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About	the	Authors

MARGERY	KEMPE,	born	c.1373	of	well-to-do	middle-class	parentage	in	King’s
Lynn	in	Norfolk,	was	married	at	twenty,	had	a	vision	of	Christ	in	her	mental
illness	following	her	first	childbirth,	and,	after	early	failures	as	a
businesswoman,	saw	visions	and	heard	voices,	and	felt	herself	called	to	a
spiritual	life.	At	about	the	age	of	forty,	when	she	had	borne	fourteen	children,
she	persuaded	her	husband	to	join	her	in	a	mutual	vow	of	chastity,	and	then
embarked	on	an	eventful	life	of	pilgrimage	in	England,	Europe	and	the	Holy
Land,	visiting	both	great	and	humble	religious	figures	of	her	day,	ceaselessly
seeking	the	counsel	of	mystics	and	recluses.	Always	a	controversial	figure,	her
devotion	characteristically	expressed	itself	in	loud	weeping	and	cries,	which
often	divided	priests,	congregations	and	fellow	pilgrims	into	friends	or	enemies,
and	she	was	several	times	in	danger	of	being	burned	at	the	stake	as	a	heretic.
Towards	the	end	of	her	life,	she	dictated	in	an	account	of	her	travels	and	visions
her	spiritual	autobiography,	and	the	rediscovery	of	a	unique	manuscript	in	1934
restored	to	English	literature	the	earliest	form	of	autobiographical	writing	in
English.

B.	A.	WINDEATT	is	a	Fellow	of	Emmanuel	College,	Cambridge.



Botte	for	I	am	a	woman,	schulde	I	therfore	leve	that	I
schulde	nought	telle	yowe	the	goodenes	of	God?

Dame	Julian	of	Norwich,
Revelations	of	Divine	Love	(Shorter	Version)

For	trusteth	wel,	it	is	an	impossible
That	any	clerk	wol	speke	good	of	wyves,
But	if	it	be	of	hooly	seintes	lyves	…
By	God!	if	wommen	hadde	writen	stories,
As	clerkes	han	withinne	hire	oratories,
They	wolde	han	writen	of	men	moore
wikkednesse
Than	al	the	mark	of	Adam	may	redresse	…

Geoffrey	Chaucer,	‘The	Wife	of	Bath’s
Prologue’



Chronology

c.1373	Birth	of	Margery,	daughter	of	John	Brunham.
c.1393	Marriage	(aged	twenty	‘or	somewhat	more’)	to	John	Kempe	(ch.	1),
followed	by	the	first	of	fourteen	pregnancies,	eight	months	of	subsequent
illness,	‘three	or	four	years’	at	brewing	and	a	short	time	at	milling	(chs	1–2).

c.1409	Gives	up	eating	meat	(ch.	26).
c.1409–10	Prays	to	end	sexual	relations	with	her	husband;	this	is	granted	‘three
or	four	years	afterwards’	(ch.	3).

c.1411	Divinely	commanded	to	go	to	Rome,	Jerusalem	and	Santiago	de
Compostela,	two	years	before	departing	(ch.	15).

c.1413	Arrival	of	the	young	priest	who	reads	to	her	from	the	Bible	and	‘many	a
good	book	of	high	contemplation’	over	a	period	of	seven	or	eight	years	(chs
58,	60).

1413	Summoned	before	the	Bishop’s	officers	in	Norwich	and	supported	by
Richard	of	Caister	(d.	1420),	seven	years	before	his	death	(ch.	17).	Her	visits
in	Norwich	to	William	Southfield	(d.	1414)	and	Julian	of	Norwich	(d.	after
1416)	presumably	occur	at	this	period	(ch.	18).	Her	visit	to	Canterbury	must
date	from	before	the	death	in	1416	of	John	Kynton,	whom	she	encountered
there	(ch.	13).
June:	Visits	York	and	Bridlington.
23	June:	Agreement	with	her	husband	to	end	their	sexual	relations.
Summer:	Interview	with	Philip	Repingdon,	Bishop	of	Lincoln	(ch.	15).
Summer/autumn:	Interview	at	Lambeth	with	Thomas	Arundel,	Archbishop

of	Canterbury	(ch.	16).	Death	(before	16	October)	of	her	father,	John
Brunham.
Autumn?:	Leaves	Lynn	for	the	Holy	Land;	winter	in	Venice,	where	she

stays	‘thirteen	weeks’	(ch.	27).
1414	Spring:	Sails	from	Venice	for	the	Holy	Land.	On	Mount	Calvary	the	first
of	her	episodes	of	weeping	and	crying	out,	said	to	recur	over	a	period	of	ten
years	(ch.	57).
1	August:	Visits	the	chapel	of	the	Portiuncula	in	Assisi	(ch.	31).



7	October:	Visits	the	chapel	of	St	Bridget	in	Rome	(ch.	39).
9	November:	Her	mystical	marriage	to	the	Godhead	in	the	Church	of	the

Holy	Apostles	in	Rome	(ch.	35).
1415	After	Easter:	Leaves	Rome	(ch.	42).

12–17	May?:	In	Middelburg	(ch.	42).
21	May	or	earlier?:	Arrives	in	Norwich	(ch.	43).
Trinity	Sunday	(26	May):	Receives	communion,	dressed	all	in	white,	in

Norwich	(ch.	44).
1417	Around	7	July:	Embarks	at	Bristol	for	Santiago	de	Compostela	(ch.	45).

Early	August:	Returns	to	Bristol	from	Santiago	(ch.	45).
August–September:	Trial	and	detention	at	Leicester	(chs	46–9).	In	York	by

7	September	(ch.	50)?	Her	trials	in	York,	Cawood	and	Beverley	follow.
Subsequently	in	London	‘a	long	time’	(ch.	55).

1418	Returns	to	Lynn?
c.1418–26	Eight	years	of	ill	health	(ch.	56).
1418–22	Experiences	revelations	about	who	would	be	Prior	of	Lynn	(ch.	71).
1420	Visits	grave	in	Norwich	of	Richard	of	Caister	(d.	29	March	1420),	said	to
have	recently	died	(ch.	60),	to	pray	for	the	young	priest	who	has	now	been
reading	to	her	over	a	period	of	seven	years	but	who	has	fallen	ill.

c.1420	Arrival	in	Lynn	of	the	Franciscan	friar	who	objects	to	her	crying	(ch.	61).
1421	23	January:	The	great	fire	at	Lynn	(ch.	67).
1426	Chapels	of	St	Nicholas	and	St	James,	Lynn,	petition	to	administer	all	the
sacraments,	including	baptism,	marriage	and	purification	(ch.	25).

1431	12	June:	John	Kempe,	possibly	Kempe’s	son,	is	recorded	as	a	resident	of
Danzig.
Summer/autumn:	Her	son	and	husband	die	at	Lynn	(Book	II,	ch.	2).

c.1431–2	Her	feelings	prove	true	in	the	dispute	over	the	two	chapels	(ch.	25).
1433	2	April?:	Embarks	at	Ipswich	(Book	II,	ch.	3).

10–13	April?:	Spends	Easter	in	Norway	(Book	II,	ch.	3).
April–May:	Her	sojourn	in	Danzig,	Prussia	(Book	II,	ch.	4).	Describes

herself	as	‘about	sixty	years	of	age’	(Book	II,	ch.	5).
10–24	July:	Exhibition	of	the	four	holy	relics	at	Aachen	(Book	II,	ch.	7).

1434	29	July:	Arrives	at	Syon	Abbey	(Book	II,	ch.	10).
1436	23	July:	Priest	begins	to	rewrite	Book	I	(Proem).
1438	13	April:	Admission	of	one	Margery	Kempe	to	the	Guild	of	the	Trinity	at
Lynn	(further	mentioned	22	May	1439).
28	April:	Priest	begins	to	write	Book	II	(Book	II,	ch.	1).



Introduction

Kempe’s	Life	and	Book
The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	–	often	called	the	earliest	autobiography	in	English
–	is	an	extraordinary	text:	it	records	the	experience	of	a	married	woman,
housewife	and	mother	who,	in	the	face	of	criticism	and	challenge,	charts	her
own	way	in	life	as	a	visionary	and	holy	woman	in	the	early	decades	of	the
fifteenth	century.	The	Book	also	represents	a	remarkable	survival,	in	that	the	true
nature	of	Kempe’s	text	remained	unknown	for	centuries.	Only	in	1934	was	the
sole	surviving	manuscript	rediscovered	in	a	country	house,	the	property	of	an	old
Catholic	family,	the	Butler-Bowdons.	The	manuscript	had	last	been	recorded	at
the	end	of	the	Middle	Ages	in	the	library	of	the	Carthusians	of	Mount	Grace
Priory	in	Yorkshire,	where	it	was	annotated	by	readers	knowledgeable	about
mystical	experience.1 	Yet	if	her	Book	remained	unknown	in	the	intervening
centuries,	Kempe’s	name	and	supposed	identity	had	survived,	through	the
printing	by	Wynkyn	de	Worde	(c.1501)	of	extracts	from	the	more	devotional
parts	of	the	text	in	a	seven-page	quarto	pamphlet,	A	Shorte	Treatyse	of
Contemplacyon	taught	by	our	Lorde	Jhesu	Cryste,	or	taken	out	of	the	Boke	of
Margerie	Kempe	of	Lynn.2 	When	Henry	Pepwell	came	to	reprint	these	extracts
in	an	anthology	of	mystical	pieces	in	1521,	he	described	the	author	as	‘a	devoute
ancres’	(i.e.	anchoress,	or	recluse).	Upon	the	Book’s	rediscovery	in	the	1930s,
there	was	excitement	that	it	preserved	the	work	of	a	great	mystic,	perhaps
another	Julian	of	Norwich.	In	the	event,	the	Book	proved	very	different	from
Julian’s	Revelations,	and	the	unique	nature	of	Kempe’s	work	–	and	the
personality	it	records	–	continues	to	challenge	expectation	and	interpretation	to
this	day.	Never	quite	like	any	other	text	or	genre	–	and	as	indomitable	and
compelling	as	she	was	herself	–	this	is,	as	the	Proem	proclaims,	the	book	of	‘her
feelings	and	revelations,	and	her	form	of	living’	(p.	5).
Margery	Kempe	was	born	in	the	Norfolk	port	of	King’s	Lynn	(then	known	as

Bishop’s	Lynn)	in	around	1373,	the	daughter	of	John	Brunham	or	Burnham.	Her



mother	may	have	been	the	Isabelle	de	Brunham	who	appears	in	Lynn	records	at
that	time.	John	Brunham	held	many	influential	positions	in	Lynn,	serving	as
mayor	five	times	and	as	Member	of	Parliament	six	times	(see	ch.	2,	n.	3).	Lynn
was	a	prosperous	port	in	a	vibrant	international	trading	network	that	linked	port
cities	across	the	North	and	Baltic	seas.3 	At	the	age	of	twenty	‘or	somewhat
more’	(p.	11),	as	she	tells	us	–	and	so	sometime	after	1393	–	Margery	Brunham
was	married	to	John	Kempe,	whose	father,	like	Margery’s,	is	recorded	as	a
successful	Lynn	merchant	engaged	in	the	Baltic	trade.	For	part	of	her	married
life,	Kempe’s	home	was	probably	the	house	in	Fincham	Street	(now	New
Conduit	Street),	in	the	centre	of	Lynn,	recorded	as	belonging	to	her	husband.	For
the	first	twenty	years	of	her	marriage,	Kempe	was	occupied	with	fourteen
pregnancies.	Her	conversion	to	a	spiritual	life,	her	vegetarianism	and	her
aversion	to	sex	had	been	developing	for	some	years	before	her	agreement	with
her	husband	to	end	their	sexual	relations,	which	can	be	dated	to	June	1413,	when
she	was	about	forty	(ch.	11).	Around	this	time	begins	a	four-or	five-year	period
of	intensive	travel,	including	her	pilgrimage	to	the	Holy	Land	and	associated
stays	in	Italy,	her	pilgrimage	to	Santiago	de	Compostela,	her	travels	around
England,	and	her	investigations	for	heresy	at	York	and	Leicester.	In	Jerusalem,
on	Mount	Calvary,	begins	her	habit	of	clamorous	crying	out	or	shrieking,	a	form
of	behaviour	that	continues	for	ten	years.
After	her	period	of	travels,	eight	years	of	poor	health	at	home	in	Lynn	ensue,

probably	c.1418–26	(ch.	56),	and	during	this	time	Kempe	experiences	problems
with	a	Franciscan	friar	who	objects	to	her	crying	during	his	sermons	(ch.	61).
Few	other	events	in	the	narrative	can	be	firmly	dated	to	the	1420s,	apart	from	the
great	fire	at	Lynn	in	1421	(ch.	67)	and	Kempe’s	intuitions	about	who	would	be
the	next	Prior	of	Lynn	(ch.	71).	A	date	in	the	second	half	of	1431	is	likely	for	the
death	of	her	senile	husband,	whom	she	had	nursed	for	some	years	(Book	II,	ch.
2),	and	then,	probably	in	1433,	she	embarks,	aged	about	sixty,	on	her	last	great
adventure:	by	sea	to	Prussia,	returning	overland	(see	Chronology).	At	some
unspecified	point	prior	to	this,	but	probably	by	1431,	Kempe	has	had	her	book
written	up	for	her	by	an	amanuensis,	perhaps	her	son.	Upon	her	return	she	feels
driven	to	get	this	first	copy	rewritten	by	a	new	scribe	(this	is	undertaken	in
1436),	and	then	appends	a	short	second	book	(begun	in	1438)	about	her	1433–4
travels.	In	1438	there	is	a	record	of	one	Margery	Kempe	being	admitted	to	that
same	Trinity	Guild	of	which	her	father	had	been	an	alderman,	and	a	further	and
last	mention	of	her	in	Guild	records	for	1439.
Such	a	chronological	biography	of	an	individual	life	is	a	modern	convention,

but	the	Book	is	unconcerned	to	provide	one,	expressly	disclaiming	any	attempt	at
chronology,	blaming	Kempe’s	memory	and	distance	from	events	(pp.	6–7).



Although	the	Book	begins	chronologically	with	her	marriage	and	conversion,	the
first	twenty	years	of	Kempe’s	married	life	(and	so	half	the	time	span	represented
by	her	narrative)	have	been	compressed	into	a	few	episodes,	while	chapters
when	she	is	still	bearing	children	(chs	17,	21)	are	placed	after	the	chastity
agreement	with	her	husband	(ch.	11).	The	long	series	of	chapters	(26–55)	about
her	travels	to	Jerusalem,	Rome	and	Santiago,	followed	by	her	travels	around
England,	has	its	own	continuity	as	a	narrative,	yet	the	remainder	of	Book	I	(chs
56–89),	although	drawing	on	another	two	decades	of	life	at	home	in	Lynn,	is	not
structured	chronologically	but	in	patterns	of	trial	and	vindication.	Here	too	are
Kempe’s	extended	meditations	on	the	Passion	scenes	(chs	79–81),	which,
however,	are	later	(ch.	85)	attributed	to	the	period	before	she	went	to	Jerusalem,
just	as	the	events	of	chapters	24	and	25	long	postdate	her	visit	to	the	Holy	Land,
which	in	her	Book	they	precede.	There	is	constant	reversal,	in	a	structure
embracing	all	the	repetition	and	inconsequentialities	of	everyday	experience.	In
recording	her	quest	to	have	herself	and	her	insights	validated,	the	Book’s	form
embodies	something	of	the	disruptiveness	that	Kempe	represented	to	her	society.
Almost	all	the	dates	for	Kempe’s	life	depend	on	inference	from	the	periods	of

time	she	records	before	or	after	the	few	datable	historical	events	mentioned	in
the	Book.	The	likelihood	that	she	made	a	pilgrimage	to	Aachen	in	1433	(see
Book	II,	ch.	7,	n.	1)	is	one	such	key	date,	since	she	mentions	that	she	was	around
sixty	years	of	age	at	the	time,	thus	enabling	her	birth	to	be	dated	to	c.1373	and
her	marriage	aged	twenty	‘or	somewhat	more’	to	c.1393.	Other	fixed	points	are
provided	by	the	death	in	1420	of	Kempe’s	supporter	Richard	of	Caister	(ch.	17),
Henry	V’s	requisitioning	of	shipping	for	a	French	campaign	in	1417,	which
delays	Kempe’s	pilgrimage	to	Santiago	(ch.	44),	or	even	Kempe’s	mentioning
that	Midsummer’s	Eve	fell	on	a	Friday,	as	it	did	in	1413	(ch.	11).	The	Book
never	ascribes	dates	to	Kempe’s	experiences,	apart	from	the	1436	and	1438
dates	for	the	writing	of	the	two	books	(dates	probably	provided	by	the	priest	who
wrote	them	out).	Important	biographical	information	is	divulged	haphazardly.
Her	husband’s	first	name	emerges	early	on	(ch.	15),	but	that	her	married	name	is
Kempe	is	revealed	only	near	the	end	of	the	text,	in	recording	how	she	is
slandered	(p.	247).	The	name	of	her	father	–	and	hence	her	maiden	name	–	and
the	fact	that	she	has	had	fourteen	children	do	not	emerge	until	the	middle	of	the
first	book	when	she	has	an	interview	with	the	Bishop	of	Worcester	and	is	later
interrogated	for	heresy	at	Leicester	(pp.	111,	117).	The	Book	has	its	own
distinctive	method	in	recording	names	and	time.	The	text	refers	to	its	protagonist
in	the	third	person	as	‘this	creature’	and	although	it	records	her	being	addressed
as	‘Margery’	by	others,	the	Book	never	refers	to	her	by	name.	It	starts	with	the
aim	(later	abandoned)	of	concealing	the	identity	of	Lynn,	and	there	is	a	marked



avoidance	of	naming	individuals.	There	is	also	a	noticeable	absence	of	precise
references	to	time.	Instead,	the	Book	dates	episodes,	if	at	all,	in	relation	to	the
liturgical	calendar	in	unspecified	years	(‘the	Wednesday	in	Whitsun	week’,	p.
108).	The	aim	is	not	simply	to	anonymize	but	to	universalize	examples	and
lessons	for	any	reader.

Text	and	Authorship
The	story	of	how	the	Book	came	to	be	written	down	is	described	in	the	two
prefaces	and	the	last	two	chapters	of	Book	I.	The	Book	implies	that	Kempe
cannot	read	or	write,	although	in	part	this	may	represent	prudence	at	a	time	when
a	woman	reading	or	writing	might	have	been	suspected	of	heterodox	religious
beliefs.	Kempe	describes	herself	as	uneducated	(p.	130),	yet	she	is	far	from
illiterate.	After	a	lifetime	of	listening	to	sermons	and	the	liturgy,	having	books
read	to	her,	hearing	and	repeating	Bible	stories	and	other	moral	tales,	while
engaging	in	untold	hours	of	edifying	conversation	with	spiritual	advisers,
Kempe’s	aural	literacy,	a	kind	of	reading	through	hearing,	is	not	intellectually
passive.	Late	in	Book	I,	Christ	tells	her	‘whether	you	read	or	hear	things	read,	I
will	be	pleased	with	you’	(p.	219),	which	implies	that	she	had	gained	at	least
some	ability	to	read,	while	during	an	episode	in	church	she	is	described	as
holding	her	book	in	her	hand	(p.	25)	–	perhaps	a	primer	or	book	of	hours	in
which	she	could	at	least	follow	the	shape	of	the	service.	When	shown	the	Book
of	Life	(in	which	are	recorded	the	names	of	all	those	who	will	be	saved),	she
must	ask	the	angel	to	point	out	her	name,	although	this	may	be	because	she	is
unable	to	locate	it,	rather	than	unable	to	read	it	(p.	208).	The	Book	implies	that
Kempe	cannot	write:	a	master	of	divinity	writes	a	letter	for	her	(p.	48),	and	she
has	a	letter	written	to	her	husband	(p.	113).	This	was	not	unusual	since,	in
medieval	times,	writing	was	a	specialist	craft	and	a	laborious	one.	Most	letters
sent	by	women	of	the	Paston	family	–	a	wealthy	gentry	family	living	in	Norfolk
in	the	fifteenth	century	whose	correspondence	survives	–	were	written	for	them
by	secretaries.	When	Kempe	wanted	a	book	made	of	her	experiences,	she	would
need	the	services	of	a	secretary	or	amanuensis.
When	Kempe	records	(p.	38)	that	her	text	was	not	written	for	more	than

twenty	years	after	her	visit	to	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln	(probably	in	1413),	she
indicates	a	date	in	the	1430s,	not	specifying	the	first	or	revised	version	of	Book
I.	Since	her	first	amanuensis	is	described	as	English-born	but	settled,	married
and	with	a	child	in	Germany	(p.	5),	and	also	sufficiently	close	to	Kempe	for	him
and	his	wife	to	stay	with	her	while	writing	the	text,	it	is	tempting	to	identify	the



first	amanuensis	with	the	son	whose	visit	Kempe	describes	in	Book	II,	ch.	2.4
This	seems	highly	likely,	although	so	many	Lynn	traders	are	recorded	to	have
married	and	had	families	in	Danzig	(now	Gdańsk)	during	this	period	that	it	is	at
least	possible	that	this	man	was	another	relative	or	a	family	friend.	Kempe’s
failure	to	identify	this	amanuensis	as	her	son	might	simply	be	part	of	the	Book’s
tendency	to	withhold	names.	This	first	copy	is	now	known	only	from	Kempe’s
report	that	it	was	found	later	to	be	illegible	(pp.	5–6).	Its	illegibility	may	be
explained	by	the	son’s	being	ill	from	the	day	after	his	arrival	until	his	death
‘about	a	month’	later	(p.	229).	The	text	could	have	been	written,	or	begun,
during	the	son’s	previous	visit,	when	Kempe	records	how	she	‘opened	her	heart
to	him’	(p.	228),	although	he	is	not	mentioned	as	bringing	his	wife	with	him	on
this	earlier	visit.	The	hybrid	language	of	this	first	version	–	‘neither	good	English
nor	German’	(p.	6)	–	could	be	consonant	with	a	Lynn-born	merchant	settled	in
Danzig,	while	the	idiosyncratic	handwriting	and	spelling	might	reflect	a	writer
who	was	not	a	professional	scribe.	Indeed,	taking	down	anything	from	dictation
is	often	a	challenge	for	those	without	experience.	The	nature	and	extent	of	this
first	version,	and	how	much	of	it	survives	into	the	extant	text	that	is	professedly
based	on	it,	can	only	be	surmised.	For	all	the	faults	of	this	first	version,	Book	I
ends	with	a	tribute	to	the	first	writer,	who	is	acknowledged	to	have	recorded
accurately	the	substance	of	Kempe’s	meaning,	which	has	then	been	derived	from
that	version	into	the	present	book.
When	Kempe	shows	this	first	transcription	to	a	priest	of	whom	she	is	fond	–

probably	her	long-term	confessor,	Robert	Spryngolde	–	he	can	barely	decipher	it
(pp.	5–6).	The	Book’s	point	is	that	its	eventual	second	transcription	is
miraculous,	just	as	the	writing	of	other	medieval	women	visionaries’	texts	is
sometimes	described	as	miraculous.	Made	doubtful	by	hostility	towards	Kempe
in	Lynn,	the	priest	puts	off	trying	to	rewrite	this	first	version	for	‘four	years	or
more’	(p.	6),	but	when	he	commits	to	the	task,	his	initial	difficulties	with	his	own
eyesight	are	miraculously	overcome.	In	beginning,	the	priest	dates	his	prologue
to	July	1436,	and	hence	‘four	years	or	more’	after	the	first	version	written
probably	by	Kempe’s	son	before	his	death	in	c.1431.	How	Kempe’s	book	came
to	be	transferred	from	its	illegible	first	form	into	its	surviving	version	apparently
involved	the	priest	reading	the	first	version	aloud	to	Kempe	word	for	word	for
her	to	confirm,	before	writing	a	fresh	copy.	In	describing	her	own	role	in	this	as
‘she	sometimes	helping	where	there	was	any	difficulty’	(p.	6),	Kempe	may
imply	that	this	first	version	did	not	undergo	major	change	through	this	process,
although	its	substance	was	translated	into	more	standard	language	and	subjected
to	a	degree	of	textualization	and	clerical	influence.	Recording	Kempe’s	account
in	the	third	person	could	derive	from	an	amanuensis	familiar	with	the	recording



of	testimonies	in	legal	proceedings.	Related	incidents	have	been	catalogued
together	thematically	(‘it	is	written	down	here	for	convenience’,	p.	61),
needlessly	repetitious	testimony	is	expressly	not	recorded	(p.	57)	and
inappropriate	material	is	excluded	(‘indecent	words,	which	it	is	more	fitting	to
conceal	than	express’,	p.	117).	The	Book	does	not	report	whether	the	priest	read
back	to	Kempe	what	he	had	written,	for	her	to	check.	This	leaves	room	for
uncertainty	in	interpreting	some	features	of	the	extant	text	as	evidence	for	the
nature	of	Kempe’s	literacy,	including	scraps	of	untranslated	Latin,	various
clerical,	technical	and	bureaucratic	terms,	or	constructions	more	typical	of
written	language	than	speech.
Certain	sections	of	the	Book	are	evidently	contributed	by	the	amanuensis:	a

few	chapters	are	written	from	his	viewpoint,	while	the	two	prefaces	to	Book	I
and	the	opening	of	Book	II	have	a	clerical	tone.	Chapter	24	records	how	the
‘priest	who	wrote	down	this	book’	(p.	58)	was	cheated	because	he	ignored
Kempe’s	advice	but	followed	her	advice	in	avoiding	another	scam.	Chapter	25,
grouped	here	thematically	but	describing	events	long	afterwards,	tells	how	the
priest	was	impressed	by	Kempe’s	prescience	in	a	dispute.	Chapter	62	recounts
how	the	priest	lost	confidence	in	her.	The	accounts	in	these	chapters	are	narrated
by	the	amanuensis	against	himself:	his	mistaken	lapses	of	faith	in	Kempe	only
serve	to	endorse	her	eventually.	Elsewhere	the	priest	describes	incidents	where
Kempe	was	absent	(chs	57,	61),	although	such	events	could	have	been	included
through	discussion	with	her.	During	the	rewriting,	the	amanuensis	probably
needed	to	question	her	about	her	first	testimony,	revising	in	the	light	of	her
responses.	Indeed,	much	of	the	Book	may	derive	from	a	collaborative	process	of
the	priest’s	discussing	Kempe’s	recollections	with	her	as	he	transcribes	them.
Cross-referencing	forwards	(‘as	it	shall	be	written	afterwards’,	p.	63)	suggests
the	writer	shares	Kempe’s	sense	of	the	whole	text’s	content.	The	process	cannot
have	been	other	than	time-consumingly	laborious,	and	Kempe	reports	her
distress	at	being	kept	from	her	devotions	for	so	long.
The	importance	of	The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	as	one	of	the	major	early

works	in	English	by	a	woman	is	not	significantly	altered	by	understanding	the
contribution	of	her	amanuensis.	The	Book,	in	telling	the	tale	of	how	it	came	to	be
written,	makes	no	pretence	that	it	is	the	unedited	transcript	of	what	Kempe
dictated.	Kempe’s	account	has	undergone	a	degree	of	textualization,	but	in	a
process	more	akin	to	copy-editing	than	ghost-writing,	and	the	modern	norm	of
sole	authorship	should	not	mislead	Kempe’s	modern	readers	into	overestimating
the	contribution	of	her	amanuensis.	The	vigour	of	the	Book’s	narrative	as	a
reflection	of	the	vigour	of	Kempe’s	personality	suggests	that	in	her	Book	we
hear	recorded,	however	tidied,	much	of	the	accent	of	an	authentic	voice,	the



voice	of	a	medieval	Englishwoman	of	unforgettable	character,	undeniable
courage	and	unparalleled	experiences.

