when you are brought near death. But 
Smertliche & sone,				first you shall suffer in prison. Your god that you 
to deþ þou schalt be brouȝt.			depend on so much will not help you there.”		
Bot first þou schalt to prisoun
& m[i]chel wo be wrouȝt.
Þi God þat þou leuest on
he no schal help þe nouȝt.’
Mergrete answerd þo				Margaret, with mild and quiet words, answered,
milde wordes & stille,				“Truly, wretch, for all your threats of what you will 
‘Certes, wreche, of al þi þret			do to me, I am ready to suffer here whatever my Lord
þat þou may do me tille			wills, and you will experience the pain of hell for you
Icham redi to suffre here			ill works here.”
al mi lordes wille,
& þou schalt to þe pine of helle
for þine werkes ille.’
Of Olibrious lokeing				Men were frightened by Olibrious’s look. “Take
men miȝt ben agast.				Margaret,” he said, “and tie her up tight, and you shall 
‘Takeþ Mergrete’ he seyd,			cast her into the deepest prison to let her body die
‘& fetereþ hir ful fast,				there for her wicked words.
& in þe deppest prisoun
þerin ȝe schullen hir cast,
& lete hir cole hir bodi þare,
for hir wordes vnwrast.’
Þei Mergrette were todrawe			Though the flesh had been drawn the flesh from her 
þe flesche fram þe bon			bones had, Olibrious had no pity on the maiden.	
Pite of þat maiden				Margaret was alone, and aside from Jesus Christ’s
Olibrious hadd non.				help, she had none other.
Wel hard was Mergrete
biset among her fon.
Saue þe help of Jhesu Crist
help no hadde sche non.
Into prisoun fetred				Bound in chains, Margaret was brought to the prison.
Mergrete was brouȝt.				Jesus Christ was always with her and—blessed may he
Jhesu Crist of heuen				be—he did not forget her. He brought her comfort 
was algat in hir þouȝt.				from the court of heaven.
& – yblisced mot he be –
he ne forȝat hir nouȝt.
Out of þe court of heuen
comfort hir was brouȝt.
Sone after þat Mergrete			Soon after Margaret was in the prison, there came an
was in prisoun done,				angel from heaven, and he brought Margaret a staff
Þer com an angel fram heuen,			formed like the cross on which God died, that she  
long er it war none,				should quickly take.
& brouȝt Margrete a staf
þat hye schuld vnderfon,
Fourmed after þe rode tre
þat God was on ydon.
Þan seyd þat angel				Then the angel said to the bright Margaret, “Jesus
to Mergrete þe briȝt,				Christ my Lord, who is full of might, has sent you this 
‘Jhesu Crist mi lord,				staff to protect you from your enemies and to fight the
þat is ful of miȝt,				devil.”
To wite þe fram þine enemis
& to saue þi riȝt,
He haþ sent þe þis staf,
oȝain þe fende to fiȝt.
Maiden Mergrete’ he seyd,			“Maiden Margaret,” he said, “dread nothing, your 
‘drede þe nowiȝt.				seat by my bright Lord in heaven is ready. There is 
Þi sete is made in heuen			no tongue on earth, nor no eye-sight that may tell
bifor mi lord so briȝt.				you of the joy that you will have this night.” 
No is no tong in erþe
no non eiȝe-siȝt
Þat may telle þe ioie
was made of þe þis niȝt.’
Þe angel into paradis				The angel then returned into paradise of heaven and
went oȝain ful heuen.				Maiden Margaret, with a mild voice, thanked sweet 
& maiden Mergrete				Jesus Christ that had sent her such comfort from the 
wiþ a milde steuen				happiness of heaven.
Þonked swete Jhesu Crist
& his names seuen
Þat hir hadde swiche confort sent
out of þe blisse of heuen.
Maiden Mergrete þo				But Margaret looked beside her and saw a hideous
loked hir biside				dragon glide out of the corner. His eyes were dreadful
& seiȝe a loþlich dragoun			and his mouth wide open. There was nowhere 
out of an hirn glide; 				Margaret could flee, so she was forced to stay there.
His eiȝen wer ful griseliche,
his mouþe ȝened wide.
& Mergrete miȝt nowhar fle,
þer sche most abide.
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret stood as still as a stone, and that
stod stille so ani ston.				gruesome dragon moved toward her. He 
& þat loþliche worm				took her into his foul mouth and swallowed her, 
to hirward gan gon.				flesh and bone. Soon he burst open, and she was 
He toke hir in his foule mouþe		still there, unharmed.
& swalled hir flesche & bon.
Anon he tobrast
– damage no hadde sche non.
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret stood upon the dragon. Her heart was
opon þe dragoun stode,			happy and her spirit was joyful. “Blessed is Jesus
Bliþe was hir hert				Christ, he is virtuous and good. The dragon has been
& ioieful was hir mode.			Slayed by the truth of the Cross.”
‘Blisced worþ Jhesu Crist,
his vertus er wel gode.
Slayn is þe d[r]agoun
þurth vertu of þe rode.’
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret went away from the dragon. She
went þe dragoun fro.				then saw an even uglier thing sitting in the room.
Sche seiȝe a wele fouler þing			He had hands on his knees and eyes on every toe.	
sitten in a wro;					An uglier thing had never wandered the earth.
He hadde honden on his knes
& eiȝe on euerich to –
Miȝt þer neuer loþer þing
opon erþe go.
Sche ȝede to þat foule wiȝt,			She moved toward that fiend with the cross in her 
wiþ þe croice in hir hond,			hand, and through the might of Jesus Christ she bound
& þurth þe miȝt of Jhesu Crist		him up with her scarf [head covering]. She took him
wiþ hir wimpel sche him bond.		by the temples and threw him down, put her foot on 
Sche toke him bi þe temples,			her his neck, and threw him to the ground.
about sche him swong,
Sche set hir fot in his nek,
to þe erþe sche him þrong.
‘Say me sone, þou foule wiȝt			“Tell me now, you ugly beast and gruesome thing,
& þou loþeliche þing				who is your lord and who is your king? Who sent
Who þan is þi lord				you here to aggravate me, because I have never seen 
& who is þi king,				such a hideous thing as you as long as I have lived.”
& who þe hider sent
to make me sturbling?
Seiȝe y neuer seþþen y was born
so loþeliche a þing.’
‘Leuedi, for þi lordes loue			[Demon:]“Lady, you are very fond of your lord’s
þou may ful wele fond.			Love. Please lift you foot up a little off of my neck. 
Left a litel þi fot				I have walked a long way, over water and land, but
þat in mi nek stond.				I have never been bound so tightly.
For michel haue y walked
bi water & bi lond,
Nas y neuer are bounden
in so hard bond.
Ruffin was mi broþer,				The dragon that you slayed was my brother, a demon.
þe dragoun þat þou slouȝ;			He wreaked havoc while he was alive. He made 
Whiles he was on liue,			thieves steal at night, to sleep and stare all day, and to
he wrouȝt wonder anouȝ.			give him their service with very much injustice.	
He maked þeues to stele o niȝt,
o day to ligge & gouȝ,
& ȝelt hem her seruise
wiþ wel michel wouȝ.
In a dragoun fourme				He was sent to you in dragon form to deprive you
sent he was to þe,				of your memory in order to overcome you. He is now 
For to spille þi memorie			burst into pieces, and you have me bound. A maiden 
oþer to quelle þe.				has overcome us—we are powerless!
Brosten is he of peces,
& bounden hastow me.
A maiden haþ ous ouercomen,
litel is our pouste!