Foremothers
The	writing	of	the	Book	began	(p.	8)	on	the	day	after	the	feast	of	St	Mary
Magdalene	(22	July),	which	is	the	feast	of	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	(23	July),	thus
aptly	inscribing	into	the	opening	of	her	account	Kempe’s	devotion	to	a	biblical
and	a	modern	woman	saint,	and	foreshadowing	the	Book’s	pervasive	reference	to
both	ancient	and	more	contemporary	exemplars	of	female	sanctity:	virgin
martyrs,	penitent	sexual	sinners	and	married	women.	The	Book	associates
Kempe	with	such	early	virgin	martyrs	as	St	Margaret,	St	Barbara	and	St
Katherine	of	Alexandria	(pp.	54,	89,	211–12,	216),	and	with	penitent	sexual
sinners	such	as	St	Mary	of	Egypt	and	St	Mary	Magdalene	(p.	53).	For	Kempe,
Mary	Magdalene	is	a	model	and	rival:	the	saint	has	an	especially	close
relationship	with	Christ	and	his	mother;	she	is	witness	to	the	Crucifixion	and
Resurrection,	and	becomes	a	patron	of	the	gift	of	tears,	a	contemplative	and	an
evangelist	(see	ch.	21,	n.	3).	Kempe	receives	an	extraordinary	divine	reassurance
of	her	own	equality	with	Mary	Magdalene	in	Christ’s	affections	(p.	178).	Indeed,
she	not	only	identifies	but	almost	competes	with	Mary	Magdalene.	Yet	alongside
these	ancient	women	saints	are	much	more	recent	and	married	ones	such	as
Bridget	of	Sweden,	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	and	Mary	of	Oignies.
St	Bridget	(or	St	Bride)	of	Sweden	(1303–73)	and	‘Bride’s	book’	lie	behind

the	Book	in	ways	that	indicate	how	Kempe	found	in	the	life	and	revelations	of
the	visionary	Swedish	saint	a	model	to	emulate.5 	When	(in	ch.	20)	Kempe	sees
a	marvel	during	mass,	Christ	obligingly	tells	her	that	St	Bridget	never	saw	him
in	such	a	way,	but	that	he	speaks	to	her	just	as	he	spoke	to	St	Bridget.	For
Kempe,	Bridget’s	example	was	a	particularly	potent	one,	despite	some
dissimilarities	in	their	circumstances.	Bridget’s	social	status	was	altogether
grander	than	Kempe’s	middle-class	station	in	life,	for	the	saint	was	of	the	highest
rank	and	royal	descent	but,	like	St	Bridget,	Kempe	pursued	her	visionary
vocation	after	being	a	wife	and	mother	to	many	children.	Like	Bridget,	Kempe	is
given	to	frequent	confession	and	communion	(pp.	16,	21),	to	fasting	and	wearing
of	a	hair-shirt	(p.	17),	and	to	consultations	with	holy	men	(p.	5).	As	pilgrims,
both	women	journey	to	Santiago,	Aachen	and	the	Holy	Land;	in	Rome,	Kempe
seeks	out	people	and	places	associated	with	St	Bridget	(p.	97)	and,	like	the
Swedish	saint,	lives	a	life	of	voluntary	poverty	there	(p.	94).	Like	St	Bridget,
Kempe	has	a	vision	witnessing	Christ’s	Nativity	(p.	23)	and	perhaps



remembered,	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	in	Jerusalem,	that	St	Bridget
had	received	a	vision	of	Calvary	in	that	place	(p.	71).	Like	Bridget,	Kempe	has	a
bowlful	of	water	thrown	over	her	by	a	man	(p.	139),	and	is	advised	by	men	to
spin	rather	than	meddle	with	visions	(p.	132).	Each	saves	the	soul	of	a	wayward
son	who	predeceases	her	(pp.	225–9).	Bridget’s	greater	authority	eludes	Kempe
in	her	own	controversial	attempts	at	teaching	or	a	public	role	–	but,	like	St
Bridget,	Kempe	undergoes	a	mystical	marriage	to	the	Lord	which	endorses	her
vocation	(chs	35–6).	Defining	features	of	St	Bridget’s	life	–	her	transition	from	a
wife	and	mother	to	a	Bride	of	Christ,	her	pilgrimages,	her	visionary	experience,
her	dictation	of	her	revelations	and	prophecies	–	can	endorse	Kempe’s
experience,	and	be	endorsed	by	it,	for	St	Bridget’s	legacy	was	not
uncontroversial	during	Kempe’s	lifetime	(p.	97).	Texts	of	Bridget’s	revelations
reached	England	before	1400,	and	the	English	cult	of	St	Bridget	and	the
influence	of	her	life,	visions	and	devotions	were	extensive.	In	this	the
Bridgettine	house	of	Syon	Abbey,	which	Kempe	visits	(Book	II,	ch.	10),	was
pivotal.
But	St	Bridget	was	not	the	only	visionary	woman	brought	to	Kempe’s

attention	by	her	clerical	supporters.	When	her	amanuensis’s	confidence	in
Kempe	is	undermined	by	hostility	in	Lynn	to	her	crying,	another	cleric	alerts
him	to	the	example	of	Mary	of	Oignies	–	a	Beguine	or	member	of	a	lay
sisterhood,	devoted	to	prayer	and	good	works	–	and	her	gift	of	uncontrollable
tears	(ch.	62).6 	Mary	of	Oignies	(d.	1213),	born	to	wealthy	parents	in	Brabant,
was	married	off	at	fourteen	despite	feeling	herself	called	to	a	religious	life,	but
she	persuaded	her	husband	to	live	chastely	and	they	devoted	themselves	to
nursing	lepers.	She	led	a	life	of	great	austerity	and	holiness,	eventually	retreating
to	live	as	a	hermit	in	a	cell	next	to	the	monastery	at	Oignies,	where	she	died.
Mary	had	visions	and	ecstasies,	was	especially	devoted	to	the	Passion	of	Christ
and	the	Eucharist,	and	had	the	gift	of	prophecy.	Like	Kempe,	she	wears	white
garments,	does	not	eat	meat	and	is	assured	by	the	Holy	Spirit	that	she	will	pass
straight	to	paradise	and	spend	no	time	in	purgatory.	Like	Kempe,	she	has	a
vision	of	the	sacrament	or	Host	(bread	consecrated	at	communion)	as	it	is	held
between	the	priest’s	hands	at	mass,	and	at	Candlemas	she	has	a	vision	of	the
Presentation	of	Christ	in	the	Temple.	Like	Kempe,	Mary	is	so	‘drunk	with
charity’	that	she	is	sometimes	unaware	of	the	passing	of	time.7 	Confessing
frequently,	she	is	so	overcome	with	contrition	that	she	has	to	cry	out	like	a
woman	in	labour	and	will	fall	down	in	a	swoon	at	mention	of	Christ’s	Passion.
Above	all,	Mary	has	the	gift	of	tears:	if	she	tries	to	restrain	them,	they	only
increase.	Immediately	relevant	to	Kempe’s	problems	with	a	hostile	Franciscan



friar,	Mary	is	asked	by	a	priest	to	stop	her	weeping	and	sobbing	in	church.	This
very	same	incident	from	Mary’s	life	is	later	cited	in	support	of	Kempe’s	crying
by	another	of	her	clerical	friends	(ch.	68).	Kempe’s	amanuensis	also	cites	the
crying	of	St	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	in	support	of	Kempe’s	crying,	alluding	to	the
sobs	and	clamorous	cries	that	accompany	Elizabeth’s	devotions	in	the	English
version	of	her	Revelations	(ch.	62).8 	There	were	also	other	parallels.	Like
Kempe,	Elizabeth	is	divinely	assured	of	the	remission	of	her	sins,	and	sees
herself	as	handmaid	to	the	Virgin	Mary,	who	promises	Elizabeth	her	reward
from	the	scorn	and	detraction	she	endures.	Like	Kempe,	Elizabeth	confesses
frequently,	St	John	the	Evangelist	acts	as	her	confessor	and	Elizabeth	is	assured
that	what	is	revealed	to	her	surpasses	the	authority	of	any	cleric.
As	with	the	Revelations	of	Elizabeth	of	Hungary,	the	biography	of	Mary	of

Oignies	by	her	confessor	Jacques	de	Vitry	(c.1160–1244)	had	been	translated
into	English	and	is	found	in	a	Carthusian	manuscript	(Oxford,	Bodleian	Library,
MS	Douce	114),	along	with	the	translated	lives	of	two	other	remarkable	Low
Countries	holy	women	and	a	brief	account	of	the	great	visionary	St	Catherine	of
Siena	(1347–80).9 	The	Book	provides	no	evidence	that	Kempe	knew	of	these
other	holy	women,	but	the	existence	of	this	manuscript	collection	of	their	lives	in
English,	together	with	the	readiness	of	two	of	Kempe’s	clerical	friends	to	cite
from	one	of	the	lives,	indicates	just	how	accessible	were	these	examples	of
continental	visionary	women	to	those	in	England	engaged	with	meditation	and
contemplation,	and	how	Kempe’s	possible	acquaintance	with	more	such	material
than	the	Book	mentions	explicitly	can	never	be	excluded.
Kempe	twice	recalls	having	read	to	her	the	same	crucial	four	books:	‘St

Bride’s	book,	Hilton’s	book,	Bonaventure’s	Stimulus	Amoris,	Incendium	Amoris
and	others	similar’	(p.	145;	see	also	p.	43).	The	first	is	St	Bridget’s	revelations,
with	her	life.	By	‘Hilton’s	book’	Kempe	presumably	means	The	Scale	of
Perfection	by	Walter	Hilton	(c.1343–96),	the	first	part	of	which,	written	for	an
anchoress,	is	an	introduction	to	contemplative	life.10 	Sometimes	found	with	the
Scale,	and	of	great	potential	interest	to	Kempe,	is	Hilton’s	Epistle	on	the	Mixed
Life,	a	guide	for	lay	people	on	pursuing	the	contemplative	life	while	still	in	the
active	life	of	this-worldly	occupations.11 	Some	of	the	Book’s	diction,	together
with	Kempe’s	experience	of	an	inward	fire	(see	ch.	35,	n.	9),	reflect	the
influence	of	Richard	Rolle	(d.	1349),	widely	revered	in	England	as	a	saint	until
the	Reformation,	whose	Incendium	Amoris	(‘The	Fire	of	Love’),	written	in
Latin,	offers	a	guide	to	the	spiritual	life,	shot	through	with	Rolle’s
autobiographical	vividness	and	written	very	much	from	within	the	continuing
experience	of	a	fervent	mystic.12 	When	Kempe	likens	Christ’s	wounded	body	to



a	dove-cote	full	of	openings	(p.	72),	she	borrows	from	one	of	Rolle’s
Meditations	on	the	Passion	and	shows	her	attachment	to	the	tradition	of	tenderly
affective	meditation	on	the	humanity	of	Christ	popularized	by	the	immensely
influential	fourteenth-century	Meditationes	Vitae	Christi	(‘Meditations	on	the
Life	of	Christ’).13 	The	Stimulus	Amoris,	like	the	Meditationes,	often	wrongly
attributed	to	St	Bonaventure	(1221–74),	comprises	a	series	of	such	meditations
on	the	Passion	followed	by	a	treatise	on	the	spiritual	life	and	contemplation,
completed	by	some	devout	meditations.	The	second	chapter,	to	which	Kempe
particularly	refers	(pp.	155–6),	deals	with	‘compassion	for	Christ’s	Passion’.
Available	in	an	English	version,	The	Prick	of	Love,	often	attributed	to	Walter
Hilton,	the	Stimulus	is	one	of	many	instances	of	the	ready	availability	and
consumption	in	later	medieval	England	of	English	translations	of	works	of
contemplative	interest.	As	the	Book	implies,	the	content	of	such	works	circulated
not	only	by	reading	but	through	discussion	among	networks	of	the	like-minded,
just	as	Kempe	visits	Julian	of	Norwich	to	share	her	experience	of	meditation,
contemplation,	divine	locutions	and	‘many	wonderful	revelations	…	for	the
anchoress	was	expert	in	such	things	and	could	give	good	advice’	(p.	45).

Seeing	and	Hearing	God
Kempe’s	life	is	validated	for	her	by	her	‘feelings	and	revelations’,	her	reception
of	special	insights	and	intuitions,	both	visual	and	auditory,	received	from	Christ.
Most	of	her	visions	are	inspired	by	scriptural	material	and	follow	medieval
traditions	of	meditation,	in	which	the	devout	were	encouraged	not	only	to
visualize	Gospel	episodes	but	to	recreate	them	imaginatively	in	their	mind’s	eye,
even	participating	themselves	in	the	scenes	like	actors	taking	on	roles	and
extemporizing.	In	meditation,	Gospel	incidents	might	be	embroidered	with
imaginative	licence	as	a	route	to	deeper	moral	understanding,	for	such
meditative	empathy	was	itself	prompted	by	grace.	For	the	Meditationes	Vitae
Christi	any	fictionality	in	such	reimagined	episodes	was	of	less	concern	than
their	larger	truth	to	the	spirit	of	the	Gospel	for	‘you	must	not	believe	that	all
things	said	and	done	by	Him	on	which	we	may	meditate	are	known	to	us	in
writing’.14 	Instead,	‘for	the	sake	of	greater	impressiveness’,	the	Meditationes
encourage	a	reimagining	of	Gospel	episodes	‘as	they	occurred	–	or	as	they	might
have	occurred,	according	to	the	devout	belief	of	the	imagination	and	the	varying
interpretation	of	the	mind’.	If	what	the	Meditationes	describe	of	Christ’s	life
‘cannot	be	demonstrated	by	the	scriptures,	you	must	consider	it	only	as	a
requirement	of	devout	contemplation.	Take	it	as	if	I	had	said,	“Suppose	that	this



is	what	the	Lord	Jesus	said	and	did	…”.’15 	So	the	Meditationes	enjoy	imagining
angels	witnessing	the	Nativity	‘regardless	of	the	truth	of	the	matter’,	and
comment	on	the	childhood	of	Christ:	‘I	have	given	you	the	occasion	and	you	can
enlarge	on	it	and	follow	it	as	you	please.’16 	The	Meditationes	acknowledge	that
the	Crucifixion	is	represented	in	different	ways	and	can	be	contemplated	in
alternative	versions	‘if	this	suits	you	better’.17 	Many	homely	domestic	touches
are	imagined,	as	when	angels	offer	Christ	angelic	food	after	he	has	fasted	for
forty	days,	but	what	he	really	fancies	is	his	mother’s	cooking.18 	Such	is	the
context	behind	Kempe’s	reported	visions	of	the	Nativity	and	the	Passion,	where
her	own	imagined	participation	in	biblical	events	realizes	for	her	a	newly
experienced	way	of	knowing	them.	In	her	mind’s	eye,	Kempe	steps	through	the
frame	and	into	the	picture,	imagining	a	role	for	herself	providing	a	woman’s
practical	help	to	the	Virgin	at	the	birth	of	Christ	and	during	his	Passion.	When
Kempe	envisions	herself	taking	Mary	home	after	the	Crucifixion	and	making	her
a	hot	drink	(p.	197),	she	is	following	minutely	the	Meditationes’
recommendation	on	how	to	imagine	oneself	a	participant	after	the	Passion
(‘comfort	her,	so	that	she	may	eat	a	little’19 ).	Kempe’s	visions	of	herself	playing
roles	within	the	Nativity	and	Passion	scenes	are	not	just	some	egotistical
intrusion,	writing	herself	into	the	Gospel	episodes,	but	faithfully	follow	the
Meditationes’	advice:	‘if	you	wish	to	profit,	you	must	be	present	at	the	same
things	that	Christ	did	and	said.’20 	With	her	heightened	imagination	Kempe	is
able	throughout	her	Book	to	step	into	the	life	of	Christ	and	out	again.	Those
constantly	recollected	scenes	of	his	life,	reinforced	in	her	mind’s	eye	by	her
visits	to	the	Holy	Land,	form	a	kind	of	extra	life	concurrent	with	her	own	and
which	she	sees	suffused,	superimposed,	simultaneous	with	the	world	of	ordinary
streets	and	rooms,	or	humble	mothers	nursing	their	children,	where	she	hears
Christ	saying:	‘This	place	is	holy’	(p.	96).
Hearing	voices	proves	even	more	pervasive	and	significant	than	visions	for

Kempe.	A	suspicious	monk	challenges	her	with	‘I	hear	it	said	that	God	speaks	to
you’	(p.	30),	and	in	the	Holy	Land	a	friar	asks	‘if	that	was	the	Englishwoman
who,	they	had	heard	tell,	spoke	with	God’	(p.	76).	Kempe	tells	both	Archbishop
Arundel	and	Julian	of	Norwich	how	Christ	converses	with	her	soul	(pp.	40,	45),
and	she	lists	certain	spiritual	books	to	make	the	point	that	none	speaks	so
exaltedly	as	the	holy	conversations	she	experiences	inwardly	(p.	43).	The	Book
declares	that	‘she	firmly	and	steadfastly	believed	that	it	was	God	that	spoke	in
her	soul’	(p.	216),	since	Christ’s	conversations	with	her	are	so	encouraging	and
empowering.	The	Book	records	her	inner	life	in	the	form	of	almost	habitual
colloquies	with	Christ,	and	more	occasionally	with	God,	the	Virgin	Mary	and



various	saints.	Some	of	this	dialogue	is	declared	inexpressible	(p.	74)	and,	while
joyful,	impels	Kempe	to	sobbing	and	collapse.	Other	holy	conversation	is	heard
as	clearly	as	one	friend	addressing	another	in	bodily	speech	–	so	it	is	both
ordinary	and	extraordinary	–	although	Kempe	(or	her	amanuensis)	is	careful	to
locate	such	converse	as	occurring	‘in	her	soul’	or	‘in	her	mind’.	Whereas
Kempe’s	recorded	visionary	experience	is	clustered	in	certain	parts	of	the	Book,
her	experience	of	prayerful	dialogue	with	Christ	is	recurrent	throughout	the	text.
Indeed,	it	is	these	inner	conversations	which	come	to	constitute	the	reality	of
Kempe’s	spiritual	life.	Christ’s	sitting	on	the	edge	of	her	bed	and	speaking	to	her
is	the	start	of	her	conversion	(p.	12),	later	spurred	by	hearing	the	melody	of
heaven	(p.	15);	for	years	she	hears	harmonious	sounds	and	sweet	birdsong	(pp.
92,	220).	For	Christ’s	conversing	with	her	in	inward	voices	to	become	so
habitual	is	itself	a	token	of	just	how	extraordinary	is	Kempe’s	mentality,	and
how	focused	she	is	on	the	inner	life,	to	which	outward	experience	becomes	only
a	distraction.	At	times	there	are	brief	exchanges	in	which	Christ	voices	specific
instruction	or	advice,	enabling	her	to	fulfil	her	role	as	prophet	and	pundit.	At
other	times	Christ’s	speeches	comprise	a	whole	chapter	or	more,	often	with
remarkable	assurances	of	his	exceptional	favour,	and	even	rehearsing	and
celebrating	to	Kempe	aspects	of	her	career.	Modern	criticisms	that	Kempe’s
Christ	sounds	insufficiently	divine	or	even	banal	are	quite	beside	the	point.	The
Book’s	peculiar	authenticity	lies	in	recording	the	Christ	that	Kempe’s	mind	was
attuned	to	hear	speaking.	If	Christ	in	the	Book	sounds	like	one	of	Kempe’s
confessors	or	other	clerical	supporters,	this	is	all	the	more	revealing	of	how	one
medieval	‘Englishwoman	…	spoke	with	God’.

Being	Margery	Kempe
What	was	it	like	to	be	Margery	Kempe?	Her	identity	was	shaped	by	her	birth
into	the	merchant	elite	of	one	of	the	most	successful	English	ports	of	her	day,
connected	to	a	wide	international	network.	During	his	career	her	father,	John
Brunham,	was	the	single	most	influential	person	in	the	governance	and	civic	life
of	Lynn.	Kempe’s	childhood	is	likely	to	have	been	set	against	a	backdrop	of	her
father	running	both	his	business	and	his	political	affairs	from	home:	Lynn
merchants’	homes	often	combined	dwelling-house	and	warehouse.	Evidence	is
lacking	for	what	education	the	daughter	of	such	a	merchant	might	have	received.
Kempe’s	sense	of	identity,	witnessed	by	her	responses	to	the	Mayor	of	Leicester
(p.	113),	was	evidently	shaped	by	staunch	pride	in	her	father’s	status	and
achievements.	Although	he	held	office	as	chamberlain	of	Lynn	in	1394–5,	her



husband	never	achieved	equivalent	success,	and	Kempe	felt	she	had	married
somewhat	beneath	herself	(p.	13).	In	her	middle	and	later	years,	Kempe
apparently	experienced	reduced	circumstances:	ready	money	is	a	problem,	and
after	her	father’s	death	she	is	no	longer	near	the	centre	of	influence	in	the	town’s
ruling	elite.	Kempe’s	spiritual	life	as	an	outsider	is	chosen	and	constructed,	yet
in	many	ways	she	remains	the	mayor’s	daughter,	dealing	firmly	with	everyone,
and	imagining	herself	a	patron	and	benefactor	(p.	205).
From	early	adulthood,	Kempe	knows	herself	called	to	live	out	a	singular

vocation.	The	Book	records	the	extraordinary	divine	assurances	given	to	Kempe
regarding	her	special	favour	with	God:	she	should	ask	what	she	wishes	because
she	shall	have	it	(pp.	24,	143);	she	is	assured	that	her	sins	are	forgiven,	that	she
will	go	neither	to	hell	nor	to	purgatory	but	at	death	pass	straight	to	heaven	(p.
20).	Promises	that	her	only	experience	of	purgatory	will	be	in	the	tribulations
and	slanders	of	this	world	are	recurrent	(pp.	54,	158,	187).	Such	a	soul	cannot	be
damned	or	separated	from	God	(p.	93),	was	always	to	be	one	of	the	elect	(p.	33),
and	is	assured	of	special	grace	in	heaven	(p.	54)	and	of	God’s	love	(p.	91).	Christ
will	be	as	submissive	to	her	as	a	child	to	its	father	(p.	35).	Divine	favour	will	be
public:	Christ	promises	her	so	much	grace	that	the	world	will	marvel	at	it	(p.	21)
–	a	promise	echoed	by	the	Virgin	(p.	75),	and	repeated	(p.	158).	Christ	implies
that	one	day	Kempe	will	be	venerated	as	a	saint	in	her	own	parish	church	at
Lynn	(p.	158).	Kempe	is	divinely	promised	that	all	those	who,	believing	that
God	loves	her,	ask	her	for	any	wish	–	by	praying	to	her	as	to	the	virgin	martyr
saints	Katherine,	Margaret	and	Barbara	–	will	have	what	they	desire	(p.	55).	The
Book	closes	with	a	prayer	for	those	who	have	faith	in	Kempe’s	prayers	until	the
end	of	the	world	(p.	256).	Miracles	are	associated	with	her:	she	is	divinely
assured	(p.	26)	that	her	surviving	a	fall	of	masonry	in	church	is	a	miracle
performed	to	encourage	people’s	belief	in	her.	Her	travels	are	viewed	as
miraculous	(p.	41);	the	recovery	of	a	woman	mentally	disturbed	after	childbirth
and	the	extinguishing	of	a	fire	at	Lynn	are	both	reported	as	miracles	attributable
to	Kempe	(pp.	180,	165),	who	sees	herself	as	an	intercessor	with	God,	divinely
assured	that	by	her	prayers	many	hundreds	of	thousands	of	souls	will	be	saved
(p.	24),	and	that	those	who	hear	her	are	hearing	the	voice	of	God	(p.	27).
Kempe’s	sense	of	her	vocation	challenges	a	Church	and	society	which	lack

the	structures	to	channel	her	spiritual	ambitions.	Christ’s	warning	that	she	will
be	gnawed	at	by	detractors	like	a	rat	gnawing	at	a	dried	fish	(p.	21)	proves	all	too
true.	In	enduring	slander	and	abuse,	Kempe	sees	herself	re-enacting	a	kind	of
crucifixion	(p.	87).	To	withstand	such	abuse	is	a	vindication,	and	she	is	divinely
assured	that	the	more	contempt	and	reproach	that	she	endures	for	God’s	love,	the
better	God	loves	her	(pp.	83,	187).	She	is	abused	and	ridiculed	for	her	disruptive



screaming	and	weeping,	for	her	vocation	to	dress	all	in	white	and	for	her
vegetarianism.	She	experiences	such	hostility	regarding	many	aspects	of	her
behaviour,	but	she	encounters	particular	suspicion	about	whether,	as	a	woman,
she	usurps	the	clerical	role	of	preaching	or	is	even	guilty	of	heresy.
In	their	claim	to	special	access	to	God	through	revelation,	women	visionaries

implicitly	bypassed	the	conventional	authority	of	the	clergy.	Their	experiences
were	subject	to	intense	clerical	scrutiny,	informed	by	guides	to	the	‘discernment
of	spirits’,	discrimination	between	good	and	bad	spiritual	influences	which
identified	the	deceptive	and	delusory.21 	Kempe’s	impetus	to	communicate
unnerves	those	she	encounters,	at	a	time	when	the	English	Church	and	state	were
anxious	about	the	spread	of	the	Lollard	or	Wycliffite	heresy	which,	among	other
things,	promoted	study	of	scripture	in	the	vernacular	by	the	laity	and	allotted	a
significant	role	to	women	activists.	When	questioned	about	her	beliefs	(chs	48,
52),	Kempe	gives	wholly	orthodox	answers,	just	as	throughout	her	account	of
her	career	she	is	cleared	of	heresy,	and	archbishops,	bishops,	an	abbot	and	local
supporters	such	as	Richard	of	Caister	all	approve	of	her	‘feelings’.	Kempe’s
conventional	piety	regarding	pilgrimages	and	religious	images	and	her	devotion
to	frequent	confession	and	communion	are	the	reverse	of	Lollard	views.	But	if
her	professed	beliefs	when	interrogated	are	orthodox,	the	implications	of	her
anomalous	independence	as	a	kind	of	self-styled	holy	woman,	her	familiarity
with	scripture	and	readiness	to	exhort	and	edify	others	publicly	might	have
seemed	less	so,	and	she	is	repeatedly	threatened	with	being	burned	as	a	heretic
(see	ch.	13,	n.	6).	Kempe’s	quickness	to	rebuke	blasphemous	swearing	risks
confusion	with	Lollard	objections	to	the	swearing	of	oaths	(p.	40).	Her	readiness
to	refer	to	biblical	stories	and	texts	risks	confirming	popular	suspicions	of
Lollard	Bible-study	(pp.	32–3).	Her	incessant	chatter	on	pious	themes	is	readily
construed	as	a	woman’s	presuming	to	preach,	although	she	claims	simply	to	be
offering	edifying	conversation	(p.	128),	rehearsing	what	priests	have	told	her	(p.
34).	For	Kempe,	her	articulacy	as	an	uneducated	woman	in	answering	every
cleric	is	miraculous	endorsement	(pp.	38–9,	130,	138),	and	no	cleric	succeeds	in
condemning	her	mode	of	communicating	(pp.	159–60).	Indeed,	it	is	the	way	she
professes	and	performs	her	beliefs	rather	than	their	actual	content	that	causes	her
difficulties.	In	her	ten	years	of	uncontrollable	crying	out,	Kempe	pushes
conventional	devotion	to	Christ’s	Passion	towards	extremes	that	bring	her
opprobrium	and	ostracism.	Kempe’s	Book	gives	a	vivid	picture	of	living	in	a
society	racked	with	anxiety	over	true	and	false	belief,	and	its	individuality	lies	in
her	own	valiant	negotiation	of	what	she	can	do	and	say	as	a	woman	in	pursuit	of
her	convictions.
The	Book	begins	with	marriage	because	as	a	sexually	experienced	woman



Kempe	feels	irretrievably	excluded	from	the	perfection	attainable	in	virginity,	of
which	Christ	was	an	exemplar,	and	which	in	Christian	teaching	was	considered
more	spiritually	advantageous	than	chaste	widowhood	or	marriage.	If	her
fourteen	pregnancies	went	full	term,	Kempe	was	pregnant	for	half	her	first
twenty	married	years	(c.1393–1413).	Christ’s	assurance	to	her	–	while	she	is
pregnant	–	that	he	loves	her	as	much	as	any	virgin	is	electrifying,	implying	that
Kempe’s	sexual	experience	is	no	obstacle	to	her	spiritual	vocation.	The	will	to
chastity	restores	a	kind	of	willed	virginity	of	spirit	more	meaningful	than
medical	fact,	just	as	throughout	the	Book	more	generally	Kempe	is	assured	that
God	values	the	good	intention	as	much	as	the	deed	(pp.	213,	218).	Unable,	and
perhaps	unwilling,	to	withdraw	from	society,	Kempe	seeks	to	transcend	the
world	while	remaining	within	it,	with	all	the	strain	of	aspiring	to	a	more	perfect
life	in	an	imperfectible	world.	Pious	widows	might	vow	themselves	to	chastity
before	a	bishop	and	assume	an	acknowledged	form	of	quasi-religious	life,	but
this	is	unavailable	to	someone	still	married.	Kempe	longs	to	live	in	chastity	but
must	endure	her	husband’s	demands	for	sex	until	she	can	buy	him	off	by	settling
his	debts.	Her	subsequent	marriage	to	the	Godhead	fulfils	her	ambition	to	be	a
Bride	of	Christ,	and	she	is	always	candid	about	her	sexual	identity	and	desires
(pp.	16,	18–19,	147,	182–3).	She	grumbles	to	Christ	that	he	draws	her	to	a	life
more	suitable	for	maidens	(p.	52)	or	for	monks	and	priests	(p.	160),	and	her
singular	vocation	proves	a	lonely	one,	open	to	ridicule.	Kempe	nowhere	explains
the	significance	she	sees	in	dressing	all	in	white,	but	by	seemingly	laying	claim
to	purity	and	virginity,	she	appears	hypocritical	and	fraudulent,	as	if	falsifying
her	marital	status.	Her	claims	to	chastity	are	challenged	by	denigration	(p.	181),
by	threatened	rape	(p.	115)	and	by	gossip	that	she	is	a	loose	woman	(pp.	64,	105,
113).	Christ	invites	himself	into	her	bed	(p.	92),	but	Kempe	imagines	her
relationship	with	him	not	only	in	conjugal	and	erotic	terms	but	through	other
models	of	female	kinship	and	attachment	as	mother,	daughter	or	sister	(p.	35),
realizing	the	life	of	the	spirit	through	her	identity	as	a	woman.
Throughout,	Kempe’s	Book	records	moments	when	baffled	individuals,	not

knowing	what	to	make	of	her,	can	only	interpret	her	in	contradictions:	a	monk
declares	she	either	has	the	Holy	Spirit	or	the	devil	in	her	(p.	32);	some
bystanders	say	she	is	a	good	woman	and	some	deny	it	(p.	127);	the	Steward	of
Leicester	stops	groping	her,	saying	she	is	either	a	very	good	or	a	very	wicked
woman	(p.	115);	a	man	who	arrests	her	has	second	thoughts	when	he	hears	her
talk	and	asks	her,	if	she’s	ever	a	saint	in	heaven,	to	pray	for	him.	Quick	as	a
flash,	Kempe’s	response	is	to	hope	he’ll	be	a	saint	himself	(p.	132).



Reading	Margery	Kempe’s	Book
It	proves	easier	to	say	what	the	Book	is	not,	because	although	Kempe’s	accounts
of	her	experiences	converge	with	such	genres	as	medieval	pilgrimage	narratives
or	saints’	lives,	her	singular	focus	means	that	her	Book	is	only	patchily	definable
in	terms	of	those	genres.	Just	because	Kempe	goes	on	pilgrimage	does	not	mean
that	her	Book	much	resembles	pilgrimage	narratives.	The	text	shows	selective
interest	in	travel	as	experience:	in	one	sentence	Kempe	is	boarding	ship	in
Venice	and	in	the	next	she	is	within	sight	of	Jerusalem	(pp.	69–70);	at	one
moment	she	is	leaving	Rome	and	within	a	sentence	she	is	on	the	Dutch	coast
awaiting	a	crossing	to	England	(p.	102).	Her	pilgrimage	to	Santiago	de
Compostela	is	passed	over	briefly,	with	more	space	devoted	to	the	frustrations
before	departure,	since	overcoming	these	endorses	her	spiritual	purposes	(p.
112).	Although	Kempe	visits	cities	with	impressive	buildings	–	Assisi,	Rome,
Venice,	Jerusalem	–	she	describes	none	of	them;	she	passes	no	comment	(as
contemporaries	did)	on	the	near-ruinous	state	of	Rome	in	her	day,	or	the
discomforts	of	pilgrim	tours	of	the	Holy	Land.	Only	when	infirmity	turns
travelling	into	a	nightmare	does	Kempe	dwell	on	distance	and	delay,	in	her	very
different	travel	accounts	in	Book	II,	itself	a	poignant	narrative	of	old	age.	Unlike
most	pilgrim	narratives	–	which	rarely	include	much	personal	reaction	–
Kempe’s	inwardness	is	exceptional,	and	possibly	influenced	by	how	St	Bridget
of	Sweden	makes	her	Jerusalem	pilgrimage	part	of	her	spiritual	history.
If	Kempe	believes	she	will	be	venerated	as	a	saint	one	day	(p.	158),	is	her

Book	modelling	her	experience	on	saints’	legends	and	preparing	a	case	for
sainthood?	Her	tribulations	sometimes	seem	like	a	martyr’s	torments	updated	to
modern	times	in	reproach	of	contemporary	society,	while	her	prodigies	of
weeping	are	validated	by	their	resemblance	to	more	recent	holy	women	(chs	62,
68),	although	Kempe	feels	unheroic	about	actually	being	beheaded	(p.	34).
Kempe’s	interrogations	about	her	beliefs	recall	those	in	saints’	lives,	and	the
trauma	of	being	investigated	for	heresy	may	have	shaped	how	she	presented
herself	afterwards.	The	Book’s	unsettling	singularity	is	to	read	like	an
autobiographical	saint’s	life	–	an	‘autohagiography’	–	except	that	martyrs	do	not
usually	dictate	their	memoirs,	and	nor	is	their	sanctity	so	controversial	and
disputed.	These	are	the	recollections	of	a	would-be	saint,	showcased	by	herself
rather	than	written	after	her	death	by	a	hagiographer	making	a	case	for	her
sainthood.
What,	then,	is	the	Book	for?	Kempe	knows	herself	divinely	instructed	to	write

it,	but	with	what	design	on	its	readers	and	to	what	purpose?	The	Book’s	opening
words	declare	that	it	aims	to	give	comfort,	by	helping	understand	the	merciful



ways	of	the	divine,	all	of	whose	works	are	for	our	example	and	instruction	(p.	3).
Kempe’s	character	and	experience	may	seem	scarcely	imitable,	yet	when	she
records	how	Christ	ordains	her	to	be	a	mirror	(pp.	187–8),	she	evidently	sees
herself	as	an	example.	Kempe	would	not	judge	experience	worth	describing	for
its	own	sake,	unless	to	record	‘her	feelings	and	revelations,	and	her	form	of
living,	so	that	his	goodness	might	be	known	to	all	the	world’	(p.	5).	This
emphasis	on	‘her	form	of	living’	–	emulating	Richard	Rolle’s	epistle	of	guidance
for	recluses,	The	Form	of	Living	–	is	a	clue	to	how	the	Book’s	focus	is	less	on
chronicling	a	life’s	events	than	a	way	of	life,	representing	Kempe’s	mode	of
living	out	a	life	of	the	spirit	according	to	her	‘feelings’.	In	recording	something
habitual,	it	embraces	the	reiterative	and	discounts	the	chronological	and	linear,
and	the	Book’s	indifference	to	chronology	is	one	measure	of	its	authenticity	to
‘her	form	of	living’.
As	a	book	of	revelations	and	prophecies	–	in	vindication	of	the	visionary	and

prophetic	–	the	Book	is	structured	by	dialogue	and	conversation,	because	in	these
dictated	recollections	of	an	illiterate	person	it	is	by	means	of	key	exchanges	of
direct	speech	that	Kempe	has	memorized	past	experience.	Vividly	remembered
dialogues	are	her	inward	archive,	her	sources,	and	become	key	to	the	text,	and	to
reading	and	understanding	it.	Episodes	are	recounted	so	as	to	show	Kempe’s
answering	every	clerical	male	or	proving	her	foresights	true.	Extended	dialogues
with	Christ	give	her	Book	its	most	autobiographical	dimension,	in	expressing	her
inmost	hopes	and	uncertainties,	in	what	can	resemble	a	kind	of	stream	of
consciousness	as	she	gives	voice	to	doubts	and	anxieties.	The	contrast	between
the	outward	world	of	contemporaries’	scorn	and	mistrust	and	an	inner	world
where	Kempe	converses	easily	and	repeatedly	with	Christ	constructs	a	strong	if
lonely	continuity	of	purpose	and	self-awareness	throughout	the	Book.	Her
precise	memorization	of	past	conversations	is	suggested	by	her	report	of	her
meeting	with	Julian	of	Norwich.	This	has	an	impressive	authenticity,	in	that
what	Kempe	records	Julian	as	saying	rings	true	in	content	and	even	in	style	with
the	anchoress’s	writing.	Since	Kempe	was	unlikely	to	know	Julian’s	written
work,	her	memory	of	this	conversation	is	an	invaluable	witness	to	her	accuracy
in	recollecting	what	was	said	to	her	both	on	this	and,	by	implication,	on	other
occasions.
The	Book	remains	a	unique	survival,	which	resists	comparison	with	other

works	and	genres,	not	least	because	the	writing	has	so	much	in	it	of	the	life	it
seeks	to	present,	a	personality	that	still	compels	most	readers	to	move	beyond
exasperation	to	respect	and	admiration.	As	a	woman	both	entangled	in	the	world
and	beckoned	out	of	it,	at	one	moment	nursing	her	senile	and	incontinent
husband,	at	another	called	to	contemplation,	the	strains	and	challenges	of



Kempe’s	life	as	she	remembers	it	give	her	text	the	unevenness	of	living,	and
mean	that	her	Book’s	apparent	weaknesses	prove	its	strengths,	as	a	work
celebrating	human	memory	and	the	irrepressible	life	of	the	self.	For	in	so	far	as	it
records	what	is	in	its	own	way	a	triumphant	life,	the	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	is
a	joyous	book.



NOTES
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A	Note	on	the	Text

The	text	of	this	translation	is	based	on	the	sole	surviving	manuscript,	now	British
Library	Additional	MS	61823,	as	edited	by	Sanford	Brown	Meech	and	Hope
Emily	Allen,	Early	English	Text	Society,	original	series	212	(London:	Oxford
University	Press,	1940),	with	the	kind	permission	of	the	Early	English	Text
Society.	The	text	for	the	extracts	from	The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	that	form	A
Short	Treatise,	printed	in	c.1501	by	Wynkyn	de	Worde	and	translated	here	on
pp.	259–63,	is	based	on	the	copy	now	in	the	Cambridge	University	Library,	by
permission	of	the	Syndics.
The	work	is	untitled	in	the	manuscript	and	the	modern	title	of	‘The	Book	of

Margery	Kempe’	was	derived	in	the	1930s,	when	the	manuscript	came	to	light,
from	the	title	of	the	extracts	printed	by	Wynkyn	de	Worde.	The	text	in	the
manuscript	is	a	very	early	copy,	but	it	is	not	the	original	described	in	the	Proem
(p.	7)	since	it	does	not	contain	the	added	leaf	mentioned	there.	The	paper	of	this
manuscript	was	probably	made	in	Holland	in	the	1440s,	indicating	that	this	copy
was	made	within	ten	years	of	the	original,	which	describes	itself	in	Book	II	(p.
225)	as	being	under	way	during	1438.	The	scribe	who	wrote	out	the	main	text	in
the	language	of	Norfolk	gives	his	name	in	a	note	at	the	end	as	‘Salthows’,	very
possibly	the	Richard	Salthouse	who	became	a	monk	at	Norwich	Cathedral	Priory
in	1443	(see	Book	II,	ch.	10,	n.	8).	Bound	in	with	the	Book	is	a	letter	of	1440
sent	from	London	by	the	apostolic	notary	to	William	Bogy	(d.	1442),	Vicar	of
Soham	in	Cambridgeshire	(some	thirty	miles	south	of	Lynn),	granting	him	leave
to	draw	income	from	a	benefice	for	seven	years	while	pursuing	his	studies	at	a
university.	It	is	possible	(but	speculation)	that	it	was	through	this	priest’s	travels
that	this	copy	left	East	Anglia.	Before	the	Reformation	it	belonged	to	the	library
of	Mount	Grace	Priory	in	North	Yorkshire,	and	after	the	Reformation	it	was	in
the	possession	of	a	recusant	family.	Annotations	have	been	added	to	the
manuscript	in	four	pre-Reformation	hands.	For	a	digital	facsimile	of	the
manuscript,	see:	http://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Default.aspx
In	rendering	Margery	Kempe’s	Book	from	Middle	English,	the	present

translation	aims	to	give	a	readable	text	for	the	modern	reader,	while	remaining	as

http://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Default.aspx


close	as	possible	to	the	form	of	the	original.	In	the	translation,	the	syntactical
pattern	of	Kempe’s	text	has	been	kept	as	far	as	possible:	her	sentences	are	often
long	and	rather	loosely	connected,	and	some	of	her	most	recurrent	forms	of
connection	and	transition	are	simply	effected	by	‘and’	and	‘then’,	which	are
mostly	retained	here.	But	some	of	Kempe’s	characteristic	diction	–	including
such	terms	as	‘boisterous’	or	‘dalliance’	–	have	had	to	be	replaced	in	the	present
text,	because	of	their	altered	associations	for	the	modern	reader.	The	division
into	books	and	chapters	is	that	found	in	the	manuscript,	but	all	paragraphing	and
punctuation	is	editorial.



The	Proem

Here	begins	a	short	treatise	and	a	comforting	one	for	sinful	wretches,	in	which
they	may	have	great	solace	and	comfort	for	themselves,	and	understand	the	high
and	unspeakable	mercy	of	our	sovereign	Saviour	Jesus	Christ	–	whose	name	be
worshipped	and	magnified	without	end	–	who	now	in	our	days	deigns	to	exercise
his	nobility	and	his	goodness	to	us	unworthy	ones.	All	the	works	of	our	Saviour
are	for	our	example	and	instruction,	and	what	grace	that	he	works	in	any	creature
is	our	profit,	if	lack	of	charity	be	not	our	hindrance.
And	therefore,	by	the	leave	of	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	to	the

magnifying	of	his	holy	name,	Jesus,	this	little	treatise	shall	treat	in	part	of	his
wonderful	works,	how	mercifully,	how	benignly,	and	how	charitably	he	moved
and	stirred	a	sinful	wretch	to	his	love,	who	for	many	years	wished	and	intended
through	the	prompting	of	the	Holy	Ghost1 	to	follow	our	Saviour,	making	great
promises	of	fasts,	together	with	many	other	deeds	of	penance.	And	she	was
always	turned	back	in	time	of	temptation	–	like	the	reed	which	bows	with	every
wind	and	is	never	still	unless	no	wind	blows	–	until	the	time	that	our	merciful
Lord	Christ	Jesus,	having	pity	and	compassion	on	his	handiwork	and	his
creature,	turned	health	into	sickness,	prosperity	into	adversity,	respectability	into
reproof,	and	love	into	hatred.
Thus	with	all	these	things	turning	upside	down,	this	creature,2 	who	for	many

years	had	gone	astray	and	always	been	unstable,	was	perfectly	drawn	and	stirred
to	enter	the	way	of	high	perfection,	of	which	perfect	way	Christ	our	Saviour	in
his	own	person	was	the	example.	Steadfastly	he	trod	it	and	duly	he	went	it	once
before.
Then	this	creature	–	of	whom	this	treatise,	through	the	mercy	of	Jesus,	shall

show	in	part	the	life	–	was	touched	by	the	hand	of	our	Lord	with	great	bodily
sickness,	through	which	she	lost	her	reason	for	a	long	time,3 	until	our	Lord	by
grace	restored	her	again,	as	shall	be	shown	more	openly	later.	Her	worldly
goods,	which	were	plentiful	and	abundant	at	that	date,	were	a	little	while
afterwards	quite	barren	and	bare.	Then	was	pomp	and	pride	cast	down	and	laid



aside.	Those	who	before	had	respected	her,	afterwards	most	sharply	rebuked	her;
her	kin	and	those	who	had	been	friends	were	now	her	greatest	enemies.
Then	she,	considering	this	astonishing	change,	and	seeking	succour	beneath

the	wings	of	her	spiritual	mother,	Holy	Church,	went	and	humbled	herself	to	her
confessor,	accusing	herself	of	her	misdeeds,	and	afterwards	did	great	bodily
penance.	And	within	a	short	time	our	merciful	Lord	visited	this	creature	with
abundant	tears	of	contrition	day	by	day,	insomuch	that	some	men	said	she	could
weep	when	she	wanted	to,	and	slandered	the	work	of	God.
She	was	so	used	to	being	slandered	and	reproved,	to	being	chided	and	rebuked

by	the	world	for	grace	and	virtue	with	which	she	was	endued	through	the
strength	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	that	it	was	to	her	a	kind	of	solace	and	comfort	when
she	suffered	any	distress	for	the	love	of	God	and	for	the	grace	that	God	wrought
in	her.	For	ever	the	more	slander	and	reproof	that	she	suffered,	the	more	she
increased	in	grace	and	in	devotion	of	holy	meditation,	of	high	contemplation,
and	of	wonderful	speeches	and	conversation	which	our	Lord	spoke	and
conveyed	to	her	soul,	teaching	her	how	she	would	be	despised	for	his	love,	and
how	she	should	have	patience,	setting	all	her	trust,	all	her	love	and	all	her
affection	on	him	alone.4
She	knew	and	understood	many	secret	things	which	would	happen

afterwards,5 	by	inspiration	of	the	Holy	Ghost.	And	often,	while	she	was	kept
with	such	holy	speeches	and	conversation,	she	would	so	weep	and	sob	that	many
men	were	greatly	astonished,	for	they	little	knew	how	at	home	our	Lord	was	in
her	soul.6 	Nor	could	she	herself	ever	tell	of	the	grace	that	she	felt,	it	was	so
heavenly,	so	high	above	her	reason	and	her	bodily	wits;	and	her	body	so	feeble
at	the	time	of	the	presence	of	grace	that	she	could	never	express	it	with	her
words	as	she	felt	it	in	her	soul.
Then	this	creature	had	great	dread	of	the	delusions	and	deceptions	of	her

spiritual	enemies.7 	She	went	by	the	bidding	of	the	Holy	Ghost	to	many	worthy
clerks,	both	archbishops	and	bishops,	doctors	of	divinity,	and	bachelors	as	well.
She	also	spoke	with	many	anchorites,8 	and	told	them	of	her	manner	of	life	and
such	grace	as	the	Holy	Ghost	of	his	goodness	wrought	in	her	mind	and	in	her
soul,	as	far	as	her	wit	would	serve	her	to	express	it.	And	those	to	whom	she
confided	her	secrets	said	she	was	much	bound	to	love	our	Lord	for	the	grace	that
he	showed	to	her,	and	counselled	her	to	follow	her	promptings	and	her	stirrings,
and	trustingly	believe	they	were	of	the	Holy	Ghost	and	of	no	evil	spirit.
Some	of	these	worthy	clerics	took	it,	on	peril	of	their	souls	and	as	they	would

answer	to	God,	that	this	creature	was	inspired	with	the	Holy	Ghost,	and	bade	her
that	she	should	have	a	book	written	of	her	feelings	and	her	revelations.9 	Some



offered	to	write	her	feelings	with	their	own	hands,	and	she	would	in	no	way
consent,	for	she	was	commanded	in	her	soul	that	she	should	not	write	so	soon.
And	so	it	was	twenty	years	and	more	from	the	time	that	this	creature	first	had
feelings	and	revelations	before	she	had	any	written.	Afterwards,	when	it	pleased
our	Lord,	he	commanded	and	charged	her	that	she	should	have	written	down	her
feelings	and	revelations,	and	her	form	of	living,	so	that	his	goodness	might	be
known	to	all	the	world.10
Then	the	creature	had	no	writer	who	would	fulfil	her	desire,	nor	give	credence

to	her	feelings,	until	the	time	that	a	man	living	in	Germany11 	–	who	was	an
Englishman	by	birth,12 	and	afterwards	married	in	Germany	and	had	there	both	a
wife	and	a	child	–	having	good	knowledge	of	this	creature	and	of	her	desire,	and
moved,	I	trust,13 	through	the	Holy	Ghost,	came	to	England	with	his	wife	and	his
goods,	and	dwelt	with	the	said	creature	until	he	had	written	as	much	as	she
would	tell	him	in	the	time	that	they	were	together.	And	afterwards	he	died.
Then	there	was	a	priest	that	this	creature	had	great	affection	for,	and	so	she

talked	with	him	about	this	matter	and	brought	him	the	book	to	read.	The	book
was	so	ill-written	that	he	could	make	little	sense	of	it,	for	it	was	neither	good
English	nor	German,	nor	were	the	letters	shaped	or	formed	as	other	letters	are.
Therefore	the	priest	fully	believed	that	nobody	would	ever	be	able	to	read	it,
unless	it	were	by	special	grace.	Nevertheless,	he	promised	her	that,	if	he	could
read	it,	he	would	willingly	copy	it	out	and	write	it	better.
Then	there	was	such	evil	talk	about	this	creature	and	her	weeping,	that	the

priest	out	of	cowardice	dared	not	speak	with	her	but	seldom,	nor	would	write	as
he	had	promised	the	said	creature.	And	so	he	avoided	and	deferred	the	writing	of
this	book	for	nearly	four	years	or	more14 	notwithstanding	that	this	creature	often
entreated	him	about	it.	At	last	he	said	to	her	that	he	could	not	read	it,	and	for	this
reason	he	would	not	do	it.	He	would	not,	he	said,	put	himself	in	peril	over	it.
Then	he	advised	her	to	go	to	a	good	man	who	had	been	great	friends	with	him
that	first	wrote	the	book,	supposing	that	he	would	best	know	how	to	read	the
book,	for	he	had	sometimes	read	letters	written	by	the	other	man,	sent	from
overseas	while	he	was	in	Germany.15
And	so	she	went	to	that	man,	asking	him	to	write	this	book	and	never	to	reveal

it	as	long	as	she	lived,16 	granting	him	a	great	sum	of	money	for	his	labour.	And
this	good	man	wrote	about	a	leaf,	and	yet	it	was	little	to	the	purpose,	for	he	could
not	get	on	well	with	it,	the	book	was	so	badly	set	down,	and	written	quite
without	reason.
Then	the	priest	was	troubled	in	his	conscience,	for	he	had	promised	her	to

write	this	book,	if	he	could	succeed	in	reading	it,	and	he	was	not	doing	his	part
as	well	as	he	might	have	done,	and	so	he	asked	this	creature	to	get	the	book	back



as	well	as	he	might	have	done,	and	so	he	asked	this	creature	to	get	the	book	back
again,	if	she	fittingly	could.	Then	she	got	the	book	back	and	brought	it	to	the
priest	very	cheerfully,	praying	him	to	work	with	a	good	will,	and	she	would	pray
to	God	for	him,	and	gain	him	grace	to	read	it	and	to	write	it	as	well.
The	priest,	trusting	in	her	prayers,	began	to	read	this	book,	and	it	was	much

easier,	as	he	thought,	than	it	was	before.	And	so	he	read	over	every	word	of	it	in
this	creature’s	presence,	she	sometimes	helping	where	there	was	any	difficulty.
This	book	is	not	written	in	order,	every	thing	after	another	as	it	was	done,	but

just	as	the	matter	came	to	this	creature’s	mind	when	it	was	to	be	written	down,
for	it	was	so	long	before	it	was	written	that	she	had	forgotten	the	time	and	the
order	when	things	occurred.	And	therefore	she	had	nothing	written	but	what	she
well	knew	to	be	indeed	the	truth.
When	the	priest	first	began	to	write	this	book	his	eyes	failed,	so	that	he	could

not	see	to	form	his	letters	and	could	not	see	to	mend	his	pen.	All	other	things	he
could	see	well	enough.	He	set	a	pair	of	spectacles	on	his	nose,17 	and	then	it	was
much	worse	than	it	was	before.	He	complained	to	the	creature	about	his	troubles.
She	said	his	enemy	was	envious	of	his	good	deed	and	would	hinder	him	if	he
might,	and	she	bade	him	do	as	well	as	God	would	give	him	grace	and	not	give
up.	When	he	came	back	to	his	book	again,	he	could	see	as	well,	he	thought,	as	he
ever	did	before	both	by	daylight	and	by	candlelight.	And	for	this	reason,	when
he	had	written	a	quire	he	added	a	leaf	to	it,	and	then	he	wrote	this	proem	to	give
a	fuller	account	than	does	the	following	one,	which	was	written	before	this.18
Anno	domini	1436.