Belgys is mi name –				My name is Belgys—there’s no need to lie. I cannot
nis no bot to lyȝe.				in any way bear this pain any longer. My might is not 
No may ich in non wise			of this earth, but I fly with the wind. All I see with my 
þis pain long dreyȝe.				eyes I want to kill. 
Is nouȝt mi gat in erþe:
wiþ þe winde y fleye.
Al y fond for to quelle
þat y see wiþ eiȝe.
Þer ich finde a wiif				Wherever I found a woman that was about to give 
þat liȝter is of barn,				birth, I would fly there as quickly as an eagle. If it was 
Y com þer also sone				unblessed, I broke its foot or arm, or the wife 
as euer ani arn;				herself would die in childbirth.
ȝif it be vnblisced,
y croke it fot or arm
Oþer þe wiif hirseluen
of childebed be forfarn.  
ȝif þou wilt al wite,				If you are wise at all, as I think you are, look in your 
astow may ful wel,				books, and you will see it all. I pray you, for your
Loke in ich a strete:				lord’s love, to bind me with steel, so that I 
þou findes it eueridel.				strike down another man or woman.
Y pray þe for þi lordes loue, cannot
þou binde me wiþ stiel,
Þat y no may wiþ þine men
neuer striue a del.
Salamon þe wise,				Solomon the Wise, while he was alive, sealed us in
til he was oliue,				in a brass vessel and buried us under a cliff. When he 
He dede ous in a bras fat			was no longer alive, the men of Babylon let is out of 
& delued ous vnder cliue.			That brass vessel and out we went.
When he was oliue farn,
þai lete ous out driue,
Þe men out of Babiloine,
þe bras fat þai gun riue.
Þai wend to finde gold anouȝ			They hoped to find a lot of gold but they let us all go. 
& lete ous alle go.				Some were swifter than the wind, and some swifter 
Sum wer swifter þan þe winde,		than a deer. Soon there were ten thousand or more 
& sum þan þe ro.				on earth. They worked evile on all that trusted in Jesus 
ȝete þer er in erþe				Christ.”
ten þousend & mo.
Al þat trowe on Jhesu Crist
þai fond at wirche ful wo.’
‘Be stille, þou foule gost,			[Margaret]: “Be still, you evil ghost, and descend into
& decende into helle.				Hell. You will never again be strong enough to kill
Be þou neuer so hardi				a man. I pray to my lord Jesus Christ to take away
more man to quelle.				your power.” Then he sank into the earth like a stone 
Y pray mi lord Jhesu Crist			in well.
þi pouste þat he felle’.
He sank into erþe,
so ston in drauȝt-welle.
On þat oþer day				On the next day, after it was noon, Olibrious 
after it was non,				commanded that she be released from prison. 
Olibrious command				The Holy Ghost of heaven came to her early, the
sche were of prisoun don.			cross I in its hand—the same one that Christ dies  
Þe holy gost of heuen				upon.
he com to hir ful sone,
Þe rode token in hir hond
þat Crist was on don
Þan it spac Olibrious				Then Olibrious spoke— he was in an evil mood. 
– Crist ȝiue him iuel dede.			“Maiden Margaret,” he said, “Have you taken your
‘Maiden Mergrete’ he seyd,			vow? If you will be my lover, I will find cloth and 
‘hastow taken þi rede?			food for you. Trust in my gods now, or you shall 
Wiltow be mi leman,				lose your life.”
y finde þe cloþ & mete.
Trowe on mi godes anon,
or þi liif þou schalt forlete.’
‘Þine godes þai be doumbe			[Margaret]: “You gods that you trust in, they cannot 
þat þou trouwest inne;				speak; They are full of strife and sin; they have come 
Þai er ich a dele				from hell, they are Satan’s kin. Whoever trusts in them 
ful of sake & sinne;				shall go to hell.
Þai er comen out of helle,
of Satanas kinne.
Þan þou wenes best to liue,
Þou schalt to helle winne.