The	Preface

A	short	treatise	of	a	creature	set	in	great	pomp	and	pride	of	the	world,	who	later
was	drawn	to	our	Lord	by	great	poverty,	sickness,	shame,	and	great	reproofs	in
many	different	countries	and	places,	of	which	tribulations	some	shall	be	shown
hereafter,	not	in	the	order	in	which	they	befell,	but	as	the	creature	could
remember	them	when	they	were	written.
For	it	was	twenty	years	and	more	from	the	time	when	this	creature	had

forsaken	the	world	and	busily	cleaved	to	our	Lord	before	this	book	was	written,
notwithstanding	that	this	creature	had	much	advice	to	have	her	tribulations	and
her	feelings	written	down,	and	a	White	Friar1 	freely	offered	to	write	for	her	if
she	wished.	And	she	was	warned	in	her	spirit	that	she	should	not	write	so	soon.
And	many	years	later	she	was	bidden	in	her	spirit	to	write.
And	then	it	was	written	first	by	a	man	who	could	neither	write	English	nor

German	well,	so	that	it	could	not	be	read	except	by	special	grace	alone,	for	there
was	so	much	obloquy	and	slander	of	this	creature	that	few	men	would	believe
her.
And	so	at	last	a	priest	was	greatly	moved	to	write	this	treatise,	and	he	could

not	read	it	for	four	years	together.	And	afterwards,	at	the	request	of	this	creature,
and	compelled	by	his	own	conscience,	he	tried	again	to	read	it,	and	it	was	much
easier	than	it	was	before.	And	so	he	began	to	write	in	the	year	of	our	Lord	1436,
on	the	next	day	after	Mary	Magdalene,2 	after	the	information	of	this	creature.





BOOK 	 I



Chapter	1

When	this	creature	was	twenty	years	of	age,1 	or	somewhat	more,	she	was
married	to	a	worshipful	burgess	[of	Lynn]2 	and	was	with	child	within	a	short
time,	as	nature	would	have	it.	And	after	she	had	conceived,	she	was	troubled
with	severe	attacks	of	sickness	until	the	child	was	born.	And	then,	what	with	the
labour-pains	she	had	in	childbirth	and	the	sickness	that	had	gone	before,	she
despaired	of	her	life,	believing	she	might	not	live.	Then	she	sent	for	her
confessor,	for	she	had	a	thing	on	her	conscience	which	she	had	never	revealed
before	that	time	in	all	her	life.3 	For	she	was	continually	hindered	by	her	enemy
–	the	devil	–	always	saying	to	her	while	she	was	in	good	health	that	she	didn’t
need	to	confess	but	to	do	penance	by	herself	alone,4 	and	all	should	be	forgiven,
for	God	is	merciful	enough.	And	therefore	this	creature	often	did	great	penance
in	fasting	on	bread	and	water,	and	performed	other	acts	of	charity	with	devout
prayers,	but	she	would	not	reveal	that	one	thing	in	confession.
And	when	she	was	at	any	time	sick	or	troubled,	the	devil	said	in	her	mind	that

she	should	be	damned,	for	she	had	not	confessed	to	and	been	absolved	of	that
fault.	Therefore,	after	her	child	was	born,	and	not	believing	she	would	live,	she
sent	for	her	confessor,	as	said	before,	fully	wishing	to	confess	and	be	absolved	of
her	whole	lifetime,	as	near	as	she	could.	And	when	she	came	to	the	point	of
saying	that	thing	which	she	had	so	long	concealed,	her	confessor	was	a	little	too
hasty	and	began	sharply	to	reprove	her	before	she	had	fully	said	what	she	meant,
and	so	she	would	say	no	more	in	spite	of	anything	he	might	do.5 	And	soon	after,
because	of	the	dread	she	had	of	damnation	on	the	one	hand,	and	his	sharp
reproving	of	her	on	the	other,	this	creature	went	out	of	her	mind	and	was
amazingly	disturbed	and	tormented	with	spirits	for	half	a	year,	eight	weeks	and
odd	days.6
And	in	this	time	she	saw,	as	she	thought,	devils	opening	their	mouths	all	alight

with	burning	flames	of	fire,	as	if	they	would	have	swallowed	her	in,	sometimes
pawing	at	her,	sometimes	threatening	her,	sometimes	pulling	her	and	hauling	her
about	both	night	and	day	during	the	said	time.	And	also	the	devils	called	out	to



her	with	great	threats,	and	bade	her	that	she	should	forsake	her	Christian	faith
and	belief,	and	deny	her	God,	his	mother,	and	all	the	saints	in	heaven,	her	good
works	and	all	good	virtues,	her	father,	her	mother,	and	all	her	friends.	And	so
she	did.	She	slandered	her	husband,	her	friends,	and	her	own	self.	She	spoke
many	sharp	and	reproving	words;	she	recognized	no	virtue	nor	goodness;	she
desired	all	wickedness;	just	as	the	spirits	tempted	her	to	say	and	do,	so	she	said
and	did.	She	would	have	killed	herself	many	a	time	as	they	stirred	her	to,	and
would	have	been	damned	with	them	in	hell,	and	in	witness	of	this	she	bit	her
own	hand	so	violently	that	the	mark	could	be	seen	for	the	rest	of	her	life.	And
also	she	pitilessly	tore	the	skin	on	her	body	near	her	heart	with	her	nails,	for	she
had	no	other	implement,	and	she	would	have	done	something	worse,	except	that
she	was	tied	up	and	forcibly	restrained	both	day	and	night	so	that	she	could	not
do	as	she	wanted.
And	when	she	had	long	been	troubled	by	these	and	many	other	temptations,	so

that	people	thought	she	should	never	have	escaped	from	them	alive,	then	one
time	as	she	lay	by	herself	and	her	keepers	were	not	with	her,	our	merciful	Lord
Christ	Jesus	–	ever	to	be	trusted,	worshipped	be	his	name,	never	forsaking	his
servant	in	time	of	need	–	appeared	to	his	creature	who	had	forsaken	him,	in	the
likeness	of	a	man,	the	most	seemly,	most	beauteous,	and	most	amiable	that	ever
might	be	seen	with	man’s	eye,	clad	in	a	mantle	of	purple	silk,	sitting	upon	her
bedside,	looking	upon	her	with	so	blessed	a	countenance	that	she	was
strengthened	in	all	her	spirits,	and	he	said	to	her	these	words:	‘Daughter,	why
have	you	forsaken	me,7 	and	I	never	forsook	you?’
And	as	soon	as	he	had	said	these	words,	she	saw	truly	how	the	air	opened	as

bright	as	any	lightning,	and	he	ascended	up	into	the	air,	not	hastily	and	quickly,
but	beautifully	and	gradually,	so	that	she	could	clearly	behold	him	in	the	air	until
it	closed	up	again.
And	presently	the	creature	grew	as	calm	in	her	wits	and	her	reason	as	she	ever

was	before,	and	asked	her	husband,	as	soon	as	he	came	to	her,	if	she	could	have
the	keys	of	the	buttery	to	get	her	food	and	drink	as	she	had	done	before.	Her
maids	and	her	keepers	advised	him	that	he	should	not	deliver	up	any	keys	to	her,
for	they	said	she	would	only	give	away	such	goods	as	there	were,	because	she
did	not	know	what	she	was	saying,	as	they	believed.
Nevertheless,	her	husband,	who	always	had	tenderness	and	compassion	for

her,	ordered	that	they	should	give	her	the	keys.	And	she	took	food	and	drink	as
her	bodily	strength	would	allow	her,	and	she	once	again	recognized	her	friends
and	her	household,	and	everybody	else	who	came	to	her	in	order	to	see	how	our
Lord	Jesus	Christ	had	worked	his	grace	in	her	–	blessed	may	he	be,	who	is	ever
near	in	tribulation.	When	people	think	he	is	far	away	from	them	he	is	very	near
through	his	grace.	Afterwards	this	creature	performed	all	her	responsibilities



through	his	grace.	Afterwards	this	creature	performed	all	her	responsibilities
wisely	and	soberly	enough,	except	that	she	did	not	truly	know	our	Lord’s	power
to	draw	us	to	him.



Chapter	2

And	when	this	creature	had	thus	through	grace	come	again	to	her	right	mind,	she
thought	she	was	bound	to	God	and	that	she	would	be	his	servant.	Nevertheless,
she	would	not	leave	her	pride	or	her	showy	manner	of	dressing,	which	she	had
previously	been	used	to,	either	for	her	husband,	or	for	any	other	person’s	advice.
And	yet	she	knew	full	well	that	people	made	many	adverse	comments	about	her,
because	she	wore	gold	piping	on	her	headdress,1 	and	her	hoods	with	the	tippets
were	fashionably	slashed.2 	Her	cloaks	were	also	modishly	slashed	and	underlaid
with	various	colours	between	the	slashes,	so	that	she	would	be	all	the	more
stared	at,	and	all	the	more	esteemed.
And	when	her	husband	used	to	try	and	speak	to	her,	to	urge	her	to	leave	her

proud	ways,	she	answered	sharply	and	shortly,	and	said	that	she	was	come	of
worthy	kindred	–	he	should	never	have	married	her	–	for	her	father	was
sometime	mayor3 	of	the	town	of	N.,4 	and	afterwards	he	was	alderman	of	the
High	Guild	of	the	Trinity	in	N.5 	And	therefore	she	would	keep	up	the	honour	of
her	kindred,	whatever	anyone	said.
She	was	enormously	envious	of	her	neighbours	if	they	were	dressed	as	well	as

she	was.	Her	whole	desire	was	to	be	respected	by	people.	She	would	not	learn
her	lesson	from	a	single	chastening	experience,6 	nor	be	content	with	the	worldly
goods	that	God	had	sent	her	–	as	her	husband	was	–	but	always	craved	more	and
more.
And	then,	out	of	pure	covetousness,	and	in	order	to	maintain	her	pride,	she

took	up	brewing,7 	and	was	one	of	the	greatest	brewers	in	the	town	of	N.	for
three	or	four	years	until	she	lost	a	great	deal	of	money,	for	she	had	never	had	any
experience	in	that	business.	For	however	good	her	servants	were	and	however
knowledgeable	in	brewing,	things	would	never	go	successfully	for	them.	For
when	the	ale	had	as	fine	a	head	of	froth	on	it	as	anyone	might	see,	suddenly	the
froth	would	go	flat,	and	all	the	ale	was	lost	in	one	brewing	after	another,	so	that
her	servants	were	ashamed	and	would	not	stay	with	her.	Then	this	creature
thought	how	God	had	punished	her	before	–	and	she	could	not	take	heed	–	and



now	again	by	the	loss	of	her	goods;	and	then	she	left	off	and	did	no	more
brewing.
And	then	she	asked	her	husband’s	pardon	because	she	would	not	follow	his

advice	previously,	and	she	said	that	her	pride	and	sin	were	the	cause	of	all	her
punishing,	and	that	she	would	willingly	put	right	all	her	wrongdoing.	But	yet	she
did	not	entirely	give	up	the	world,	for	she	now	thought	up	a	new	enterprise	for
herself.	She	had	a	horse-mill.	She	got	herself	two	good	horses	and	a	man	to
grind	people’s	corn,	and	thus	she	was	confident	of	making	her	living.	This
business	venture	did	not	last	long,	for	shortly	afterwards,	on	the	eve	of	Corpus
Christi,8 	the	following	marvel	happened.	The	man	was	in	good	health,	and	his
two	horses	were	strong	and	in	good	condition	and	had	drawn	well	in	the	mill
previously,	but	now,	when	he	took	one	of	those	horses	and	put	him	in	the	mill	as
he	had	done	before,	this	horse	would	not	pull	in	the	mill	in	spite	of	anything	the
man	might	do.	The	man	was	sorry,	and	tried	everything	he	could	think	of	to
make	his	horse	pull.	Sometimes	he	led	him	by	the	head,	sometimes	he	beat	him,
and	sometimes	he	made	a	fuss	of	him,	but	nothing	did	any	good,	for	the	horse
would	rather	go	backwards	than	forwards.	Then	this	man	set	a	pair	of	sharp
spurs	on	his	heels	and	rode	on	the	horse’s	back	to	make	him	pull,	but	it	was	no
better.	When	this	man	saw	it	was	no	use,	he	put	the	horse	back	in	his	stable,	and
gave	him	food,	and	the	horse	ate	well	and	freshly.	And	afterwards	he	took	the
other	horse	and	put	him	in	the	mill.	And	just	as	his	fellow	had	done	so	did	he,	for
he	would	not	pull	for	anything	the	man	might	do.	And	then	this	man	gave	up	his
job	and	would	not	stay	any	longer	with	the	said	creature.
Then	it	was	noised	about	in	the	town	of	N.	that	neither	man	nor	beast	would

serve	the	said	creature,	and	some	said	she	was	accursed;	some	said	God	openly
took	vengeance	on	her;	some	said	one	thing	and	some	said	another.	And	some
wise	men,	whose	minds	were	more	grounded	in	the	love	of	our	Lord,	said	it	was
the	high	mercy	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	that	called	her	from	the	pride	and	vanity
of	this	wretched	world.
And	then	this	creature,	seeing	all	these	adversities	coming	on	every	side,

thought	they	were	the	scourges	of	our	Lord	that	would	chastise	her	for	her	sin.
Then	she	asked	God	for	mercy,	and	forsook	her	pride,	her	covetousness,	and	the
desire	that	she	had	for	worldly	dignity,	and	did	great	bodily	penance,	and	began
to	enter	the	way	of	everlasting	life	as	shall	be	told	hereafter.9



Chapter	3

One	night,	as	this	creature	lay	in	bed	with	her	husband,	she	heard	a	melodious
sound	so	sweet	and	delectable	that	she	thought	she	had	been	in	paradise.1 	And
immediately	she	jumped	out	of	bed	and	said,	‘Alas	that	ever	I	sinned!	It	is	full
merry	in	heaven.’	This	melody	was	so	sweet	that	it	surpassed	all	the	melody	that
might	be	heard	in	this	world,	without	any	comparison,	and	it	caused	this	creature
when	she	afterwards	heard	any	mirth	or	melody	to	shed	very	plentiful	and
abundant	tears	of	high	devotion,	with	great	sobbings	and	sighings	for	the	bliss	of
heaven,	not	fearing	the	shames	and	contempt	of	this	wretched	world.2 	And	ever
after	her	being	drawn	towards	God	in	this	way,	she	kept	in	mind	the	joy	and	the
melody	that	there	was	in	heaven,	so	much	so	that	she	could	not	very	well	restrain
herself	from	speaking	of	it.	For	when	she	was	in	company	with	any	people	she
would	often	say,	‘It	is	full	merry	in	heaven!’
And	those	who	knew	of	her	behaviour	previously	and	now	heard	her	talk	so

much	of	the	bliss	of	heaven	said	to	her,	‘Why	do	you	talk	so	of	the	joy	that	is	in
heaven?	You	don’t	know	it,	and	you	haven’t	been	there	any	more	than	we	have.’
And	they	were	angry	with	her	because	she	would	not	hear	or	talk	of	worldly
things	as	they	did,	and	as	she	did	previously.
And	after	this	time	she	never	had	any	desire	to	have	sexual	intercourse	with

her	husband,	for	paying	the	debt	of	matrimony3 	was	so	abominable	to	her	that
she	would	rather,	she	thought,	have	eaten	and	drunk	the	ooze	and	muck	in	the
gutter	than	consent	to	intercourse,	except	out	of	obedience.
And	so	she	said	to	her	husband,	‘I	may	not	deny	you	my	body,	but	all	the	love

and	affection	of	my	heart	is	withdrawn	from	all	earthly	creatures	and	set	on	God
alone.’	But	he	would	have	his	will	with	her,	and	she	obeyed	with	much	weeping
and	sorrowing	because	she	could	not	live	in	chastity.	And	often	this	creature
advised	her	husband	to	live	chaste	and	said	that	they	had	often	(she	well	knew)
displeased	God	by	their	inordinate	love,	and	the	great	delight	that	each	of	them
had	in	using	the	other’s	body,	and	now	it	would	be	a	good	thing	if	by	mutual
consent	they	punished	and	chastised	themselves	by	abstaining	from	the	lust	of



their	bodies.	Her	husband	said	it	was	good	to	do	so,	but	he	might	not	yet	–	he
would	do	so	when	God	willed.	And	so	he	used	her	as	he	had	done	before,	he
would	not	desist.	And	all	the	time	she	prayed	to	God	that	she	might	live	chaste,
and	three	or	four	years	afterwards,4 	when	it	pleased	our	Lord,	her	husband	made
a	vow	of	chastity,	as	shall	be	written	afterwards,	by	Jesus’s	leave.
And	also,	after	this	creature	heard	this	heavenly	melody,	she	did	great	bodily

penance.5 	She	sometimes	went	to	confession	two	or	three	times	on	the	same
day,6 	especially	to	confess	that	sin	which	she	had	so	long	concealed	and
covered	up,	as	is	written	at	the	beginning	of	this	book.	She	gave	herself	up	to
much	fasting	and	keeping	of	vigils;	she	rose	at	two	or	three	of	the	clock	and
went	to	church,	and	was	there	at	her	prayers	until	midday	and	also	the	whole
afternoon.	And	then	she	was	slandered	and	reproved	by	many	people	because
she	led	so	strict	a	life.	She	got	herself	a	hair-cloth	from	a	kiln7 	–	the	sort	that
malt	is	dried	on	–	and	put	it	inside	her	gown	as	discreetly	and	secretly	as	she
could,	so	that	her	husband	should	not	notice	it.	And	nor	did	he,	although	she	lay
beside	him	every	night	in	bed	and	wore	the	hair-shirt	every	day,	and	bore	him
children	during	that	time.
Then	she	had	three	years	of	great	difficulty	with	temptations,8 	which	she	bore

as	meekly	as	she	could,	thanking	our	Lord	for	all	his	gifts,	and	she	was	as	merry
when	she	was	reproved,	scorned	or	ridiculed	for	our	Lord’s	love,	and	much	more
merry	than	she	was	before	amongst	the	dignities	of	this	world.	For	she	knew
very	well	that	she	had	sinned	greatly	against	God	and	that	she	deserved	far	more
shame	and	sorrow	than	any	man	could	cause	her,	and	contempt	in	this	world	was
the	right	way	heavenwards,	for	Christ	himself	chose	that	way.	All	his	apostles,
martyrs,	confessors	and	virgins,	and	all	those	who	ever	came	to	heaven,	passed
by	the	way	of	tribulation,	and	she	desired	nothing	as	much	as	heaven.	Then	she
was	glad	in	her	conscience	when	she	believed	that	she	was	entering	upon	the
way	which	would	lead	her	to	the	place	that	she	most	desired.
And	this	creature	had	contrition	and	great	compunction,	with	plentiful	tears

and	much	loud	and	violent	sobbing,	for	her	sins	and	for	her	unkindness	towards
her	maker.	She	reflected	on	her	unkindness	since	her	childhood,	as	our	Lord
would	put	it	into	her	mind,	very	many	times.	And	then	when	she	contemplated
her	own	wickedness,	she	could	only	sorrow	and	weep	and	ever	pray	for	mercy
and	forgiveness.	Her	weeping	was	so	plentiful	and	so	continual	that	many	people
thought	that	she	could	weep	and	leave	off	when	she	wanted,	and	therefore	many
people	said	she	was	a	false	hypocrite,	and	wept	when	in	company	for	advantage
and	profit.9 	And	then	very	many	people	who	loved	her	before	while	she	was	in



the	world	abandoned	her	and	would	not	know	her,	and	all	the	while	she	thanked
God	for	everything,	desiring	nothing	but	mercy	and	forgiveness	of	sin.



Chapter	4

For	the	first	two	years	when	this	creature	was	thus	drawn	to	our	Lord	she	had
great	quiet	of	spirit	from	any	temptations.	She	could	well	endure	fasting	–	it	did
not	trouble	her.	She	hated	the	joys	of	the	world.	She	felt	no	rebellion	in	her	flesh.
She	was	so	strong	–	as	she	thought	–	that	she	feared	no	devil	in	hell,	for	she
performed	such	great	bodily	penance.	She	thought	that	she	loved	God	more	than
he	loved	her.	She	was	smitten	with	the	deadly	wound	of	vainglory	and	felt	it	not,
for	she	desired	many	times	that	the	crucifix	should	loosen	his	hands	from	the
cross	and	embrace	her	in	token	of	love.1 	Our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	seeing
this	creature’s	presumption,	sent	her	–	as	is	written	before	–	three	years	of	great
temptations,	of	one	of	the	hardest	of	which	I	intend	to	write,	as	an	example	to
those	who	come	after	that	they	should	not	trust	in	themselves	nor	have	joy	in
themselves	as	this	creature	had	–	for	undoubtedly	our	spiritual	enemy	does	not
sleep	but	busily	probes	our	temperament	and	attitudes,	and	wherever	he	finds	us
most	frail,	there,	by	our	Lord’s	sufferance,	he	lays	his	snare,	which	no	one	may
escape	by	his	own	power.
And	so	he	laid	before	this	creature	the	snare	of	lechery,	when	she	thought	that

all	physical	desire	had	been	wholly	quenched	in	her.	And	so	she	was	tempted	for
a	long	time	with	the	sin	of	lechery,	in	spite	of	anything	she	might	do.	Yet	she
often	went	to	confession,	she	wore	her	hair-shirt,	and	did	great	bodily	penance
and	wept	many	a	bitter	tear,	and	often	prayed	to	our	Lord	that	he	should	preserve
her	and	keep	her	so	that	she	should	not	fall	into	temptation,	for	she	thought	she
would	rather	have	been	dead	than	consent	to	that.	And	in	all	this	time	she	had	no
desire	to	have	intercourse	with	her	husband,	and	it	was	very	painful	and	horrible
to	her.
In	the	second	year	of	her	temptations	it	so	happened	that	a	man	whom	she

liked	said	to	her	on	St	Margaret’s	Eve2 	before	evensong	that,	for	anything,	he
would	sleep	with	her	and	enjoy	the	lust	of	his	body,	and	that	she	should	not
withstand	him,	for	if	he	might	not	have	his	desire	that	time,	he	said,	he	would
have	it	another	time	instead	–	she	should	not	choose.	And	he	did	it	to	test	what



she	would	do,	but	she	imagined	that	he	meant	it	in	earnest	and	said	very	little	in
reply.	So	they	parted	then	and	both	went	to	hear	evensong,	for	her	church	was
dedicated	to	St	Margaret.3 	This	woman	was	so	troubled	with	the	man’s	words
that	she	could	not	listen	to	evensong,	nor	say	her	paternoster,4 	nor	think	any
other	good	thought,	but	was	more	troubled	than	she	ever	was	before.
The	devil	put	it	into	her	mind	that	God	had	forsaken	her,	or	else	she	would	not

be	so	tempted.	She	believed	the	devil’s	persuasions,	and	began	to	consent
because	she	could	not	think	any	good	thought.	Therefore	she	believed	that	God
had	forsaken	her.	And	when	evensong	was	over,	she	went	to	the	said	man,	in
order	that	he	should	have	his	will	of	her,	as	she	believed	he	desired,	but	he	put
forward	such	a	pretence	that	she	could	not	understand	his	intent,	and	so	they
parted	for	that	night.	This	creature	was	so	troubled	and	vexed	all	that	night	that
she	did	not	know	what	she	could	do.	She	lay	beside	her	husband,	and	to	have
intercourse	with	him	was	so	abominable	to	her	that	she	could	not	bear	it,	and	yet
it	was	permissible	for	her	and	at	a	rightful	time	if	she	had	wished	it.5 	But	all	the
time	she	was	tormented	to	sin	with	the	other	man	because	he	had	spoken	to	her.
At	last	–	through	the	importunings	of	temptation	and	a	lack	of	discretion	–	she
was	overcome	and	consented	in	her	mind,	and	went	to	the	man	to	know	if	he
would	then	consent	to	have	her.	And	he	said	he	would	not	for	all	the	wealth	in
this	world:	he	would	rather	be	chopped	up	as	small	as	meat	for	the	pot.6
She	went	away	all	ashamed	and	confused	in	herself,	seeing	his	steadfastness

and	her	own	instability.	Then	she	thought	about	the	grace	that	God	had	given	her
before,	of	how	she	had	two	years	of	great	quiet	in	her	soul,	of	repentance	for	her
sins	with	many	bitter	tears	of	compunction,	and	a	perfect	will	never	again	to	turn
to	sin	but	rather,	she	thought,	to	be	dead.	And	now	she	saw	how	she	had
consented	in	her	will	to	sin.	Then	she	half	fell	into	despair.	She	thought	herself
in	hell,	such	was	the	sorrow	that	she	had.	She	thought	she	was	worthy	of	no
mercy	because	her	consenting	to	sin	was	so	wilfully	done,	nor	ever	worthy	to
serve	God,	because	she	was	so	false	to	him.
Nevertheless	she	went	to	confession	many	times	and	often,	and	did	whatever

penance	her	confessor	would	enjoin	her	to	do,	and	was	governed	according	to
the	rules	of	the	Church.	That	grace	God	gave	this	creature	–	blessed	may	he	be	–
but	he	did	not	withdraw	her	temptation,	but	rather	increased	it,	as	she	thought.
And	therefore	she	thought	that	he	had	forsaken	her,	and	dared	not	trust	to	his

mercy,	but	was	troubled	with	horrible	temptations	to	lechery	and	despair	nearly
all	the	following	year,	except	that	our	Lord	in	his	mercy,	as	she	said	to	herself,
gave	her	every	day	for	the	most	part	two	hours	of	compunction	for	her	sins,	with
many	bitter	tears.	And	afterwards	she	was	troubled	with	temptations	to	despair
as	she	was	before,	and	was	as	far	from	feelings	of	grace	as	those	who	never	felt



as	she	was	before,	and	was	as	far	from	feelings	of	grace	as	those	who	never	felt
any.	And	that	she	could	not	bear,	and	so	she	continued	to	despair.	Except	for	the
time	that	she	felt	grace,	her	trials	were	so	amazing	that	she	could	not	cope	very
well	with	them,	but	always	mourned	and	sorrowed	as	though	God	had	forsaken
her.



Chapter	5

Then	on	a	Friday	before	Christmas	Day,1 	as	this	creature	was	kneeling	in	a
chapel	of	St	John,	within	a	church	of	St	Margaret	in	N.,2 	weeping	a	very	great
deal	and	asking	mercy	and	forgiveness	for	her	sins	and	her	trespasses,	our
merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	–	blessed	may	he	be	–	ravished	her	spirit	and	said	to
her,	‘Daughter,	why	are	you	weeping	so	sorely?	I	have	come	to	you,	Jesus
Christ,	who	died	on	the	cross	suffering	bitter	pains	and	passion	for	you.	I,	the
same	God,	forgive	you	your	sins	to	the	uttermost	point.3 	And	you	shall	never
come	into	hell	nor	into	purgatory,4 	but	when	you	pass	out	of	this	world,	within
the	twinkling	of	an	eye,5 	you	shall	have	the	bliss	of	heaven,	for	I	am	the	same
God	who	has	brought	your	sins	to	your	mind	and	caused	you	to	confess	and	be
absolved	of	them.	And	I	grant	you	contrition	until	your	life’s	end.6
‘Therefore,	I	command	you,	boldly	call	me	Jesus,	your	love,	for	I	am	your

love	and	shall	be	your	love	without	end.7 	And,	daughter,	you	have	a	hair-shirt
on	your	back.	I	want	you	to	leave	off	wearing	it,	and	I	shall	give	you	a	hair-shirt
in	your	heart	which	shall	please	me	much	more	than	all	the	hair-shirts	in	the
world.	But	also,	my	beloved	daughter,	you	must	give	up	that	which	you	love
best	in	this	world,	and	that	is	the	eating	of	meat.8 	And	instead	of	meat	you	shall
eat	my	flesh	and	my	blood,	that	is	the	true	body	of	Christ	in	the	sacrament	of	the
altar.	This	is	my	will,	daughter,	that	you	receive	my	body	every	Sunday,9 	and	I
shall	cause	so	much	grace	to	flow	into	you	that	everyone	shall	marvel	at	it.10
‘You	shall	be	eaten	and	gnawed	by	the	people	of	the	world	just	as	any	rat

gnaws	the	stockfish.11 	Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter,	for	you	shall	be	victorious
over	all	your	enemies.	I	shall	give	you	grace	enough	to	answer	every	cleric12 	in
the	love	of	God.	I	swear	to	you	by	my	majesty	that	I	shall	never	forsake	you
whether	in	happiness	or	in	sorrow.	I	shall	help	you	and	protect	you,	so	that	no
devil	in	hell	shall	ever	part	you	from	me,	nor	angel	in	heaven,	nor	man	on	earth
–	for	devils	in	hell	may	not,	nor	angels	in	heaven	will	not,	nor	man	on	earth	shall
not.



‘And,	daughter,	I	want	you	to	give	up	your	saying	of	many	prayers,13 	and
think	such	thoughts	as	I	shall	put	into	your	mind.	I	shall	give	you	leave	to	pray
until	six	o’clock	to	say	what	you	wish.	Then	you	shall	lie	still	and	speak	to	me	in
thought,	and	I	shall	give	you	high	meditation	and	true	contemplation.	And	I
command	you	to	go	to	the	anchorite	at	the	Preaching	Friars14 	and	tell	him	my
confidences	and	counsels	which	I	reveal	to	you,15 	and	do	as	he	advises,	for	my
spirit	shall	speak	in	him	to	you.’
Then	this	creature	went	off	to	see	the	anchorite	as	she	was	commanded,	and

revealed	to	him	the	revelations	that	had	been	shown	to	her.	Then	the	anchorite,
with	great	reverence	and	weeping,	thanking	God,	said,	‘Daughter,	you	are
sucking	even	at	Christ’s	breast,16 	and	you	have	received	a	pledge	of	paradise.	I
charge	you	to	receive	such	thoughts	–	when	God	will	give	them	–	as	meekly	and
devoutly	as	you	can,	and	then	come	and	tell	me	what	they	are,	and	I	shall,	by	the
leave	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	tell	you	whether	they	are	from	the	Holy	Ghost	or
else	from	your	enemy	the	devil.’



Chapter	6

Another	day,	this	creature	gave	herself	up	to	meditation	as	she	had	been
commanded	before,	and	she	lay	still,	not	knowing	what	she	might	best	think	of.
Then	she	said	to	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	‘Jesus,	what	shall	I	think	about?’
Our	Lord	Jesus	answered	in	her	mind,	‘Daughter,	think	of	my	mother,	for	she

is	the	cause	of	all	the	grace	that	you	have.’
And	then	at	once	she	saw	St	Anne,1 	great	with	child,	and	then	she	prayed	St

Anne	to	let	her	be	her	maid	and	her	servant.	And	presently	our	Lady	was	born,
and	then	she	busied	herself	to	take	the	child	to	herself	and	look	after	her	until	she
was	twelve	years	of	age,	with	good	food	and	drink,	with	fair	white	clothing	and
white	kerchiefs.	And	then	she	said	to	the	blessed	child,	‘My	lady,	you	shall	be
the	mother	of	God.’2
The	blessed	child	answered	and	said,	‘I	wish	I	were	worthy	to	be	the

handmaiden	of	her	that	should	conceive	the	son	of	God.’
The	creature	said,	‘I	pray	you,	my	lady,	if	that	grace	befall	you,	do	not

discontinue	with	my	service.’3
The	blessed	child	went	away	for	a	certain	time	–	the	creature	remaining	still	in

contemplation	–	and	afterwards	came	back	again	and	said,	‘Daughter,	now	I
have	become	the	mother	of	God.’
And	then	the	creature	fell	down	on	her	knees	with	great	reverence	and	great

weeping	and	said,	‘I	am	not	worthy,	my	lady,	to	do	you	service.’
‘Yes,	daughter,’	she	said,	‘follow	me	–	I	am	well	pleased	with	your	service.’
Then	she	went	forth	with	our	Lady	and	with	Joseph,	bearing	with	her	a	flask

of	wine	sweetened	with	honey	and	spices.	Then	they	went	forth	to	Elizabeth,	St
John	the	Baptist’s	mother,	and	when	they	met	together	Mary	and	Elizabeth
reverenced	each	other,	and	so	they	dwelled	together	with	great	grace	and
gladness	for	twelve	weeks.	And	then	St	John	was	born,	and	our	Lady	took	him
up	from	the	ground	with	all	reverence	and	gave	him	to	his	mother,	saying	of	him
that	he	would	be	a	holy	man,	and	blessed	him.4



Afterwards	they	took	leave	of	each	other	with	compassionate	tears.	And	then
the	creature	fell	down	on	her	knees	to	St	Elizabeth,	and	begged	her	that	she
would	pray	for	her	to	our	Lady	so	that	she	might	still	serve	and	please	her.
‘Daughter,’	said	Elizabeth,	‘it	seems	to	me	that	you	do	your	duty	very	well.’
And	then	the	creature	went	forth	with	our	Lady	to	Bethlehem	and	procured

lodgings	for	her	every	night	with	great	reverence,	and	our	Lady	was	received
with	good	cheer.	She	also	begged	for	our	Lady	pieces	of	fair	white	cloth	and
kerchiefs	to	swaddle	her	son	in	when	he	was	born:	and	when	Jesus	was	born	she
arranged	bedding	for	our	Lady	to	lie	on	with	her	blessed	son.5 	And	later	she
begged	food	for	our	Lady	and	her	blessed	child.	Afterwards	she	swaddled	him,
weeping	bitter	tears	of	compassion,	mindful	of	the	painful	death6 	that	he	would
suffer	for	the	love	of	sinful	men,	saying	to	him,	‘Lord,	I	shall	treat	you	gently;	I
will	not	bind	you	tightly.	I	pray	you	not	to	be	displeased	with	me.’7



Chapter	7

And	afterwards	on	the	twelfth	day,1 	when	three	kings	came	with	their	gifts	and
worshipped	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	in	his	mother’s	lap,	this	creature,	our	Lady’s
handmaiden,	beholding	the	whole	process	in	contemplation,	wept	marvellously
sorely.	And	when	she	saw	that	they	wished	to	take	their	leave	to	go	home	again
to	their	country,	she	could	not	bear	that	they	should	go	from	the	presence	of	our
Lord,	and	in	her	wonder	that	they	wished	to	leave	she	cried	so	grievously	that	it
was	amazing.
And	soon	after,	an	angel	came	and	commanded	our	Lady	and	Joseph	to	go

from	the	country	of	Bethlehem	into	Egypt.2 	Then	this	creature	went	forth	with
our	Lady,	finding	her	lodging	day	by	day	with	great	reverence,	with	many	sweet
thoughts	and	high	meditations,	and	also	high	contemplations,	sometimes
continuing	weeping	for	two	hours	and	often	longer	without	ceasing	when	in
mind	of	our	Lord’s	passion,	sometimes	for	her	own	sin,	sometimes	for	the	sin	of
the	people,	sometimes	for	the	souls	in	purgatory,	sometimes	for	those	that	are	in
poverty	or	in	any	distress,	for	she	wanted	to	comfort	them	all.
Sometimes	she	wept	very	abundantly	and	violently	out	of	desire	for	the	bliss

of	heaven,	and	because	she	was	being	kept	from	it	for	so	long.	Then	this	creature
longed	very	much	to	be	delivered	out	of	this	wretched	world.	Our	Lord	Jesus
Christ	said	to	her	mind	that	she	should	remain	and	languish	in	love.3 	‘For	I	have
ordained	you	to	kneel	before	the	Trinity	to	pray	for	the	whole	world,	for	many
hundred	thousand	souls	shall	be	saved	by	your	prayers.4 	And	therefore,
daughter,	ask	what	you	wish,	and	I	shall	grant	you	what	you	ask.’5
This	creature	said,	‘Lord,	I	ask	for	mercy	and	preservation	from	everlasting

damnation	for	me	and	for	all	the	world.	Chastise	us	here	as	you	wish	and	in
purgatory,	and	of	your	high	mercy	keep	us	from	damnation.’



Chapter	8

Another	time,	while	this	creature	lay1 	in	her	prayer,	the	Mother	of	Mercy
appeared	to	her	and	said,	‘Ah,	daughter	–	blessed	may	you	be	–	your	seat	is
made	ready	in	heaven	before	my	son’s	knee,	and	whom	you	wish	to	have	with
you.’
Then	her	blessed	son	asked,	‘Daughter,	whom	will	you	have	as	companion

with	you?’
‘My	beloved	lord,	I	ask	for	my	spiritual	father,	Master	R.’2
‘Why	do	you	ask	for	him	more	than	your	own	father	or	your	husband?’
‘Because	I	can	never	pay	him	back	for	his	goodness	to	me,	and	the	gracious

trouble	that	he	has	taken	in	hearing	my	confession.’
‘I	grant	you	your	wish	for	him,	and	yet	your	father	shall	be	saved,	and	your

husband	too,	and	all	your	children.’
Then	this	creature	said,	‘Lord,	since	you	have	forgiven	me	my	sin,	I	make	you

my	executor	of	all	the	good	works	that	you	work	in	me.	In	praying,	in	thinking,
in	weeping,	in	going	on	pilgrimage,	in	fasting,	or	in	speaking	any	good	word,	it
is	fully	my	will	that	you	give	half	to	Master	R.	to	the	increase	of	his	merit,	as	if
he	did	these	things	himself.	And	the	other	half,	Lord,	spread	on	your	friends	and
your	enemies,	and	on	my	friends	and	my	enemies,	for	I	will	have	only	yourself
for	my	reward.’
‘Daughter,	I	shall	be	a	true	executor	to	you	and	fulfil	all	of	your	will,	and

because	of	your	great	charity	that	you	have	to	comfort	all	your	fellow	Christians,
you	shall	have	double	reward	in	heaven.’



Chapter	9

Another	time,	as	this	creature	prayed	to	God	that	she	might	live	in	chastity	by
her	husband’s	permission,	Christ	said	to	her	mind,	‘You	must	fast	on	Friday	both
from	meat	and	drink,	and	you	shall	have	your	wish	before	Whit	Sunday,	for	I
shall	suddenly	slay	[all	sexual	desire	in]1 	your	husband.’
Then	on	the	Wednesday	of	Easter	week,2 	when	her	husband	wanted	to	have

intercourse	with	her,	as	he	was	used	to	before,	and	when	he	was	coming	near	to
her,	she	said,	‘Jesus,	help	me,’	and	he	had	no	power	to	touch	her	at	that	time	in
that	way,	nor	ever	after	that	with	carnal	knowledge.
It	so	happened	one	Friday	before	Whitsun	Eve,3 	as	this	creature	was	in	the

church	of	St	Margaret	at	N.	hearing	mass,	she	heard	a	great	and	dreadful	noise.
She	was	greatly	dismayed,	very	much	fearing	public	opinion,	which	said	God
should	take	vengeance	upon	her.	She	knelt	there,	holding	her	head	down,	and
with	her	book	in	her	hand,4 	praying	to	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus	for	grace	and	for
mercy.	Suddenly	–	from	the	highest	part	of	the	church	vault,	from	under	the	base
of	the	rafter	–	there	fell	down	on	her	head	and	on	her	back	a	stone	which
weighed	three	pounds,	and	a	short	end	of	a	beam	weighing	six	pounds,	so	that
she	thought	her	back	was	broken	in	pieces,	and	she	was	afraid	that	she	would	be
dead	in	a	little	while.	Soon	after	she	cried,	‘Jesus,	mercy,’	and	immediately	her
pain	was	gone.
A	good	man	called	John	of	Wereham,5 	seeing	this	marvel	and	supposing	that

she	had	been	severely	injured,	came	and	pulled	her	by	the	sleeve	and	said,	‘How
are	you	feeling,	ma’am?’
This	creature	–	entirely	well	and	in	one	piece	–	thanked	him	for	his	kindness,

all	the	time	marvelling	and	greatly	amazed	that	she	now	felt	no	pain	and	had	felt
so	much	a	little	before.	Nor	did	she	feel	any	pain	for	twelve	weeks	afterwards.
Then	the	spirit	of	God	said	to	her	soul,	‘Take	this	for	a	great	miracle,	and	if
people	will	not	believe	this,	I	shall	work	a	great	many	more.’
A	worshipful	doctor	of	divinity	called	Master	Aleyn,	a	White	Friar,6 	hearing

of	this	miraculous	event,	inquired	of	this	creature	about	the	whole	manner	of	this



occurrence.	He	–	desiring	the	working	of	God	to	be	glorified	–	got	the	same
stone	that	fell	upon	her	back	and	weighed	it,	and	then	he	got	the	beam-end	that
fell	upon	her	head,	which	one	of	the	keepers	of	the	church	had	put	on	the	fire	to
burn.
And	this	worshipful	doctor	said	it	was	a	great	miracle,	and	our	Lord	was

highly	to	be	glorified	for	preserving	this	creature	against	the	malice	of	her
enemy,	and	he	told	it	to	many	people	and	many	people	greatly	glorified	God	in
this	creature.	And	also	many	people	would	not	believe	it,	but	preferred	to	believe
it	was	more	a	token	of	wrath	and	vengeance	than	of	mercy	or	favour.



Chapter	10

Soon	after,	this	creature	was	moved	in	her	soul	to	go	and	visit	certain	places	for
spiritual	health,	in	as	much	as	she	was	cured;	and	she	could	not	without	the
consent	of	her	husband.	She	asked	her	husband	to	grant	her	leave	and	he,	fully
believing	it	was	the	will	of	God,	soon	consented,	and	they	went	together	to	such
places	as	she	was	inclined.
And	then	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus	said	to	her,	‘My	servants	greatly	desire	to	see

you.’
Then	she	was	welcomed	and	made	much	of	in	various	places,	and	because	of

this	she	had	a	great	fear	of	vainglory	and	was	much	afraid.	Our	merciful	Lord
Christ	Jesus	–	worshipped	be	his	name	–	said	to	her,	‘Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter	–
I	shall	take	vainglory	from	you.	For	they	that	honour	you	honour	me;	they	that
despise	you	despise	me,	and	I	shall	chastise	them	for	it.	I	am	in	you,	and	you	in
me.1 	And	they	that	hear	you,	they	hear	the	voice	of	God.	Daughter,	there	is	no
man	so	sinful	alive	on	earth	that,	if	he	will	give	up	his	sin	and	do	as	you	advise,
then	such	grace	as	you	promise	him	I	will	confirm	for	love	of	you.’	Then	her
husband	and	she	went	on	to	York	and	to	other	different	places.



Chapter	11

It	happened	one	Friday,	Midsummer	Eve,1 	in	very	hot	weather	–	as	this	creature
was	coming	from	York	carrying	a	bottle	of	beer	in	her	hand,	and	her	husband	a
cake	tucked	inside	his	clothes	against	his	chest	–	that	her	husband	asked	his	wife
this	question:	‘Margery,	if	there	came	a	man	with	a	sword	who	would	strike	off
my	head	unless	I	made	love	with	you	as	I	used	to	do	before,	tell	me	on	your
conscience	–	for	you	say	you	will	not	lie	–	whether	you	would	allow	my	head	to
be	cut	off,	or	else	allow	me	to	make	love	with	you	again,	as	I	did	at	one	time?’2
‘Alas,	sir,’	she	said,	‘why	are	you	raising	this	matter,	when	we	have	been

chaste	for	these	past	eight	weeks?’
‘Because	I	want	to	know	the	truth	of	your	heart.’
And	then	she	said	with	great	sorrow,	‘Truly,	I	would	rather	see	you	being

killed,	than	that	we	should	turn	back	to	our	uncleanness.’
And	he	replied,	‘You	are	no	good	wife.’
And	then	she	asked	her	husband	what	was	the	reason	that	he	had	not	made

love	to	her	for	the	last	eight	weeks,	since	she	lay	with	him	every	night	in	his	bed.
And	he	said	that	he	was	made	so	afraid	when	he	would	have	touched	her,	that	he
dared	do	no	more.
‘Now,	good	sir,	mend	your	ways	and	ask	God’s	mercy,	for	I	told	you	nearly

three	years	ago	that	you[r	desire	for	sex]	would	suddenly	be	slain3 	–	and	this	is
now	the	third	year,	and	I	hope	yet	that	I	shall	have	my	wish.	Good	sir,	I	pray	you
to	grant	what	I	shall	ask,	and	I	shall	pray	for	you	to	be	saved	through	the	mercy
of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	you	shall	have	more	reward	in	heaven	than	if	you
wore	a	hair-shirt	or	wore	a	coat	of	mail4 	as	a	penance.	I	pray	you,	allow	me	to
make	a	vow	of	chastity	at	whichever	bishop’s	hand	that	God	wills.’
‘No,’	he	said,	‘I	won’t	allow	you	to	do	that,	because	now	I	can	make	love	to

you	without	mortal	sin,	and	then	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to.’
Then	she	replied,	‘If	it	be	the	will	of	the	Holy	Ghost	to	fulfil	what	I	have	said,

I	pray	God	that	you	may	consent	to	this;	and	if	it	be	not	the	will	of	the	Holy
Ghost,	I	pray	God	that	you	never	consent.’



Then	they	went	on	towards	Bridlington5 	and	the	weather	was	extremely	hot,
this	creature	all	the	time	having	great	sorrow	and	great	fear	for	her	chastity.	And
as	they	came	by	a	cross6 	her	husband	sat	down	under	the	cross,	calling	his	wife
to	him	and	saying	these	words	to	her:	‘Margery,	grant	me	my	desire,	and	I	shall
grant	you	your	desire.	My	first	desire	is	that	we	shall	still	lie	together	in	one	bed
as	we	have	done	before;	the	second,	that	you	shall	pay	my	debts	before	you	go	to
Jerusalem;	and	the	third,	that	you	shall	eat	and	drink	with	me	on	Fridays	as	you
used	to	do.’
‘No,	sir,’	she	said,	‘I	will	never	agree	to	break	my	Friday	fast	as	long	as	I

live.’
‘Well,’	he	said,	‘then	I’m	going	to	have	sex	with	you	again.’
She	begged	him	to	allow	her	to	say	her	prayers,	and	he	kindly	allowed	it.

Then	she	knelt	down	beside	a	cross	in	the	field	and	prayed	in	this	way,	with	a
great	abundance	of	tears:	‘Lord	God,	you	know	all	things.	You	know	what
sorrow	I	have	had	to	be	chaste	for	you	in	my	body	all	these	three	years,	and	now
I	might	have	my	will	and	I	dare	not,	for	love	of	you.	For	if	I	were	to	break	that
custom	of	fasting	from	meat	and	drink	on	Fridays	which	you	commanded	me,	I
should	now	have	my	desire.	But,	blessed	Lord,	you	know	I	will	not	go	against
your	will,	and	great	is	my	sorrow	now	unless	I	find	comfort	in	you.	Now,
blessed	Jesus,	make	your	will	known	to	my	unworthy	self,	so	that	I	may
afterwards	follow	and	fulfil	it	with	all	my	might.’
And	then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	with	great	sweetness	spoke	to	this	creature,

commanding	her	to	go	again	to	her	husband	and	pray	him	to	grant	her	what	she
desired:	‘And	he	shall	have	what	he	desires.	For,	my	beloved	daughter,	this	was
the	reason	why	I	ordered	you	to	fast,	so	that	you	should	the	sooner	obtain	your
desire,	and	now	it	is	granted	to	you.	I	no	longer	wish	you	to	fast,	and	therefore	I
command	you	in	the	name	of	Jesus	to	eat	and	drink	as	your	husband	does.’
Then	this	creature	thanked	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	for	his	grace	and	his

goodness,	and	afterwards	got	up	and	went	to	her	husband,	saying	to	him,	‘Sir,	if
you	please,	you	shall	grant	me	my	desire,	and	you	shall	have	your	desire.	Grant
me	that	you	will	not	come	into	my	bed,	and	I	grant	you	that	I	will	pay	your	debts
before	I	go	to	Jerusalem.	And	make	my	body	free	to	God,	so	that	you	never
make	any	claim	on	me	requesting	any	conjugal	debt	after	this	day	as	long	as	you
live	–	and	I	shall	eat	and	drink	on	Fridays	at	your	bidding.’7
Then	her	husband	replied	to	her,	‘May	your	body	be	as	freely	available	to	God

as	it	has	been	to	me.’
This	creature	thanked	God	greatly,	rejoicing	that	she	had	her	desire,	praying

her	husband	that	they	should	say	three	paternosters	in	worship	of	the	Trinity	for
the	great	grace	that	had	been	granted	them.	And	so	they	did,	kneeling	under	a



the	great	grace	that	had	been	granted	them.	And	so	they	did,	kneeling	under	a
cross,	and	afterwards	they	ate	and	drank	together	in	great	gladness	of	spirit.	This
was	on	a	Friday,	on	Midsummer’s	Eve.
Then	they	went	on	to	Bridlington	and	also	to	many	other	places,	and	spoke

with	God’s	servants,	both	anchorites	and	recluses,	and	many	other	of	our	Lord’s
lovers,	with	many	worthy	clerics,	doctors	and	bachelors	of	divinity	as	well,	in
many	different	places.	And	to	various	people	amongst	them	this	creature
revealed	her	feelings	and	her	contemplations,	as	she	was	commanded	to	do,	to
find	out	if	there	were	any	deception	in	her	feelings.



Chapter	12

This	creature	was	sent	by	our	Lord	to	various	places	of	religion,	and	amongst
them	she	came	to	a	place	of	monks,	where	she	was	very	welcome	for	the	love	of
our	Lord,	except	that	there	was	a	monk,	who	held	great	office	in	that	place,	who
despised	her	and	set	no	value	on	her	at	all.	Nevertheless	she	was	seated	at
mealtime	with	the	abbot,	and	frequently	during	the	meal	she	uttered	many	good
words	as	God	would	put	them	into	her	mind	–	the	same	monk	who	had	so
despised	her	being	present	with	many	others	to	hear	what	she	would	say.	And
through	her	conversation	his	feelings	began	to	incline	strongly	towards	her,	and
he	greatly	savoured	her	words.	And	so	afterwards	this	monk	came	to	her	–	she
being	in	church	and	he	also	at	the	time	–	and	said,	‘I	hear	it	said	that	God	speaks
to	you.1 	I	pray	you	to	tell	me	whether	I	shall	be	saved	or	not,	and	in	what	sins	I
have	most	displeased	God,	for	I	will	not	believe	in	you	unless	you	can	tell	me
what	my	sins	are.’
This	creature	said	to	the	monk,	‘Go	to	your	mass,	and	if	I	may	weep	for	you,	I

hope	to	have	grace	for	you.’
He	followed	her	advice	and	went	to	his	mass.	She	wept	amazingly	for	his	sins.