Y rede þou leue on Jhesu Crist		I vow to you to that I believe in Jesus Christ, who 
þat al þe world haþ wrouȝt,			made the entire world and with his sweet blood, has that Fader & sone & holy gost,		bought us all; the father, son, and holy ghost	who made 
þat al þing made of nouȝt, ; 			everything from nothing. Believe in him and be
& wiþ his swete blod				a Christian man and leave behind your wicked 
he haþ ous alle bouȝt. 				thoughts.”
Leue on him & be Cristen man,
& lete þi wicke þouȝt.’
Þan spac Olibrious,				Then Olibrious said, as he sat there on his throne,
þer he sat on his des:				“I shall believe in my gods that I chose earlier; for
Ichil bileue on mi godes			my gods are true, and yours is false and less. As long
þat y formast ches;				as you believe in him, you will have no peace.”
For min godes be trewe,
& þine er fals & les.
While þou leuest on him,
þou schalt haue no pes.’
Maiden Mergrete				Maiden Margaret answered from where she stood,
answerd þer sche stode,			“Blessed in Jesus Christ; his help is very good. I
‘Yblisced be Jhesu Crist;			will not doubt in him, no matter how mad you are. 
his help it is ful gode.				All of my trust is in Jesus Christ, who shed his blood
Y no doute þe noþing,				for us all.”
be þou neuer so wode,
Mi trust is al on Jhesu Crist
þat for ous schadde his blod.’
Olibrious on Mergrete				Soon, Olibrious, going green with rage, said to his 
anon he gan to grenne				torturers, “I order you to give her fierce pain. Take  
& seyd to his turmentours,			and boil oil and let it rain upon her. Unless the witch
‘a pine y wil ȝou kenne.			changes her mind, she shall burn to death.”
Takeþ & walleþ oyle
& lete opon hir renne,
& bot þe wiche turn hir mode,
to deþ ȝe schul hir brenne.’
Forþ went þo turmentours			The tormentors went forth—sadness overcoming 
– sorwe hem mot bitide – 			them—and placed oil upon the fire, doing as they
& setten oyle opon þe fer,			were told. They let the oil flow down her fair body.
þai nold no lenger abide.			Jesus sent his angels down to stand by her side.
Opon hir fair bodi
adoun þai lete it glide.
Jhesu sent his angels doun
to stond bi hir side.
Þe angels stode hir so neiȝe			The angels stood so near to her that nothing could
þat noþing miȝt hir greue,			cause her pain and her heart was open to God’s 
& hir hert was ful gode			mercy. Olibrious was trying to make her lose her 
to Godes owhen biheue.			faith, but she clung to Jesus Christ who made Adam
Olibrious was abouten				and Eve. 
to turn hir bileue,
& euer sche held to Jhesu Crist,
þat made Adam & Eue.
‘Maiden’ quaþ Olibrious,			“Maiden,” said Olibrious, “has your vow changed?
‘is þi rede ytake?				Will you believe in Mahoun [one of his gods] and  
Wiltow leue on Mahoun			forsake your God? Because, unless you change your
& þi God forsake?				mind, you will soon feel great sorrow. You shall 
Ywis, bot þou turn þi mode,			come to death today for your lord’s sake.”
þi sorwe biginneþ to wake,
Þou schalt þole deþ today
for þi lordes sake.’
Mergrete him answerd			Margaret, quiet and still, answered him, “If I am to
mildeliche & stille,				die for his love, I accept that. Although you will
‘ȝif y schal dye for his loue,			take my life, I will not submit to you. You cannot
icham at his wille.				Take my soul away from me, not with any amount 
Þei þou reue me mi liif,			of evil pain you cause.”
y nil nouȝt turn þe tille;
Þou schal nouȝt mi soule greue
for al þine pines ille.’