When	mass	was	ended,	this	creature	said	to	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	‘Blessed
Lord,	what	answer	shall	I	give	to	this	man?’
‘My	beloved	daughter,	say	in	the	name	of	Jesus	that	he	has	sinned	in	lechery,

in	despair,	and	in	the	keeping	of	worldly	goods.’2
‘Ah,	gracious	Lord,	this	is	hard	for	me	to	say.	He	will	cause	me	much	shame

if	I	tell	him	any	lie.’
‘Don’t	be	afraid,	but	speak	boldly	in	my	name	–	in	the	name	of	Jesus	–	for

they	are	not	lies.’
And	then	she	said	again	to	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	‘Good	Lord,	shall	he	be

saved?’
‘Yes,’	said	our	Lord	Jesus,	‘if	he	will	give	up	his	sin	and	follow	your	advice.

Charge	him	to	give	up	his	sin	–	and	confess	and	be	absolved	of	it	–	and	also	the
office	that	he	has	outside.’
Then	the	monk	came	back:	‘Margery,	tell	me	my	sins.’



Then	the	monk	came	back:	‘Margery,	tell	me	my	sins.’
She	said,	‘I	beg	you,	sir,	do	not	ask	after	them,	for	I	undertake	that	your	soul

shall	be	saved,	if	you	will	follow	my	advice.’
‘Truly,	I	will	not	believe	you	unless	you	tell	me	my	sins.’
‘Sir,	I	understand	that	you	have	sinned	in	lechery,	in	despair,	and	in	the

keeping	of	worldly	goods.’
Then	the	monk	stood	still,	somewhat	abashed,	and	afterwards	he	said,	‘Say

whether	I	have	sinned	with	wives	or	with	single	women?’
‘Sir,	with	wives.’
Then	he	said,	‘Shall	I	be	saved?’
‘Yes,	sir,	if	you	will	follow	my	advice.	Sorrow	for	your	sin,	and	I	will	help

you	to	sorrow.	Confess	and	be	absolved	of	it	and	give	it	up	with	your	whole	will.
Leave	the	office	that	you	hold	outside,	and	God	shall	give	you	grace	for	love	of
me.’
The	monk	took	her	by	the	hand	and	led	her	into	a	beautiful	room,	gave	her	a

great	dinner,	and	afterwards	gave	her	gold	to	pray	for	him.	And	so	she	took	her
leave	at	that	time.
Another	time,	when	the	creature	came	again	to	the	same	place,	the	said	monk

had	given	up	his	office	at	her	advice,	and	was	turned	from	his	sin,	and	made	sub-
prior	of	the	place,	a	man	of	good	conduct	and	disposition	–	God	be	thanked	–
and	he	gave	this	creature	a	great	welcome	and	highly	blessed	God	that	he	ever
saw	her.



Chapter	13

On	one	occasion,	when	this	creature	was	at	Canterbury	in	the	church	amongst
the	monks,1 	she	was	greatly	despised	and	reproved	because	she	wept	so	much	–
both	by	the	monks	and	priests,	and	by	secular	men,	nearly	all	day,	both	morning
and	afternoon	–	and	so	much	so	that	her	husband	went	away	from	her	as	if	he
had	not	known	her,	and	left	her	alone	among	them,	choose	how	she	might,	for	no
further	comfort	did	she	have	from	him	that	day.
So	an	old	monk,	who	had	been	treasurer	to	the	Queen	when	he	was	in	secular

clothes,	a	powerful	man	and	greatly	feared	by	many	people,2 	took	her	by	the
hand	saying	to	her,	‘What	can	you	say	of	God?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	will	both	speak	of	him	and	hear	of	him,’	repeating	to	the

monk	a	story	from	scripture.3

The	monk	said,	‘I	wish	you	were	enclosed	in	a	house	of	stone,4 	so	that	no	one
should	speak	with	you.’
‘Ah,	sir,’	she	said,	‘you	should	support	God’s	servants,	and	you	are	the	first

that	holds	against	them	–	our	Lord	amend	you.’
Then	a	young	monk	said	to	this	creature,	‘Either	you	have	the	Holy	Ghost	or

else	you	have	a	devil	within	you,	for	what	you	are	speaking	here	to	us	is	Holy
Writ,	and	that	you	do	not	have	of	yourself.’5
Then	this	creature	said,	‘I	pray	you,	sir,	give	me	leave	to	tell	you	a	tale.’
Then	people	said	to	the	monk,	‘Let	her	say	what	she	wants.’
And	then	she	said,	‘There	was	once	a	man	who	had	sinned	greatly	against

God	and,	when	he	went	to	confession,	his	confessor	enjoined	him	as	part	of	his
penance	that	he	should	for	one	year	hire	men	to	chide	him	and	reprove	him	for
his	sins,	and	he	should	give	them	silver	for	their	labour.	And	one	day	he	came
amongst	many	great	men,	such	as	are	here	now	–	God	save	you	all	–	and	stood
among	them	as	I	now	stand	amongst	you,	they	despising	him	as	you	do	me,	the
man	all	the	while	laughing	and	smiling	and	having	good	sport	at	their	words.
The	chief	among	them	said	to	the	man,	“Why	are	you	laughing,	you	wretch,
when	you	are	being	greatly	despised?”
‘“Ah,	sir,	I	have	great	cause	to	laugh,	because	I	have	for	many	days	been



‘“Ah,	sir,	I	have	great	cause	to	laugh,	because	I	have	for	many	days	been
taking	silver	from	my	purse	and	hiring	men	to	chide	me	for	remission	of	my	sin,
and	today	I	can	keep	my	silver	in	my	purse,	I	thank	you	all.”
‘Right	so	I	say	to	you,	worshipful	sirs.	While	I	was	at	home	in	my	own	part	of

the	country	–	day	by	day	with	great	weeping	and	mourning	–	I	sorrowed	because
I	did	not	have	any	of	the	shame,	scorn	and	contempt	that	I	deserved.	I	thank	you
all	highly,	sirs,	for	what,	morning	and	afternoon,	I	have	received	today	in
rightful	measure	–	blessed	be	God	for	it.’
Then	she	went	out	of	the	monastery,	they	following	and	crying	upon	her,

‘You	shall	be	burned,	you	false	Lollard!6 	Here	is	a	cartful	of	thorns	ready	for
you,	and	a	barrel	to	burn	you	with!’
And	the	creature	stood	outside	the	gates	of	Canterbury	–	for	it	was	in	the

evening	–	with	many	people	wondering	at	her.
Then	people	said,	‘Take	her	and	burn	her!’
And	the	creature	stood	still,	her	body	trembling	and	quaking	dreadfully	–

without	any	comfort	in	this	world	–	and	she	did	not	know	where	her	husband
had	gone.
Then	she	prayed	in	her	heart	to	our	Lord,	thinking	to	herself	in	this	way:	‘I

came	to	this	place,	Lord,	for	love	of	you.	Blessed	Lord,	help	me	and	have	mercy
on	me.’
And	then,	after	she	had	made	her	prayers	in	her	heart	to	our	Lord,	there	came

two	handsome	young	men	and	said	to	her,	‘Are	you	neither	a	heretic	nor	a
Lollard?’
And	she	said,	‘No,	sirs,	I	am	neither	heretic	nor	Lollard.’
Then	they	asked	her	where	her	inn	was.	She	said	she	didn’t	know	in	which

street,	but	anyway	it	would	be	at	a	German	man’s	house.	Then	these	two	young
men	escorted	her	home	to	her	lodgings	and	were	very	nice	to	her,	asking	her	to
pray	for	them	–	and	there	she	found	her	husband.
And	many	people	in	N.	had	maligned	her	while	she	was	away,	and	slandered

her	in	respect	of	many	things	that	she	was	supposed	to	have	done.
Then	after	this	she	was	very	much	at	rest	in	her	soul	for	a	long	while,	and	had

high	contemplation	day	by	day,	and	many	a	holy	speech	and	confabulation	with
our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	both	morning	and	afternoon,	with	many	sweet	tears	of
high	devotion	so	abundantly	and	continually	that	it	was	a	marvel	that	her	eyes
endured,	or	that	her	heart	could	last	without	being	consumed	with	the	ardour	of
love7 	which	was	kindled	with	the	holy	converse	of	our	Lord,	when	he	said	to
her	many	times,	‘Beloved	daughter,	love	me	with	all	your	heart,	for	I	love	you
with	all	my	heart	and	with	all	the	might	of	my	Godhead,	for	you	were	a	chosen
soul	without	beginning	in	my	sight	and	a	pillar	of	Holy	Church.8 	My	merciful



eyes	are	ever	upon	you.	It	would	be	impossible	for	you	to	suffer	the	scorn	and
contempt	that	you	will	have,	were	it	not	for	my	grace	supporting	you.’



Chapter	14

Then	this	creature	thought	it	was	a	joyous	thing	to	be	reproved	for	God’s	love.1
It	was	great	solace	and	comfort	to	her	when	she	was	chided	and	scolded	for	the
love	of	Jesus,	for	reproving	sin,	for	speaking	of	virtue,	for	conversing	about
scripture,	which	she	learned	in	sermons	and	by	talking	with	clerks.2 	She
imagined	to	herself	what	death	she	might	die	for	Christ’s	sake.	She	thought	she
would	have	liked	to	be	slain	for	God’s	love	but	feared	the	point	of	death,	and
therefore	she	imagined	for	herself	the	most	easy	death,	as	she	thought,	because
she	feared	her	lack	of	fortitude	–	and	that	was	to	be	tied	at	her	head	and	her	feet
to	a	stake,	and	her	head	to	be	struck	off	with	a	sharp	axe,	for	the	love	of	God.3
Then	our	Lord	said	in	her	mind,	‘I	thank	you,	daughter,	that	you	would	be

willing	to	suffer	death	for	my	love,	for	as	often	as	you	think	so,	you	shall	have
the	same	reward	in	heaven	as	if	you	had	suffered	that	same	death.	And	yet	no
man	shall	slay	you,	nor	fire	burn	you,	nor	water	drown	you,	nor	winds	harm	you,
for	I	may	not	forget	you	and	how	you	are	written	upon	my	hands	and	my	feet4 	–
I	am	well	pleased	with	the	pains	that	I	have	suffered	for	you.	I	shall	never	be
angry	with	you,	but	I	shall	love	you	without	end.	Though	all	the	world	be	against
you,	don’t	be	afraid,	for	they	cannot	understand	you.	I	swear	to	your	mind,	that
if	it	were	possible	for	me	to	suffer	pain	again	as	I	have	done	before,	I	would
rather	suffer	as	much	pain	as	I	ever	did	for	your	soul	alone,	rather	than	that	you
should	be	separated	from	me	without	end.	And	therefore,	daughter,	just	as	you
see	the	priest	take	the	child	at	the	font5 	and	dip	it	in	the	water	and	wash	it	from
original	sin,	just	so	shall	I	wash	you	in	my	precious	blood	from	all	your	sin.
‘And	though	I	sometimes	withdraw	the	feeling	of	grace	from	you,	either	in

speaking	or	in	weeping,	do	not	be	frightened	at	this,	for	I	am	a	hidden	God	in
you,6 	so	you	should	have	no	vainglory,	and	should	recognize	that	you	may	not
have	tears	or	spiritual	conversing	except	when	God	will	send	them	to	you,	for
they	are	the	free	gifts	of	God,	distinct	from	your	merit,	and	he	may	give	them	to
whom	he	wishes,	and	do	you	no	wrong.



‘And	therefore	take	them	meekly	and	thankfully	when	I	send	them,	and	suffer
patiently	when	I	withdraw	them,	and	seek	diligently	until	you	get	them,	for	tears
of	compunction,	devotion	and	compassion	are	the	highest	gifts,	and	the	most
secure,	that	I	give	on	earth.7
‘And	what	more	should	I	do	for	you,	unless	I	were	to	take	your	soul	out	of

your	body	and	put	it	in	heaven,	and	that	I	will	not	do	yet.	Nevertheless,
wheresoever	God	is,	heaven	is;8 	and	God	is	in	your	soul,	and	many	an	angel	is
round	about	your	soul	to	guard	it	both	night	and	day.	For	when	you	go	to	church,
I	go	with	you;	when	you	sit	at	your	meal,	I	sit	with	you;	when	you	go	to	bed,	I
go	with	you;	and	when	you	go	out	of	town,	I	go	with	you.
‘Daughter,	there	was	never	child	so	meek	to	its	father	as	I	shall	be	to	you,	to

help	you	and	look	after	you.	With	my	grace	I	sometimes	behave	towards	you	as	I
do	with	the	sun.	Sometimes,	as	you	well	know,	the	sun	shines	so	that	many
people	can	see	it,	and	sometimes	it	is	hidden	behind	a	cloud	so	that	it	cannot	be
seen,	and	yet	it	is	the	sun	nevertheless,	in	its	heat	and	its	brightness.	And	just	so	I
proceed	with	you	and	with	my	chosen	souls.
‘Although	it	may	be	that	you	do	not	always	weep	when	you	please,	my	grace

is	nevertheless	in	you.	Therefore	I	prove	that	you	are	a	daughter	indeed	to	me,
and	a	mother	also,	a	sister,	a	wife	and	a	spouse,	as	witness	the	Gospel	where	our
Lord	says	to	his	disciples:	“He	who	does	the	will	of	my	Father	in	heaven	is	both
mother,	brother,	and	sister	to	me.”9 	When	you	strive	to	please	me,	then	you	are
a	true	daughter;	when	you	weep	and	mourn	for	my	pain	and	my	Passion,	then
you	are	a	true	mother	having	compassion	on	her	child;	when	you	weep	for	other
people’s	sins	and	adversities,	then	you	are	a	true	sister;	and	when	you	sorrow
because	you	are	kept	so	long	from	the	bliss	of	heaven,	then	you	are	a	true	spouse
and	wife,	for	it	is	the	wife’s	part	to	be	with	her	husband	and	to	have	no	true	joy
until	she	has	his	company.’



Chapter	15

This	creature,	when	our	Lord	had	forgiven	her	her	sin	(as	has	been	written
before),	had	a	desire	to	see	those	places	where	he	was	born,	and	where	he
suffered	his	Passion	and	where	he	died,	together	with	other	holy	places	where	he
was	during	his	life,	and	also	after	his	resurrection.
While	she	was	feeling	these	desires,	our	Lord	commanded	her	in	her	mind	–

two	years	before	she	went	–	that	she	should	go	to	Rome,	to	Jerusalem,	and	to
Santiago	de	Compostela,1 	and	she	would	gladly	have	gone,	but	she	had	no
money	to	go	with.
And	then	she	said	to	our	Lord,	‘Where	shall	I	get	the	money	to	go	to	these

holy	places	with?’
Our	Lord	replied	to	her,	‘I	shall	send	you	enough	friends	in	different	parts	of

England	to	help	you.	And,	daughter,	I	shall	go	with	you	in	every	country	and
provide	for	you.	I	shall	lead	you	there	and	bring	you	back	again	in	safety,	and	no
Englishman	shall	die	in	the	ship	that	you	are	in.	I	shall	keep	you	from	all	wicked
men’s	power.	And,	daughter,	I	say	to	you	that	I	want	you	to	wear	white	clothes
and	no	other	colour,	for	you	shall	dress	according	to	my	will.’
‘Ah,	dear	Lord,	if	I	go	around	dressed	differently	from	how	other	chaste

women	dress,	I	fear	people	will	slander	me.2 	They	will	say	I	am	a	hypocrite	and
ridicule	me.’
‘Yes,	daughter,	the	more	ridicule	that	you	have	for	love	of	me,	the	more	you

please	me.’
Then	this	creature	dared	not	do	otherwise	than	as	she	was	commanded	in	her

soul.	And	so	she	set	off	on	her	travels	with	her	husband,	for	he	was	always	a
good	and	easygoing	man	with	her.	Although	he	sometimes	–	out	of	groundless
fear	–	left	her	on	her	own	for	a	while,	yet	he	always	came	back	to	her	again,	and
felt	sorry	for	her,	and	spoke	up	for	her	as	much	as	he	dared	for	fear	of	other
people.	But	all	others	that	went	along	with	her	forsook	her,	and	they	most	falsely
accused	her	–	through	temptation	of	the	devil	–	of	things	that	she	was	never
guilty	of.



And	so	did	one	man	in	whom	she	greatly	trusted,	and	who	offered	to	travel
with	her,	at	which	she	was	very	pleased,	believing	he	would	give	her	support	and
help	her	when	she	needed	it,	for	he	had	been	staying	a	long	time	with	an
anchorite,	a	doctor	of	divinity	and	a	holy	man,	and	that	anchorite	was	this
woman’s	confessor.
And	so	his	servant	–	at	his	own	inward	stirring	–	took	his	leave	to	travel	with

this	creature;	and	her	own	maidservant	went	with	her	too,	for	as	long	as	things
went	well	with	them	and	nobody	said	anything	against	them.
But	as	soon	as	people	–	through	the	enticing	of	our	spiritual	enemy,	and	by

permission	of	our	Lord	–	spoke	against	this	creature	because	she	wept	so
grievously,	and	said	she	was	a	false	hypocrite	and	deceived	people,	and
threatened	her	with	burning,	then	this	man,	who	was	held	to	be	so	holy,	and	in
whom	she	trusted	so	much,	rebuked	her	with	the	utmost	force	and	scorned	her
most	foully,	and	would	not	go	any	further	with	her.	Her	maidservant,	seeing
discomfort	on	every	side,	grew	obstreperous	with	her	mistress.	She	would	not	do
as	she	was	told,	or	follow	her	mistress’s	advice.	She	let	her	mistress	go	alone
into	many	fine	towns	and	would	not	go	with	her.
And	always,	her	husband	was	ready	when	everybody	else	let	her	down,	and	he

went	with	her	where	our	Lord	would	send	her,	always	believing	that	all	was	for
the	best,	and	would	end	well	when	God	willed.
And	at	this	time,	he	took	her	to	speak	with	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln,	who	was

called	Philip,3 	and	they	stayed	for	three	weeks	before	they	could	speak	to	him,
for	he	was	not	at	home	at	his	palace.4 	When	the	Bishop	came	home,	and	heard
tell	of	how	such	a	woman	had	waited	so	long	to	speak	to	him,	he	then	sent	for
her	in	great	haste	to	find	out	what	she	wanted.	And	then	she	came	into	his
presence	and	greeted	him,	and	he	warmly	welcomed	her	and	said	he	had	long
wanted	to	speak	with	her,	and	he	was	very	glad	she	had	come.	And	so	she	asked
him	if	she	might	speak	with	him	in	private	and	confide	in	him	the	secrets	of	her
soul,	and	he	appointed	a	convenient	time	for	this.
When	the	time	came,	she	told	him	all	about	her	meditations	and	high

contemplations,	and	other	secret	things,	both	of	the	living	and	the	dead,	as	our
Lord	revealed	to	her	soul.5 	He	was	very	glad	to	hear	them,	and	graciously
allowed	her	to	say	what	she	pleased,	and	greatly	commended	her	feelings	and
her	contemplations,	saying	they	were	high	matters	and	most	devout	matters,	and
inspired	by	the	Holy	Ghost,	advising	her	seriously	that	her	feelings	should	be
written	down.
And	she	said	that	it	was	not	God’s	will	that	they	should	be	written	so	soon,

nor	were	they	written	for	twenty	years	afterwards	and	more.6



And	then	she	said	furthermore,	‘My	Lord,	if	it	please	you,	I	am	commanded	in
my	soul	that	you	shall	give	me	the	mantle	and	the	ring,	and	clothe	me	all	in
white	clothes.7 	And	if	you	clothe	me	on	earth,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	shall	clothe
you	in	heaven,8 	as	I	understand	through	revelation.’
Then	the	Bishop	said	to	her,	‘I	will	fulfil	your	desire	if	your	husband	will

consent	to	it.’
Then	she	said	to	the	Bishop,	‘I	pray	you,	let	my	husband	come	into	your

presence,	and	you	shall	hear	what	he	will	say.’
And	so	her	husband	came	before	the	Bishop,	and	the	Bishop	asked	him,	‘John,

is	it	your	will	that	your	wife	shall	take	the	mantle	and	the	ring	and	that	you	live
chaste,	the	two	of	you?’
‘Yes,	my	lord,’	he	said,	‘and	in	token	that	we	both	vow	to	live	chaste	I	here

offer	my	hands	into	yours,’	and	he	put	his	hands	between	the	Bishop’s	hands.
And	the	Bishop	did	no	more	with	us	on	that	day,	except	that	he	treated	us	very

warmly	and	said	we	were	most	welcome.9
Another	day	this	creature	came	to	a	meal	at	the	Bishop’s	request,	and	she	saw

him,	before	he	sat	down	to	his	meal,	give	with	his	own	hands	to	thirteen	poor
men	thirteen	pence	and	thirteen	loaves,	together	with	other	food.	And	so	he	did
every	day.	This	creature	was	stirred	to	high	devotion	by	this	sight,	and	gave	God
praise	and	worship	because	he	gave	the	Bishop	grace	to	do	these	good	deeds,
with	such	abundant	weeping	that	all	the	Bishop’s	household	wondered	what	was
wrong	with	her.
And	afterwards	she	was	seated	at	a	meal	with	many	worthy	clerks	and	priests

and	squires	of	the	Bishop’s,	and	the	Bishop	himself	very	kindly	sent	things	to
her	from	his	own	table.
The	clerks	asked	this	creature	many	hard	questions	which,	through	the	grace

of	Jesus,	she	resolved,	so	that	her	answers	pleased	the	Bishop	very	much,	and
the	clerks	were	astonished	that	she	answered	so	readily	and	pregnantly.
When	the	Bishop	had	eaten,	he	sent	for	this	creature	to	come	into	his	chamber,

saying	to	her:	‘Margery,	you	and	your	husband	spoke	to	me	about	my	giving	you
the	mantle	and	the	ring,	for	which	reason	I	have	taken	counsel,	and	I	am	advised
not	to	profess	you	in	such	singular	clothing	without	more	consideration.	You
say,	by	the	grace	of	God,	you	will	go	to	Jerusalem.	Therefore	pray	to	God	that	it
may	wait	until	you	come	back	from	Jerusalem,	when	you	have	proved	yourself
and	are	recognized.’
The	next	day	this	creature	went	to	church	and	prayed	to	God	with	all	her	spirit

that	she	might	know	how	she	should	be	governed	in	this	matter,	and	what
answer	she	might	give	to	the	Bishop.



Our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	answered	in	her	mind	in	this	manner:	‘Daughter,	say	to
the	Bishop	that	he	is	more	afraid	of	the	shames	of	this	world	than	the	perfect
love	of	God.10 	Say	to	him,	I	would	have	excused	him	if	he	had	fulfilled	your
will	as	much	as	I	did	the	children	of	Israel,	when	I	bade	them	borrow	the	goods
of	the	people	of	Egypt	and	go	away	with	them.11 	Therefore,	daughter,	say	to
him	that,	though	he	will	not	do	it	now,	it	shall	be	done	another	time	when	God
wills.’
And	so	she	delivered	her	message	to	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln	as	she	had	been

commanded.	Then	he	prayed	her	to	go	to	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury	–
Arundel12 	–	‘and	pray	him	to	grant	leave	to	me,	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln,’	to	give
her	the	mantle	and	the	ring,	inasmuch	as	she	was	not	from	his	diocese.	He	made
a	pretence	of	having	this	reason	through	the	advice	of	his	clerks,	because	they
had	no	love	for	this	creature.
She	said,	‘Sir,	I	will	go	to	my	Lord	of	Canterbury	very	willingly,	because	of

other	reasons	and	other	matters	which	I	have	to	confide	in	his	reverence.	As	for
this	present	reason,	I	shall	not	go	for	that,	for	God	does	not	wish	me	to	ask	the
Archbishop	about	it.’
Then	she	took	her	leave	of	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln,	and	he	gave	her	twenty-six

shillings	and	eight	pence	to	buy	her	clothes	with,	and	to	pray	for	him.



Chapter	16

Then	this	creature	went	on	to	London	with	her	husband,	to	Lambeth,1 	where	the
Archbishop	was	in	residence	at	that	time.	And	as	they	came	into	the	hall	in	the
afternoon,	there	were	many	of	the	Archbishop’s	clerks	about	and	other	heedless
men,	both	squires	and	yeomen,	who	swore	many	great	oaths	and	spoke	many
thoughtless	words,	and	this	creature	boldly	rebuked	them,	and	said	they	would
be	damned	unless	they	left	off	their	swearing	and	the	other	sins	they	practised.2

And	with	that	there	came	forward	a	woman	of	that	town	dressed	in	a	pilch3
who	reviled	this	creature,	cursed	her,	and	said	very	maliciously	to	her	in	this
way:	‘I	wish	you	were	in	Smithfield,	and	I	would	bring	a	bundle	of	sticks	to	burn
you	with4 	–	it	is	a	pity	that	you	are	alive.’
This	creature	stood	still	and	did	not	answer,	and	her	husband	endured	it	with

great	pain	and	was	very	sorry	to	hear	his	wife	so	rebuked.
Then	the	Archbishop	sent	for	this	creature	to	come	to	him	in	his	garden.	When

she	came	into	his	presence	she	made	her	obeisances	to	him	as	best	she	could,
praying	him,	out	of	his	gracious	lordship,	to	grant	her	authority	to	choose	her
confessor	and	to	receive	communion	every	Sunday5 	–	if	God	would	dispose	her
to	this	–	under	his	letter	and	his	seal	throughout	all	his	province.	And	he	granted
her	with	great	kindness	her	whole	desire	without	any	silver	or	gold,	nor	would
he	let	his	clerks	take	anything	for	the	writing	or	sealing	of	the	letter.
When	this	creature	found	this	grace	in	his	sight,	she	was	much	comforted	and

strengthened	in	her	soul,	and	so	she	told	this	worshipful	lord	about	her	manner
of	life,	and	such	grace	as	God	wrought	in	her	mind	and	in	her	soul,	in	order	to
discover	what	he	would	say	about	it,	and	if	he	found	any	fault	with	either	her
contemplation	or	her	weeping.
And	she	also	told	him	the	cause	of	her	weeping,	and	the	manner	in	which	our

Lord	conversed	with	her	soul.	And	he	did	not	find	fault	at	all,	but	approved	her
manner	of	life,	and	was	very	glad	that	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	showed
such	grace	in	our	times	–	blessed	may	he	be.



Then	this	creature	spoke	to	him	boldly	about	the	correction	of	his	household,
saying	with	reverence,	‘My	lord,	our	Lord	of	all,	Almighty	God,	has	not	given
you	your	benefice	and	great	worldly	wealth	in	order	to	maintain	those	who	are
traitors	to	him,	and	those	who	slay	him	every	day	by	the	swearing	of	great	oaths.
You	shall	answer	for	them,	unless	you	correct	them	or	else	put	them	out	of	your
service.’6
In	the	most	meek	and	kindly	way	he	allowed	her	to	say	what	was	on	her	mind

and	gave	her	a	handsome	answer,	she	supposing	that	things	would	then	be	better.
And	so	their	conversation	continued	until	stars	appeared	in	the	sky.	Then	she
took	her	leave,	and	her	husband	too.
Afterwards	they	went	back	to	London,	and	many	worthy	men	wanted	to	hear

her	converse,	for	her	conversation	was	so	much	to	do	with	the	love	of	God	that
those	who	heard	it	were	often	moved	to	weep	very	sadly.
And	so	she	had	a	very	warm	welcome	there	–	and	her	husband	because	of	her

–	for	as	long	as	they	wished	to	stay	in	the	city.	Afterwards	they	returned	to	Lynn,
and	then	this	creature	went	to	the	anchorite	at	the	Preaching	Friars	in	Lynn	and
told	him	how	she	had	been	received,	and	how	she	had	got	on	while	she	was
travelling	round	the	country.	And	he	was	very	pleased	at	her	homecoming	and
held	it	to	be	a	great	miracle,	her	coming	and	going	to	and	fro.
And	he	said	to	her:	‘I	have	heard	much	evil	talk	of	you	since	you	went	away,

and	I	have	been	strongly	advised	to	leave	you	and	not	to	associate	with	you	any
more,	and	great	friendships	are	promised	me	on	condition	that	I	give	you	up.
And	I	answered	for	you	in	this	way:	“If	you	were	still	the	same	as	you	were
when	we	parted,	I	certainly	dared	say	you	were	a	good	woman,	a	lover	of	God,
and	highly	inspired	with	the	Holy	Ghost.	I	will	not	forsake	her	for	any	lady	in
this	realm,	if	speaking	with	the	lady	means	leaving	her,	for	I	would	rather	leave
the	lady	and	speak	with	Margery,	if	I	might	not	do	both,	than	do	the	contrary.”’
(Read	first	the	twenty-first	chapter	and	then	this	chapter	after	that.)7



Chapter	17

One	day	long	before	this	time,	while	this	creature	was	bearing	children	and	was
newly	delivered	of	a	child,	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus	said	to	her	that	she	should	bear
no	more	children,	and	therefore	he	commanded	her	to	go	to	Norwich.1
And	she	said,	‘Ah,	dear	Lord,	how	shall	I	go?	I	am	feeling	faint	and	weak.’
‘Don’t	be	afraid.	I	shall	make	you	strong	enough.	I	bid	you	go	to	the	Vicar	of

St	Stephen’s,2 	and	say	that	I	greet	him	warmly,	and	that	he	is	a	high,	chosen
soul	of	mine,	and	tell	him	he	greatly	pleases	me	with	his	preaching,	and	tell	him
the	secrets	of	your	soul,	and	my	counsels	that	I	reveal	to	you.’
Then	she	made	her	way	to	Norwich,	and	came	into	his	church	on	a	Thursday	a

little	before	noon.	And	the	Vicar	was	walking	up	and	down	with	another	priest
who	was	his	confessor,	and	who	was	still	alive	when	this	book	was	written.	And
this	creature	was	dressed	in	black	clothing	at	that	time.
She	greeted	the	Vicar,	asking	him	if	she	could	–	in	the	afternoon,	when	he	had

eaten	–	speak	with	him	for	an	hour	or	two	of	the	love	of	God.	He,	lifting	up	his
hands	and	blessing	himself,	said,	‘Bless	us!	How	could	a	woman	occupy	one	or
two	hours	with	the	love	of	our	Lord?	I	shan’t	eat	a	thing	till	I	find	out	what	you
can	say	of	our	Lord	God	in	the	space	of	an	hour.’
Then	he	sat	himself	down	in	the	church.	She,	sitting	a	little	to	one	side,	told

him	all	the	words	which	God	had	revealed	to	her	in	her	soul.	Afterwards	she	told
him	the	whole	manner	of	her	life	from	her	childhood,3 	as	closely	as	it	would
come	to	mind	–	how	unkind	and	unnatural	she	had	been	towards	our	Lord	Jesus
Christ;	how	proud	and	vain	she	had	been	in	her	bearing;	how	obstinate	against
the	laws	of	God,	and	how	envious	towards	her	fellow	Christians;	how	she	was
chastised	(later	when	it	pleased	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus)	with	many	tribulations
and	horrible	temptations,	and	how	afterwards	she	was	fed	and	comforted	with
holy	meditations,	and	specially	in	the	memory	of	our	Lord’s	Passion.
And,	while	she	conversed	on	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	she	heard

so	terrible	a	melody	that	she	could	not	bear	it.	Then	this	creature	fell	down,	as	if
she	had	lost	her	bodily	strength,	and	lay	still	for	a	long	while,	desiring	to	put	it



aside,	and	she	could	not.	Then	she	knew	indeed	by	her	faith	that	there	was	great
joy	in	heaven,	where	the	least	point	of	bliss	surpasses	without	any	comparison
all	the	joy	that	ever	might	be	thought	or	felt	in	this	life.	She	was	greatly
strengthened	in	her	faith	and	the	more	bold	to	tell	the	Vicar	her	feelings,	which
she	had	by	revelations	about	both	the	living	and	the	dead,	and	about	his	own
self.
She	told	him	how	sometimes	the	Father	of	Heaven	conversed	with	her	soul	as

plainly	and	as	certainly	as	one	friend	speaks	to	another	through	bodily	speech.
Sometimes	the	Second	Person	in	Trinity,4 	sometimes	all	Three	Persons	in
Trinity	and	one	substance	in	Godhead,	spoke	to	her	soul,	and	informed	her	in	her
faith	and	in	his	love	–	how	she	should	love	him,	worship	him	and	dread	him	–	so
excellently	that	she	never	heard	any	book,	neither	Hilton’s	book,	nor	Bride’s
book,	nor	Stimulus	Amoris,	nor	Incendium	Amoris,	nor	any	other	book	that	she
ever	heard	read,5 	that	spoke	so	exaltedly	of	the	love	of	God	as	she	felt	highly
working	in	her	soul,	if	she	could	have	communicated	what	she	felt.
Sometimes	our	Lady	spoke	to	her	mind;	sometimes	St	Peter,	sometimes	St

Paul,6 	sometimes	St	Katherine,7 	or	whatever	saint	in	heaven	she	was	devoted
to,	appeared	to	her	soul	and	taught	her	how	she	should	love	our	Lord	and	how
she	should	please	him.	These	conversations	were	so	sweet,	so	holy	and	so
devout,	that	often	this	creature	could	not	bear	it,	but	fell	down	and	twisted	and
wrenched	her	body	about,	and	made	remarkable	faces	and	gestures,	with
vehement	sobbings	and	great	abundance	of	tears,	sometimes	saying	‘Jesus,
mercy,’	and	sometimes,	‘I	die.’8
And	therefore	many	people	slandered	her,	not	believing	that	it	was	the	work

of	God,	but	that	some	evil	spirit	tormented	her	in	her	body	or	else	that	she	had
some	bodily	sickness.9
Notwithstanding	the	protests	and	resentments	of	people	against	her,	this	holy

man	–	Vicar	of	St	Stephen’s	Church	at	Norwich,	whom	God	had	exalted	and
through	marvellous	works	had	shown	and	proved	to	be	holy	–	he	always	took
her	side	and	supported	her	against	her	enemies	as	much	as	he	could,	after	the
time	when	she	at	God’s	command	had	told	him	about	her	manner	of	life	and
behaviour,	for	he	faithfully	believed	that	she	was	learned	in	the	law	of	God,	and
endued	with	the	grace	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	to	whom	it	belongs	to	inspire	where	he
will.	And	though	his	voice	be	heard,	it	is	not	known	in	this	world	whence	it
comes	or	whither	it	goes.
This	holy	Vicar,	after	this	time,	was	always	confessor	to	this	creature	when

she	came	to	Norwich,	and	gave	her	communion	with	his	own	hands.



And	when	on	one	occasion	she	was	admonished	to	appear	before	certain
officers	of	the	Bishop,10 	to	answer	certain	charges	that	would	be	made	against
her	through	the	agitation	of	envious	people,	the	good	vicar,	preferring	the	love	of
God	above	any	shame	in	this	world,	went	with	her	to	hear	her	examination,	and
delivered	her	from	the	malice	of	her	enemies.	And	then	it	was	revealed	to	this
creature	that	the	good	Vicar	would	live	for	seven	more	years	after	this,	and	then
he	would	pass	hence	with	great	grace,	and	so	he	did,	as	she	had	foreseen.11



Chapter	18

This	creature	was	charged	and	commanded	in	her	soul	that	she	should	go	to	a
White	Friar	in	the	same	city	of	Norwich,	who	was	called	William	Southfield,1 	a
good	man	who	lived	a	holy	life,	to	reveal	to	him	the	grace	that	God	had	wrought
in	her,	as	she	had	done	to	the	good	Vicar	before.	She	did	as	she	was	commanded
and	came	to	the	friar	one	morning,	and	was	with	him	in	a	chapel	for	a	long	time,
and	told	him	her	meditations	and	what	God	had	wrought	in	her	soul,	in	order	to
know	if	she	were	deceived	by	any	delusions	or	not.
This	good	man,	the	White	Friar,	all	the	time	that	she	told	him	of	her	feelings,

held	up	his	hands	and	said,	‘Jesus,	mercy,	and	thanks	be	to	Jesus.’
‘Sister,’	he	said,	‘have	no	fear	about	your	manner	of	life,	for	it	is	the	Holy

Ghost	plentifully	working	his	grace	in	your	soul.	Thank	him	highly	of	his
goodness,	for	we	are	all	bound	to	thank	him	for	you,	who	now	in	our	times
inspires	you	with	his	grace,	to	the	help	and	comfort	of	all	of	us	who	are
supported	by	your	prayers	and	by	others	such	as	you.2 	And	we	are	preserved
from	many	misfortunes	and	troubles	which	we	should	deservedly	suffer	for	our
trespasses,	were	there	not	such	good	creatures	among	us.	Blessed	be	Almighty
God	for	his	goodness.
‘And	therefore,	sister,	I	advise	you	to	dispose	yourself	to	receive	the	gifts	of

God	as	lowly	and	meekly	as	you	can,	and	put	up	no	obstacle	or	objections
against	the	goodness	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	for	he	may	give	his	gifts	where	he	will,
and	the	unworthy	he	makes	worthy,	the	sinful	he	makes	righteous.	His	mercy	is
always	ready	for	us	unless	the	fault	be	in	ourselves,	for	he	does	not	dwell	in	a
body	subject	to	sin.	He	flies	from	all	false	pretence	and	falsehood;3 	he	asks	of
us	a	low,	a	meek,	and	a	contrite	heart,	with	a	good	will.4 	Our	Lord	says	himself,
“My	spirit	shall	rest	upon	a	meek	man,	a	contrite	man,	and	one	who	fears	my
words.”5
‘Sister,	I	trust	to	our	Lord	that	you	have	these	conditions	either	in	your	will	or

in	your	affections	or	else	in	both,	and	I	do	not	consider	that	our	Lord	allows	to
be	endlessly	deceived	those	who	place	their	trust	in	him,	and	seek	and	desire
nothing	but	him	only,	as	I	hope	you	do.	And	therefore	believe	fully	that	our	Lord



nothing	but	him	only,	as	I	hope	you	do.	And	therefore	believe	fully	that	our	Lord
loves	you	and	is	working	his	grace	in	you.	I	pray	God	increase	it	and	continue	it
to	his	everlasting	worship,	for	his	mercy.’
The	said	creature	was	much	comforted	both	in	body	and	in	soul	by	this	good

man’s	words,	and	greatly	strengthened	in	her	faith.
And	then	she	was	commanded	by	our	Lord	to	go	to	an	anchoress	in	the	same

city	who	was	called	Dame	Julian.6 	And	so	she	did,	and	told	her	about	the	grace,
that	God	had	put	into	her	soul,	of	compunction,	contrition,	sweetness	and
devotion,	compassion	with	holy	meditation	and	high	contemplation,	and	very
many	holy	speeches	and	converse	that	our	Lord	spoke	to	her	soul,	and	also	many
wonderful	revelations,	which	she	described	to	the	anchoress	to	find	out	if	there
were	any	deception	in	them,	for	the	anchoress	was	expert	in	such	things	and
could	give	good	advice.
The	anchoress,	hearing	the	marvellous	goodness	of	our	Lord,	highly	thanked

God	with	all	her	heart	for	his	visitation,	advising	this	creature	to	be	obedient	to
the	will	of	our	Lord	and	fulfil	with	all	her	might	whatever	he	put	into	her	soul,	if
it	were	not	against	the	worship	of	God	and	the	profit	of	her	fellow	Christians.
For	if	it	were,	then	it	were	not	the	influence	of	a	good	spirit,	but	rather	of	an	evil
spirit.	‘The	Holy	Ghost	never	urges	a	thing	against	charity,	and	if	he	did,	he
would	be	contrary	to	his	own	self,	for	he	is	all	charity.	Also	he	moves	a	soul	to
all	chasteness,	for	chaste	livers	are	called	the	temple	of	the	Holy	Ghost,7 	and	the
Holy	Ghost	makes	a	soul	stable	and	steadfast	in	the	right	faith	and	the	right
belief.
‘And	a	double	man	in	soul	is	always	unstable	and	unsteadfast	in	all	his

ways.8 	He	that	is	forever	doubting	is	like	the	wave	of	the	sea	which	is	moved
and	borne	about	with	the	wind,	and	that	man	is	not	likely	to	receive	the	gifts	of
God.9
‘Any	creature	that	has	these	tokens	may	steadfastly	believe	that	the	Holy

Ghost	dwells	in	his	soul.	And	much	more,	when	God	visits	a	creature	with	tears
of	contrition,	devotion	or	compassion,	he	may	and	ought	to	believe	that	the	Holy
Ghost	is	in	his	soul.	St	Paul	says	that	the	Holy	Ghost	asks	for	us	with	mourning
and	weeping	unspeakable;10 	that	is	to	say,	he	causes	us	to	ask	and	pray	with
mourning	and	weeping	so	plentifully	that	the	tears	may	not	be	numbered.	No
evil	spirit	may	give	these	tokens,	for	St	Jerome	says	that	tears	torment	the	devil
more	than	do	the	pains	of	hell.11 	God	and	the	devil	are	always	at	odds,	and	they
shall	never	dwell	together	in	one	place,	and	the	devil	has	no	power	in	a	man’s
soul.



‘Holy	Writ	says	that	the	soul	of	a	righteous	man	is	the	seat	of	God,12 	and	so	I
trust,	sister,	that	you	are.	I	pray	God	grant	you	perseverance.	Set	all	your	trust	in
God	and	do	not	fear	the	talk	of	the	world,	for	the	more	contempt,	shame	and
reproof	that	you	have	in	this	world,	the	more	is	your	merit	in	the	sight	of	God.13

Patience	is	necessary	for	you,	for	in	that	shall	you	keep	your	soul.’14
Great	was	the	holy	conversation	that	the	anchoress	and	this	creature	had

through	talking	of	the	love	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	for	the	many	days	that	they
were	together.
This	creature	revealed	her	manner	of	life	to	many	a	worthy	clerk,	to	honoured

doctors	of	divinity,	both	religious	men	and	others	of	secular	habit,	and	they	said
that	God	wrought	great	grace	in	her	and	bade	her	not	to	be	afraid	–	there	was	no
delusion	in	her	manner	of	living.	They	counselled	her	to	be	persevering,	for	their
greatest	fear	was	that	she	would	turn	aside	and	not	keep	her	perfection.	She	had
so	many	enemies	and	so	much	slander,	that	it	seemed	to	them	that	she	might	not
bear	it	without	great	grace	and	a	mighty	faith.
Others	who	had	no	knowledge	of	her	manner	of	behaving,	except	through

outward	observations	alone	or	else	through	the	gossip	of	other	people	perverting
the	judgement	of	truth,	spoke	very	badly	of	her	and	caused	her	to	have	much
more	enmity	and	distress	than	she	would	otherwise	have	done,	if	it	had	not	been
for	their	evil	talk.	Nevertheless,	the	anchorite	of	the	Preaching	Friars	in	Lynn	–
who	was	her	principal	confessor,	as	is	written	before	–	took	the	responsibility	on
his	own	soul	that	her	feelings	were	good	and	sure,	and	that	there	was	no
deception	in	them.	And	through	the	spirit	of	prophecy	he	told	her	that	when	she
went	to	Jerusalem	she	would	have	a	great	deal	of	trouble	with	her	maidservant,
and	that	our	Lord	would	try	her	severely	and	test	her	very	strictly.
Then	she	replied,	‘Ah,	good	sir,	what	shall	I	do	when	I	am	far	from	home	and

in	strange	countries,	and	my	maidservant	is	against	me?	My	physical	comfort
would	then	be	all	gone,	and	I	would	not	know	where	to	get	spiritual	comfort
from	any	confessor	such	as	you	are.’
‘Daughter,	don’t	be	afraid,	for	our	Lord	will	comfort	you	himself,	whose

comfort	surpasses	all	others	and,	when	all	your	friends	have	forsaken	you,	our
Lord	shall	cause	a	hunch-backed	man	to	escort	you	wherever	you	wish	to	go.’
And	it	happened	just	as	the	anchorite	had	prophesied	in	every	detail	and	as	–	I

trust	–	will	be	written	more	fully	later	on.15
Then	this	creature	said	to	the	anchorite	in	a	kind	of	complaining	way,	‘Good

sir,	what	shall	I	do?	He	that	is	my	confessor	in	your	absence	is	very	sharp	with
me.16 	He	won’t	believe	my	feelings;	he	sets	no	store	by	them	at	all;	he	considers



them	merely	trifles	and	jokes,	and	that	is	most	painful	to	me,	for	I	am	very	fond
of	him	and	would	gladly	follow	his	advice.’
The	anchorite,	answering	her,	said,	‘It	is	no	wonder,	daughter,	that	he	can’t

believe	in	your	feelings	so	soon.	He	knows	very	well	that	you	have	been	a	sinful
woman,	and	therefore	he	thinks	that	God	would	not	be	on	terms	of	homely
familiarity	with	you	in	so	short	a	time.	After	your	conversion	I	would	not,	for	all
this	world,	be	so	sharp	with	you	as	he	is.	God	–	because	of	your	deservingness	–
has	appointed	him	to	be	your	scourge,	and	he	deals	with	you	as	a	smith	with	a
file	makes	the	iron	bright	and	clear	to	the	sight,	which	before	appeared	rusty,
dark	and	nastily	coloured.17 	The	sharper	he	is	to	you	the	more	clearly	your	soul
shines	in	God’s	sight,	and	God	has	ordained	me	to	be	your	spiritual	fosterer	and
your	comfort.	Be	humble	and	meek,	and	thank	God	for	both	the	one	and	the
other.’
…	On	one	occasion,	before	this	creature	went	to	her	prayers	to	discover	what

answer	she	should	give	to	the	widow,18 	she	was	commanded	in	her	spirit	to	bid
the	widow	leave	her	current	confessor,	if	she	would	please	God,	and	go	to	the
anchorite	at	the	Preaching	Friars	in	Lynn	and	tell	him	all	about	her	life.	When
this	creature	gave	this	message,	the	widow	would	not	believe	her	words,	nor	her
confessor	either,	unless	God	would	give	her	the	same	grace	that	he	gave	this
creature,	and	she	ordered	this	creature	that	she	should	not	come	to	her	place	any
more.	And	because	this	creature	told	her	that	she	had	to	feel	love	and	affection
for	her	confessor,	therefore	the	widow	said	it	would	have	been	a	good	thing	for
this	creature	if	her	love	and	affection	were	directed	as	hers	were.
Then	our	Lord	commanded	this	creature	to	have	a	letter	written	and	send	it	to

her.	A	master	of	divinity	wrote	a	letter	at	the	request	of	this	creature	and	sent	it
to	the	widow,	with	the	following	clauses:	one	clause	was	that	the	widow	should
never	have	the	grace	that	this	creature	had;	another	was	that,	although	this
creature	were	never	to	come	inside	her	house,	it	would	greatly	please	God.
Our	Lord	said	again	to	this	creature,	‘It	would	be	better	than	this	whole	world

for	her	if	her	love	were	fixed	as	yours	is.	And	I	command	you	to	go	to	her
confessor,	and	tell	him	that,	because	he	will	not	believe	your	words,	they	shall
be	separated	without	him	noticing,	and	those	who	are	not	confided	in	by	her
shall	know	this	before	he	does,	whether	he	likes	it	or	not.	So,	daughter,	you	may
see	here	how	hard	it	is	to	separate	a	man	from	his	own	will.’
And	this	whole	series	of	events	fell	out	indeed,	as	this	creature	had	foretold,

twelve	years	afterwards.	Then	this	creature	suffered	a	great	deal	of	tribulation
and	unhappiness	because	she	said	these	words,	as	our	Lord	commanded	her	to.
And	she	was	always	increasing	in	the	love	of	God	and	was	bolder	than	she	was
before.



before.



Chapter	19

Before	this	creature	went	to	Jerusalem,	our	Lord	sent	her	to	a	very	respectable
lady,	so	that	she	should	speak	to	her	confidentially	and	do	his	errand	to	her.	The
lady	would	not	speak	with	her	unless	her	confessor	were	present,	and	she	said
she	was	happy	with	this.	And	then,	when	the	lady’s	confessor	had	come,	the
three	of	them	went	into	a	chapel	together,	and	then	this	creature	said	with	great
reverence	and	many	tears,	‘Madam,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	bade	me	tell	you	that
your	husband	is	in	purgatory,	and	that	you	shall	be	saved,	but	that	it	will	be	a
long	time	before	you	get	to	heaven.’
And	then	the	lady	was	displeased,	and	said	her	husband	was	a	good	man	–	she

didn’t	believe	he	was	in	purgatory.	Her	confessor	sided	with	this	creature,	and
said	it	might	very	well	be	as	she	said,	and	backed	up	her	words	with	many	holy
tales.
And	then	this	lady	sent	her	daughter,	and	others	of	her	household	with	her,	to

the	anchorite	who	was	principal	confessor	to	this	creature,	in	order	that	he
should	give	her	up,	or	else	he	would	lose	her	friendship.	The	anchorite	said	to
the	messengers	that	he	would	not	forsake	this	creature	for	any	man	on	earth,	for
to	such	persons	as	would	inquire	of	him	about	her	manner	of	behaving	and	what
he	thought	of	her,	he	said	she	was	God’s	own	servant,	and	he	also	said	she	was
the	tabernacle	of	God.
And	the	anchorite	said	to	her,	to	strengthen	her	in	her	faith,	‘Though	God

should	take	from	you	all	tears	and	conversings,	believe	nevertheless	that	God
loves	you	and	that	you	shall	be	sure	of	heaven	for	what	you	have	had	before,	for
tears	with	love	are	the	greatest	gift	that	God	may	give	on	earth,	and	all	men	that
love	God	ought	to	thank	him	for	you.’
Also,	there	was	a	widow	who	asked	this	creature	to	pray	for	her	husband	and

discover	if	he	had	any	need	of	help.	And	as	this	creature	prayed	for	him,	she	was
answered	that	his	soul	would	be	thirty	years	in	purgatory,	unless	he	had	better
friends	on	earth.	She	told	this	to	the	widow	and	said,	‘If	you	give	three	or	four
pounds	for	him	in	masses	and	in	alms-giving	to	poor	folk,	you	will	highly	please
God	and	greatly	ease	the	soul.’
The	widow	took	little	heed	of	her	words	and	let	it	pass.	Then	this	creature



The	widow	took	little	heed	of	her	words	and	let	it	pass.	Then	this	creature
went	to	the	anchorite	and	told	him	how	she	had	felt,	and	he	said	the	feeling	was
from	God	and	the	deed	in	itself	was	good,	even	though	the	soul	had	no	need	of
it,	and	advised	that	it	should	be	fulfilled.	Then	this	creature	told	this	matter	to
her	confessor,	in	order	that	he	should	speak	to	the	widow,	and	so	for	a	long	time
this	creature	heard	no	more	of	this	matter.
Afterwards	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	this	creature,	‘That	thing	I	ordered

should	be	done	for	the	soul	is	not	done.	Ask	now	your	confessor.’
And	so	she	did,	and	he	said	it	was	not	done.
She	replied,	‘My	Lord	Jesus	Christ	told	me	as	much	just	now.’