Olibrious was neiȝe wode			Olibrious was quite mad now for the demise of that
for wretþe of þat wenche.			wench. With great wickedness, he went to consider  
Opon a grete wickednisse			his next move. He ordered men to sink her in a great 
he gan him biþenche.				cauldron of water, and unless she would change her
In a fat ful of water				mind, they would drown her there.
he bad men schuld hir sinche,
& bot sche wald turn hir mode,
þerin men schuld hir drenche.
Alle þe wicke turmentours			All the wicked tormenters—quickly they must obey—
– hong mot þay heiȝe –			set about to see that Margaret should die. They filled 
Fast þai were about				a vat full of water to drown Margaret in. 
þat Mergrete schuld dye.
Þai fild a fat ful of water
fast bi þe eiȝe,
To drenche Mergrete þerinne
fast þai gun heye.
Þan spac þat maiden,				Then spoke the maiden Margaret freely, “Jesus
Mergrete, þat was so fre,			Christ my lord—blessed as you are—if it is your
‘Jhesu Crist mi louerd				will, let me be baptized in that water I see before me.”
– yblisced mot þou be –
ȝif it be þi wille,
þe water þat y se,
Lete me cristen þerinne
in þe name of þe.’
Þe turmentours token hir,			The torturers took her, bone and skin, and to 
boþe bon & fel,				drown her in the water—moved efficiently. To
& wold drenche hir þerinne			comfort the maiden, Jesus Christ quickly sent
– þai wende do ful wel.			an angel to her side. 
To confort þat maiden
an angel was ful snel,
Þat swete Jhesus Crist hir sent
to confort hir ful wel.
Alle þe pople seiȝe þere			All the people nearby saw the angel arrive and rushed
an angel com fle				close so they could see. The vat suddenly broke to 
& toke Mergrete of þe water,			pieces, and the people ran away. Olibious the king was
þat þai al miȝt se.				a sorry man. 
Þe fat brast on peces,
þe folk bigan to fle.
Olibrious þat was king
a sori man was he. 
Þo þe popel seiȝen				When the people—over five thousand of them— saw 
al þe fat todriue,				the cauldron shatter, they abandoned Mahoun [one of 
To forsake Mahoun				their gods], believed and trusted in Jesus Christ, who
þai heyed hem biliue 				hindered Olibrious from slaying them all and brought
& leued opon Jhesu Crist,			then them to life. 
fif þousend & fiue.
Olibrious lete slen hem alle
& bringen hem oliue.
Anon bifor Olibrious				Soon, the tormenters ran before Olibrious and said,
þe turmentours ronne				“Sir, it is no good—all that we have done is in vain.  
& seyd ‘sir, it is for nouȝt			Flying beasts appeared, as bright as any sun, and saved
al þat we han bigonne.			her from harm from every torture we tried.”
Þer com fleyand bestes,
as briȝt as ani sonne,
& sauen hir fram harm
for al þat euer we conne.’
Olibrious was neiȝe wode,			Olibrious was very angry now, not to be toyed with.
ailed him no game.				He called forward a strong torturer, a man-killer named
He cleped forþ a turmentour,			Malcous. Olibrious thought this strong man would 
was he noþing lame,				bring Margaret shame.
A strong manqueller,
Malcous was his name.
Olibrious biþouȝt him
to do Mergrete schame.
‘Malcous’ quaþ Olib[r]ius,			“Malcous,” said Olibrious, “go and move quickly.
‘go & heiȝe þe swiþe.				Lead this wench out of town and bring her alive.
Lade þis wiche out of toun			Cut off her head with your mighty sword and drive
& bring hir oliue,				the blood out of her. She will not cause me strife 
Wiþ þi swerd smite of hir hed			any more after today.”	
& lat þe blod out driue.
No schal sche neuer after þis day
more oȝains me striue.’
Malcous tok Mergrete				Malcous took Margaret and led her out of town. 
& ladde hir out of toun,			There was a land of outcast men, a little out of the
Þer was þe stede to heued men,		way. He said, “Maiden, stop here, and I shall crown
a litel biside a doun.				you. I will make your brown hair run red with
& seyd ‘maiden stoupe here,		blood.”
þer whiles y schaue þi croun,
& y schal maken al blodi
þine lockes þat ben broun.’
Þer suwed Mergrete to þe deþ	  	There Margaret went to meet death, as all of us 
al þat miȝten go;				must. Many mothers of children were sad for her
Mani was þat moder child			Thunder began to rumble, and the 
þat for hir deþ was wo.			sun went dark. The people fell down to the 
Þe þonder gan to brest,			ground, not knowing whether to be happy
þe sonne wex al blo;				or afraid.
Þe pople fel adoun to grounde,
þai nist of wele no wo.
Þer com an angel fram heuen,		Then there came an bright angel from heaven
þat was briȝt of ble,				who said, “Margaret, blessed you will be. Jesus
& seyd ‘Mergrete,				Christ of heaven sent me to give you a message:
yblisced mot þou be.				you shall be crowned in the happiness of heaven.
Jhesus Crist of heuen
sent þe word bi me:
In þe blisse of heuen
coround schaltow be.’
Milde Mergrete,				Gentle Margaret, who was a maid so fair, when
þat was so gode a mayde,			she heard the angel’s voice, she began move. 
Þo sche herd þe angel voice,			She held the angel’s words close to her heart and,	
sche bigan to abrayd.			falling to her knees, said these words:
Þe tidinges þat he brouȝt hir
neiȝe hir hert sche leyd,
& sett hir doun opon hir kne
& þis wordes sche seyd,
‘Blisced be Jhesu Crist			“Blessed is Jesus Christ, who sent those words to me,
þat haþ me sent þat sond,			and died on the cross to free us all; Lord, I beg you,
& dyed on þe rode tre				listen to my prayer for the sinful men in in the land.”
to bring ous out of bond;
Lord, ich biseke þe,
lete mi biding stond,
Of þat ichil biseke þe
for sinful men in lond.’
Mergrete þe milde,				Margaret the gentle, God’s maid, thought about the 
þat was Godes mayde,				words the dragon said in the prison; that devils dwelled
Þouȝt opon þe words				on earth to harm pregnant women or women in 
þe dragoun in prisoun seyd:			childbirth.	
Þat deuels ȝede in erþe
women for to breyd
Þat were traueland of child 
or doun in childebed leyd.
Þan bad Mergrete				The Margaret asked Jesus, who was so generous,
to Jhesu, þat was so fre,			“If any women experiences difficult labor in 
‘ȝif ani woman trauayl 			childbirth and calls out for me, please help her, 
& hard clepeþ to me,				by the cross that your body died upon to set us
Deliuer hir, lord, wiþ ioie			all free.
þurth vertu of þe tre
Þat þou dest þi body on
to make ous al fre.
Alle þat mi passioun				And Jesus Christ, my lord, anyone who reads about 
heren oþer rede				my suffering or gives money in my name, please
Oþer þat in mi name				provide them with the honor of the sweet bliss of 
don ani almosdede, 				heaven.”
Jhesu Crist, mi lord,
wiþ honour þou hem fede.
Þe swete blis of heuen
grant hem, lord, to mede.’
Þer com a voice fram Jhesu Crist,		There came a voice of Jesus Christ, one of the trinity,
þat sitt in trinite,				which said to maiden Margaret, “Blessed you will be.
& seyd to maiden Mergrete,			I will grant you the promise that you have asked of me.
‘yblisced mot þou be.				In the happiness of heaven, you shall be with me.”
Of þatow hast me bisouȝt,
þi bone graunte y the,
& in þe blisse of heuen
þou schalt won wiþ me.’
Þo þat maiden Mergrete			When the maiden Margaret heard that merry voice 
hadde herd þat miri steuen 			which came from Jesus Christ in heaven, she kneeled
Þat com fram swete Jhesu Crist		before Malcous with her eyes wide open. She ordered
out of þe blis of heuen,			him to cut off her head more than seven times.
Bifor Malcous sche kneled
opon hir knes ful euen,
& bad him smite of hir heued,
mo times þan seuen.
Sche crid opon Malcous			She called to Malcous, never flinching, “Malcous,
– nold sche neuer blinne –			cut off my head—I forgive you of your sin.” He
‘Malcous, smite of mi heued.			replied, “I will not do it, not for anything on earth.
forȝiue y þe þe sinne.’				Your lord, whom you believe in, spoke to you.” 
‘Þat nold y do’ he seyd,			
‘for al þis warld to winne.			
Þi louerd haþ wiþ þe speke			 
In wham þou leuest inne.’ 			“Malcous,” said Margaret, “I am telling you the
‘Malcous’ quaþ Mergrete, 			truth—unless you cut off my head, you may not
‘forsoþe y telle þe, 				be saved. Go ahead and cut it off, and I will pray
Bot þou smite of min heued,			for you, that you may have the happiness that
þou miȝt nouȝt saued be.			Jesus has granted me.”
Haue ydon & smite it of,
& y wil bid for þe
Þat þou schalt haue þe blis
þat Jhesu haþ graunted me.’
Malcous had turned his þouȝt			Malcous had changed his mind now, and he 
to Jhesu Crist biheue.				believed in Jesus Christ. The miracle which he
For þe miracle þat he seiȝe			had seen had made him believe in God. He was
he turned to gode bileue,			sad that he should cause her pain, but he cut off	
& sori he was in hert				her head and it was done.
þat he schuld hir greue,
& ȝete he smot of hir heued,
ar þat it was eue.
Anon as he had ydon,				As soon as he had finished, he knelt upon the 
he kneled opon þe grounde			ground and begged mercy that fatal blow.
& bisouȝt him merci				The angels came down from heaven, and within
þat for ous þoled wounde.			Moments, they carried Margaret’s soul to where 
Þe angels cam fram heuen			all happiness lives.
wiþin a litel stounde
& bar Mergrete soule,
þer al mirþe is founde.
Teodosious, a kniȝt				Theodosious, a knight that believed in God, and
þat leued on Godes lay,			the nurse who had looked after Margaret, took 
& þe norice of Asie				her sweet body, dead as it lay, and buried it 
þat loked þat fair may,			lovingly the next day.
Þai tok vp hir swete bodi,
slawe þer it lay,
& bir[i]d it wiþ miche anour
opon þat oþer day.
Þo Mergrete was bir[i]d,			Although Margaret was buried and was in pain 
as beþ oþer mo,				no more, and Theodosious the knight had gone away, 
& Teodosious þe kniȝt			all that were sick would go there, and would be 
was ywent hir fro,				eased of their pain by Jesus’s virtue.
Alle þat were seke,
þat þ[i]der wald go,
Jhesu þurth his vertu
deliuerd hem of wo.
Teodosious þe kniȝt,				Theodosious the knight wrote down the story of her 
he lete writen hir liif				life that has now spread all over the world, how she 
Þat is now ouer al þe world			endured her suffering quietly, without complaint. 
name-couþe & riif:				and what a comforts she offers for maiden and wife.
Hou sche þoled hir passioun
stille wiþouten striif,
Þat mirþe is of to here
to maiden & to wiif.
Jhesu, þat on þe rode was don			Jesus, that died on the cross to save out souls, shield
our soules forto borwe,			us from the pain of hell and bring us out of sorrow.
Scheld ous fram þe pine of helle		Help us out of deadly sin, and grant us as much joy
& bring ous out of sorwe,			as the Saint Margaret is in. Amen.
& grace forto ȝeme ous
out of dedli sinne,
& grant ous þe miche ioie
þer seynt Mergrete is inne. Amen.