Chapter	20

One	day	as	this	creature	was	hearing	mass,	a	young	man	and	a	good	priest	was
holding	up	the	sacrament	in	his	hands	over	his	head,	and	the	sacrament	shook
and	fluttered	to	and	fro	just	as	a	dove	flutters	her	wings.	And	when	he	held	up
the	chalice	with	the	precious	sacrament,	the	chalice	moved	to	and	fro	as	if	it
would	have	fallen	out	of	his	hands.	When	the	consecration	was	done,	this
creature	marvelled	at	the	stirring	and	moving	of	the	blessed	sacrament,	wanting
to	see	more	consecrations	and	looking	to	see	if	it	would	do	so	again.
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	the	creature,	‘You	will	not	see	it	any	more

in	this	way;	therefore	thank	God	that	you	have	seen	it.	My	daughter	Bridget
never	saw	me	in	this	way.’1
Then	this	creature	said	in	her	thought,	‘Lord,	what	does	this	betoken?’
‘It	betokens	vengeance.’
‘Ah,	good	Lord,	what	vengeance?’
Then	our	Lord	replied	to	her,	‘There	shall	be	an	earthquake.2 	Tell	whoever

you	wish,	in	the	name	of	Jesus.	For	in	truth	I	tell	you,	just	as	I	spoke	to	St
Bridget,	just	so	I	speak	to	you,	daughter,	and	I	tell	you	truly	that	every	word	that
is	written	in	Bridget’s	book	is	true3 	and	through	you	shall	be	recognized	as	truth
indeed.	And	you	will	succeed,	daughter,	in	spite	of	all	your	enemies;	the	more
envy	they	have	of	you	for	my	grace	the	better	shall	I	love	you.	I	would	not	be
righteous	unless	I	loved	you,	for	I	know	you	better	than	you	do	yourself,
whatever	people	say	about	you.	You	say	I	have	great	patience	with	people’s	sins,
and	you	say	truly,	but	if	you	saw	people’s	sins	as	I	do,	you	would	marvel	much
more	at	my	patience,	and	sorrow	much	more	at	people’s	sin,	than	you	do.’
Then	the	creature	said,	‘Alas,	beloved	Lord,	what	shall	I	do	for	the	people?’4
Our	Lord	answered,	‘It	is	enough	for	you	to	do	as	you	do.’
Then	she	prayed,	‘Merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	in	you	is	all	mercy	and	grace

and	goodness.	Have	mercy,	pity	and	compassion	on	them.	Show	your	mercy	and
your	goodness	upon	them,	help	them,	send	them	true	contrition,	and	let	them
never	die	in	their	sin.’5
Our	merciful	Lord	said,	‘I	may	do	no	more	for	them	in	my	righteousness,



Our	merciful	Lord	said,	‘I	may	do	no	more	for	them	in	my	righteousness,
daughter,	than	I	do.	I	send	them	preaching	and	teaching,	pestilence	and	battles,
hunger	and	famine,	loss	of	their	goods,	with	great	sickness	and	many	other
tribulations,	and	they	will	not	believe	my	words	nor	will	they	recognize	my
visitation.	And	therefore	I	shall	say	to	them	that	“I	made	my	servants	pray	for
you,	and	you	despised	their	deeds	and	their	lives.”’



Chapter	21

At	the	time	that	this	creature	had	revelations,	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,
you	are	with	child.’1
She	replied,	‘Ah,	Lord,	what	shall	I	do	about	looking	after	my	child?’
Our	Lord	said,	‘Daughter,	don’t	be	afraid,	I	shall	arrange	for	it	to	be	looked

after.’
‘Lord,	I	am	not	worthy	to	hear	you	speak,	and	still	to	make	love	with	my

husband,	even	though	it	is	great	pain	and	great	distress	to	me.’
‘Therefore	it	is	no	sin	for	you,	daughter,	because	it	is	reward	and	merit	instead

for	you,	and	you	will	not	have	any	the	less	grace,	for	I	wish	you	to	bring	me
forth	more	fruit.’
Then	the	creature	said,	‘Lord	Jesus,	this	manner	of	life	belongs	to	your	holy

maidens.’
‘Yes,	daughter,	but	rest	assured	that	I	love	wives	also,	and	specially	those

wives	who	would	live	chaste	if	they	might	have	their	will,	and	do	all	they	can	to
please	me	as	you	do.	For	though	the	state	of	maidenhood	be	more	perfect	and
more	holy	than	the	state	of	widowhood,	and	the	state	of	widowhood	more
perfect	than	the	state	of	wedlock,	yet	I	love	you,	daughter,	as	much	as	any
maiden	in	the	world.2 	No	man	may	prevent	me	from	loving	whom	I	wish	and	as
much	as	I	wish,	for	love,	daughter,	quenches	all	sin.	And	therefore	ask	of	me	the
gifts	of	love.	There	is	no	gift	so	holy	as	is	the	gift	of	love,	nor	anything	so	much
to	be	desired	as	love,	for	love	may	gain	what	it	desires.	And	therefore,	daughter,
you	may	please	God	no	better	than	to	think	continually	on	his	love.’
Then	this	creature	asked	our	Lord	Jesus	how	she	should	best	love	him,	and

our	Lord	said,	‘Be	mindful	of	your	wickedness,	and	think	of	my	goodness.’
She	replied,	‘I	am	the	most	unworthy	creature	that	you	ever	showed	grace	to

on	earth.’
‘Ah,	daughter,’	said	our	Lord,	‘do	not	be	afraid.	I	take	no	notice	of	what	a

man	has	been,	but	I	take	heed	of	what	he	will	be.	Daughter,	you	have	despised
yourself;	therefore	you	will	never	be	despised	by	God.	Bear	in	mind,	daughter,



what	Mary	Magdalene3 	was,	Mary	of	Egypt.4 	St	Paul,5 	and	many	other	saints
that	are	now	in	heaven,	for	of	unworthy,	I	make	worthy,	and	of	sinful,	I	make
righteous.	And	so	I	have	made	you	worthy	to	me,	once	loved	and	evermore
loved	by	me.	There	is	no	saint	in	heaven	that	you	wish	to	speak	with,	but	he
shall	come	to	you.	Whom	God	loves,	they	love.	When	you	please	God,	you
please	his	mother	and	all	the	saints	in	heaven.	Daughter,	I	take	witness	of	my
mother,	of	all	the	angels	in	heaven,	and	of	all	the	saints	in	heaven,	that	I	love	you
with	all	my	heart,	and	I	may	not	forgo	your	love.’
Our	Lord	said	then	to	his	blessed	mother,	‘Blessed	Mother,	tell	my	daughter

of	the	greatness	of	love	I	have	for	her.’
Then	this	creature	lay	still,	weeping	and	sobbing	as	if	her	heart	would	burst

for	the	sweetness	of	speech	that	our	Lord	spoke	to	her	soul.
Immediately	afterwards,	the	Queen	of	Mercy,	God’s	mother,	chatted	to	the

soul	of	the	creature,	saying,	‘My	beloved	daughter,	I	bring	you	sure	tidings,
bearing	witness	for	my	sweet	son	Jesus,	with	all	angels	and	all	saints	in	heaven
who	love	you	most	highly.	Daughter,	I	am	your	mother,	your	lady	and	your
mistress,	to	teach	you	in	every	way	how	you	shall	please	God	best.’
She	taught	this	creature	and	informed	her	so	marvellously	that	she	was

embarrassed	to	tell	it	to	anybody,	the	matter	was	so	high	and	so	holy,	except	to
the	anchorite	who	was	her	principal	confessor,	for	he	was	most	knowledgeable
in	such	things.	And	he	charged	this	creature	–	by	virtue	of	obedience	–	to	tell
him	whatever	she	felt,	and	so	she	did.



Chapter	22

As	this	creature	lay	in	contemplation,	weeping	bitterly	in	her	spirit,	she	said	to
our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	‘Ah,	Lord,	maidens	are	now	dancing	merrily	in	heaven.
Shall	I	not	do	so?	Because	I	am	no	virgin,	lack	of	virginity	is	now	great	sorrow
to	me.	I	think	I	wish	I	had	been	killed	as	soon	as	I	was	taken	from	the	font,	so
that	I	should	never	have	displeased	you,	and	then,	blessed	Lord,	you	would	have
had	my	virginity	without	end.	Ah,	dear	God,	I	have	not	loved	you	all	the	days	of
my	life,	and	I	keenly	regret	that;	I	have	run	away	from	you,	and	you	have	run
after	me;	I	would	fall	into	despair,	and	you	would	not	let	me.’
‘Ah,	daughter,	how	often	have	I	told	you	that	your	sins	are	forgiven	you	and

that	we	are	united	together	[in	love]	without	end?	To	me	you	are	a	love	unlike
any	other,	daughter,	and	therefore	I	promise	you	that	you	shall	have	a	singular
grace	in	heaven,	daughter,	and	I	promise	you	that	I	shall	come	to	your	end,	at
your	dying,1 	with	my	blessed	mother,	and	my	holy	angels	and	twelve	apostles,
St	Katherine,	St	Margaret	and	St	Mary	Magdalene,2 	and	many	other	saints	that
are	in	heaven,	who	greatly	worship	me	for	the	grace	that	I	give	to	you,	your	God,
your	Lord	Jesus.	You	need	fear	no	grievous	pains	in	dying	for	you	shall	have
your	desire,	which	is	to	have	your	mind	more	on	my	Passion	than	on	your	own
pain.	You	shall	not	fear	the	devil	of	hell,	for	he	has	no	power	over	you.	He	fears
you	more	than	you	do	him.	He	is	angry	with	you,	because	you	torment	him	more
with	your	weeping	than	all	the	fire	in	hell	does;	you	win	many	souls	from	him
with	your	weeping.	And	I	have	promised	you	that	you	should	have	no	other
purgatory	than	the	slanderous	talk	of	this	world,	for	I	have	chastised	you	myself
as	I	would,	by	many	great	fears	and	torments	that	you	have	had	with	evil	spirits,
both	sleeping	and	waking,	for	many	years.	And	therefore	I	shall	preserve	you	at
your	end	through	my	mercy,	so	that	they	shall	have	no	power	over	you	either	in
body	or	in	soul.	It	is	a	great	grace	and	miracle	that	you	still	have	your	wits,
considering	the	vexation	that	you	have	had	from	them	in	the	past.
‘I	have	also,	daughter,	chastised	you	with	the	fear	of	my	Godhead,	and	many

times	I	have	frightened	you	with	great	winds	and	storms,	so	that	you	thought



vengeance	would	have	fallen	on	you	for	sin.	I	have	tested	you	by	many
tribulations,	many	great	griefs	and	many	grievous	sicknesses,	so	that	you	have
been	anointed	for	death,3 	and	entirely	through	my	grace	you	have	escaped.
Therefore	don’t	be	at	all	afraid,	daughter,	for	with	my	own	hands	which	were
nailed	to	the	cross	I	shall	take	your	soul	from	your	body	with	great	joy	and
melody,4 	with	sweet	smells	and	fragrances,5 	and	offer	it	to	my	father	in	heaven,
where	you	shall	see	him	face	to	face,	dwelling	with	him	without	end.
‘Daughter,	you	will	be	very	welcome	to	my	father,	and	to	my	mother,	and	to

all	my	saints	in	heaven,	for	you	have	given	them	drink	very	many	times	with	the
tears	of	your	eyes.6 	All	my	holy	saints	shall	rejoice	at	your	coming	home.	You
shall	be	fulfilled	with	every	kind	of	love	that	you	desire.	Then	you	will	bless	the
time	that	you	were	made	and	the	body	that	has	[dearly]	redeemed	you.	He	shall
rejoice	in	you	and	you	in	him	without	end.
‘Daughter,	I	promise	you	the	same	grace	that	I	promised	St	Katherine,	St

Margaret,	St	Barbara,7 	and	St	Paul,	in	that	if	any	person	on	earth	until	the	Day
of	Judgement	asks	any	boon	of	you	and	believes	that	God	loves	you,	he	shall
have	his	boon	or	else	something	better.	Therefore	those	who	believe	that	God
loves	you	shall	be	blessed	without	end.	The	souls	in	purgatory	shall	rejoice	at
your	coming	home,	for	they	well	know	that	God	loves	you	specially.	And	men
on	earth	shall	rejoice	in	God	for	you,	for	he	shall	work	much	grace	for	you	and
make	all	the	world	to	know	that	God	loves	you.	You	have	been	despised	for	my
love,	and	therefore	you	shall	be	honoured	for	my	love.
‘Daughter,	when	you	are	in	heaven	you	will	be	able	to	ask	what	you	wish,	and

I	shall	grant	you	all	your	desire.	I	have	told	you	before	that	you	are	a	singular
lover	of	God,	and	therefore	you	shall	have	a	singular	love	in	heaven,	a	singular
reward	and	a	singular	honour.	And	because	you	are	a	maiden	in	your	soul,	I	shall
take	you	by	the	one	hand	in	heaven,	and	my	mother	by	the	other,	and	so	you
shall	dance	in	heaven	with	other	holy	maidens	and	virgins,	for	I	may	call	you
dearly	bought	and	my	own	beloved	darling.	I	shall	say	to	you,	my	own	blessed
spouse,8 	“Welcome	to	me,	with	every	kind	of	joy	and	gladness,	here	to	dwell
with	me	and	never	to	depart	from	me	without	end,	but	ever	to	dwell	with	me	in
joy	and	bliss,	which	no	eye	may	see,	nor	ear	hear,	nor	tongue	tell,	nor	heart
think,	that	I	have	ordained	for	you	and	for	all	my	servants	who	desire	to	love	and
please	me	as	you	do.”’



Chapter	23

There	once	came	a	vicar	to	this	creature,	asking	her	to	pray	for	him	and	discover
whether	he	would	please	God	more	by	leaving	his	cure	of	souls	and	his	benefice
or	by	keeping	it,	because	he	thought	he	was	of	no	use	among	his	parishioners.
The	creature	being	in	her	prayers	and	having	this	matter	in	mind,	Christ	said	to
her	spirit,	‘Tell	the	vicar	to	keep	his	cure	and	his	benefice,	and	be	diligent	in
preaching	and	teaching	to	them	in	person,	and	sometimes	to	procure	others	to
teach	them	my	laws	and	my	commandments,	so	that	there	is	no	fault	on	his	part,
and	if	they	don’t	do	any	better,	his	reward	shall	be	none	the	less	for	it.’
And	so	she	gave	her	message	as	she	was	commanded,	and	the	vicar	still	kept

his	cure.
As	this	creature	was	once	in	the	Church	of	St	Margaret	in	the	choir,	where	a

corpse	was	present,	and	he	who	was	the	husband	of	the	dead	woman	while	she
was	alive	was	there	in	good	health	to	make	an	offering	at	mass,1 	according	to
the	custom	of	the	place,	our	Lord	said	to	this	creature,	‘Lo,	daughter,	the	soul	of
this	body	is	in	purgatory,	and	he	who	was	her	husband	is	now	in	good	health,
and	yet	he	shall	be	dead	within	a	short	time.’	And	so	it	happened,	as	she	had	felt
by	revelation.
Also,	as	this	creature	once	lay	in	the	choir	at	her	prayers,	a	priest	came	to	her

and	asked	her	to	pray	for	a	woman	who	lay	at	the	point	of	death.	As	this	creature
prayed	for	her	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	it	is	very	necessary	to	pray	for
her,	because	she	has	been	a	wicked	woman,	and	she	shall	die.’
And	she	replied,	‘Lord,	as	you	love	me,	save	her	soul	from	damnation.’	And

then	she	wept	with	abundant	tears	for	that	soul.	And	our	Lord	granted	her	mercy
for	the	soul,	commanding	her	to	pray	for	her.
This	creature’s	confessor	came	to	her,	urging	her	to	pray	for	a	woman	who	lay

at	death’s	door,	as	was	thought,	and	then	our	Lord	said	she	would	live	and
thrive,	and	so	she	did.
A	good	man	who	was	a	great	friend	to	this	creature,	and	very	helpful	to	the

poor,	was	seriously	ill	for	many	weeks	on	end.	And	people	were	very	sorry	on
his	account,	for	it	was	not	thought	he	would	ever	live,	his	pain	was	so	amazing



in	all	his	joints	and	all	over	his	body.	Our	Lord	Jesus	said	to	her	spirit,
‘Daughter,	don’t	be	afraid	for	this	man	–	he	will	live	and	get	on	very	well.’
And	so	he	lived	for	many	years	afterwards	in	good	health	and	prosperity.
Another	good	man,	who	was	a	dyer,	also	lay	ill,	and	when	this	creature	prayed

for	him	she	was	answered	in	her	mind	that	he	would	linger	a	while	and	then	he
would	die	of	his	illness,	and	so	he	did	a	short	time	afterwards.
Also,	a	respectable	woman	and,	as	people	believed,	a	holy	woman,	who	was	a

special	friend	of	this	creature,	was	very	ill,	and	many	people	thought	she	would
die.	Then,	while	this	creature	was	praying	for	her,	our	Lord	said,	‘She	shall	not
die	these	ten	years,	for	after	this	you	will	celebrate	together	and	have	excellent
talks,	as	you	have	had	before.’
And	so	it	was,	in	truth;	this	holy	woman	lived	for	many	years	afterwards.

Many	more	such	revelations	this	creature	had	in	feeling;	to	write	them	all	down
would	perhaps	be	to	hinder	more	profitable	things.	These	are	written	to	show	the
homely	intimacy	and	goodness	of	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	and	not	to
commend	this	creature.
These	feelings	and	others	like	them,	many	more	than	can	be	written,	both	of

living	and	of	dying,	of	some	to	be	saved,	of	some	to	be	damned,	were	great	pain
and	punishment	to	this	creature.	She	would	rather	have	suffered	any	bodily
penance	than	these	feelings,	if	she	might	have	put	them	aside,	such	was	the	fear
that	she	had	of	delusions	and	deceptions	by	her	spiritual	enemies.	She	sometimes
had	such	great	trouble	with	such	feelings	when	they	did	not	ring	true	to	her
understanding,	that	her	confessor	feared	that	she	would	fall	into	despair	at	them.
And	then,	after	her	trouble	and	her	great	fear,	it	would	be	shown	to	her	soul	how
the	feelings	should	be	understood.



Chapter	24

The	priest	who	wrote	down	this	book,	in	order	to	test	this	creature’s	feelings,
asked	her	questions	many	different	times	about	things	that	were	to	come	–	things
of	which	the	outcome	was	unsure	and	uncertain	to	anybody	at	that	time	–	asking
her,	though	she	was	loath	and	unwilling	to	do	such	things,	to	pray	to	God	and
discover	when	our	Lord	would	visit	her	with	devotion,	what	the	outcome	would
be,	and	then	truly,	without	any	pretending,	tell	him	how	she	felt,	or	else	he
would	not	have	gladly	written	the	book.
And	so	this	creature,	partly	compelled	by	the	fear	that	he	would	not	otherwise

have	followed	her	intention	in	writing	this	book,	did	as	he	asked	her	and	told
him	her	feelings	as	to	what	would	happen	in	such	matters	as	he	asked	her	about,
if	her	feelings	were	true.	And	in	this	way	he	tested	them	for	their	truth.	And	yet
he	would	not	always	give	credence	to	her	words,	and	that	hindered	him	in	the
following	way.
It	happened	once	that	a	young	man	came	to	this	priest,	whom	the	priest	had

never	seen	before,	bemoaning	the	poverty	and	trouble	that	had	befallen	him
through	bad	luck,	explaining	the	cause	of	his	misfortune,	and	also	saying	he	had
taken	holy	orders	to	be	a	priest.	Because	of	a	little	over-hastiness	in	defending
himself	–	as	he	had	no	choice	unless	he	was	to	be	chased	and	killed	by	his
enemies	–	he	struck	a	man,	or	else	two,	as	a	result	of	which,	as	he	said,	they
were	dead	or	else	likely	to	die.	And	so	he	had	fallen	into	an	irregular	life	and
might	not	execute	his	orders	without	dispensation	of	the	court	of	Rome,	and	for
this	reason	he	fled	from	his	friends,	and	dared	not	go	back	to	his	part	of	the
country	for	fear	of	being	arrested	for	their	deaths.
The	said	priest	gave	credence	to	the	young	man’s	story	because	he	was	a

likeable	person,	handsome,	well-favoured	in	looks	and	manner,	sober	in	talk,
priestly	in	bearing	and	dress.	And	feeling	sorry	for	his	trouble,	and	intending	to
get	him	some	friends	to	relieve	and	comfort	him,	he	went	to	a	respectable
burgess	in	Lynn,	the	equal	of	any	mayor	and	a	compassionate	man,	who	was
very	ill	and	had	been	for	a	long	time.	The	priest	lamented	to	this	man	and	to	his
wife,	a	very	good	woman,	the	bad	luck	of	this	young	man,	believing	he	would



receive	a	generous	donation,	as	he	often	had	previously	when	he	asked	on	behalf
of	others.
It	so	happened	that	the	creature	of	whom	this	book	is	written	was	present	there

and	heard	how	the	priest	put	the	young	man’s	case	and	praised	him.	And	she	was
very	much	moved	in	her	spirit	against	that	young	man,	and	said	they	had	many
poor	neighbours	whom	they	knew	well	enough	had	great	need	to	be	helped	and
relieved,	and	it	would	be	more	charitable	to	help	those	whom	they	well	knew	to
be	well-disposed	folk	and	their	own	neighbours	than	other	strangers	whom	they
did	not	know,	for	many	speak	and	seem	very	fair	outwardly	to	people’s	sight	–
God	knows	what	they	are	in	their	souls!
The	good	man	and	his	wife	thought	that	she	spoke	very	well,	and	therefore

they	would	give	him	no	charity.	At	that	time	the	priest	was	very	displeased	with
this	creature,	and	when	he	met	her	alone	he	repeated	how	she	had	hindered	him
so	that	he	could	get	no	help	for	the	young	man,	who	was	a	well-disposed	man,
he	thought,	and	he	much	commended	his	behaviour.
The	creature	said,	‘Sir,	God	knows	what	his	conduct	is,	for	–	as	far	as	I	know

–	I	never	saw	him.	And	yet	I	have	an	understanding	of	what	his	conduct	might
be,	and	therefore,	sir,	if	you	will	act	according	to	my	advice	and	to	what	I	feel,
let	him	choose	and	help	himself	as	well	as	he	can,	and	don’t	you	get	involved
with	him,	for	he	will	deceive	you	in	the	end.’
The	young	man	was	always	going	to	see	the	priest,	flattering	him	and	saying

that	he	had	good	friends	in	other	places	who	would	help	him	if	they	knew	where
he	was	–	and	that	in	a	short	time	–	and	also	they	would	thank	those	people	who
had	supported	him	in	his	trouble.	The	priest,	trusting	that	it	would	be	as	this
young	man	told	him,	willingly	lent	him	silver	to	help	him	out.	The	young	man
asked	the	priest	to	excuse	him	if	he	did	not	see	him	for	two	or	three	days,
because	he	was	going	a	little	way	away	and	would	return	shortly	and	bring	him
back	his	silver,	truly.	The	priest,	having	confidence	in	his	promise,	was	quite
content,	granting	him	love	and	leave	until	the	day	when	he	had	promised	to
come	back	again.
When	he	was	gone,	the	said	creature,	having	understanding	by	feeling	in	her

soul	that	our	Lord	would	show	that	he	was	a	dishonest	man	and	would	not	come
back	any	more,	she,	to	prove	whether	her	feeling	was	true	or	false,	asked	the
priest	where	the	young	man	was,	that	he	had	praised	so	much.	The	priest	said	he
had	gone	a	little	way	away,	and	he	trusted	that	he	would	come	back.	She	said	she
supposed	that	he	would	not	see	him	any	more,	and	nor	did	he	ever	again.	And
then	he	regretted	that	he	had	not	done	as	she	advised.
A	short	time	after	this	happened,	another	dishonest	rascal,	an	old	man,	came

to	the	same	priest	and	offered	to	sell	him	a	breviary,1 	a	good	little	book.	The



priest	went	to	the	aforesaid	creature,	asking	her	to	pray	for	him	and	find	out
whether	God	wanted	him	to	buy	the	book	or	not,	and	while	she	prayed	he
encouraged	the	man	as	well	as	he	could,	and	afterwards	he	came	back	to	this
creature	and	asked	how	she	felt.
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘don’t	buy	any	book	from	him,	because	he	is	not	to	be	trusted,

and	that	you	will	know	soon	enough	if	you	get	involved	with	him.’
Then	the	priest	asked	the	man	if	he	could	see	the	book.	The	man	said	he

hadn’t	got	it	on	him.	The	priest	asked	how	he	came	by	it.	He	said	he	was
executor	to	a	priest	who	had	been	a	relation	of	his,	and	who	had	charged	him
with	disposing	of	it.
‘Father,’	said	the	priest	(out	of	respect	for	the	man’s	age),	‘why	do	you	offer

me	this	book	rather	than	other	men	or	other	priests,	when	there	are	many	better-
off	priests	in	the	church	than	I	am,	and	I	know	very	well	that	you	never	had	any
knowledge	of	me	before	this	time?’
‘Truly,	sir,’	he	said,	‘no	more	I	had.	All	the	same,	I	feel	good	will	towards

you,	and	also	it	was	his	will	who	owned	it	before	that,	if	I	knew	any	young	priest
whom	I	thought	sober	and	well-disposed,	he	should	have	this	book	before	any
other	man,	and	for	a	lower	price	than	any	other	man,	so	that	he	might	pray	for
him.	And	these	reasons	made	me	come	to	you	rather	than	to	another	man.’
The	priest	asked	where	he	lived.
‘Sir,’	he	said,	‘only	five	miles	from	this	place	in	Pentney	Abbey.’2
‘I	have	been	there,’	said	the	priest,	‘and	I	have	not	seen	you.’
‘No,	sir,’	he	replied,	‘I	have	only	been	there	a	little	while,	and	now	I	have	an

allowance	of	food	there,	thanks	be	to	God.’
The	priest	asked	him	if	he	might	have	a	look	at	the	book	and	see	if	they	might

come	to	an	agreement.
He	said,	‘Sir,	I	hope	to	be	here	again	next	week	and	bring	it	with	me	and,	sir,	I

promise	that	you	shall	have	it	before	any	other	man	if	you	like	it.’
The	priest	thanked	him	for	his	good	will,	and	so	they	parted,	but	the	man

never	came	to	the	priest	afterwards,	and	then	the	priest	well	knew	that	the	said
creature’s	feeling	was	true.



Chapter	25

Here	follows,	furthermore,	a	very	notable	instance	of	the	creature’s	feeling,	and
it	is	written	down	here	for	convenience,	inasmuch	as	it	is,	in	feeling,	like	the
matters	that	have	been	written	before,	notwithstanding	that	it	happened	long
after	the	matters	that	follow.1
It	happened	in	a	notable	town	where	there	was	one	parish	church	and	two

chapels	annexed,	the	chapels	having	and	administering	all	sacraments,	except
christening	and	purifications,	as	allowed	by	the	parson,	who	was	a	Benedictine
monk	sent	from	the	house	in	Norwich,	residing	with	three	of	his	brethren	in	this
notable	town	already	mentioned.2
Through	some	of	the	parishioners’	desiring	to	make	the	chapels	like	the	parish

church,	pursuing	a	bull	from	the	Court	of	Rome,3 	much	litigation	and	much
unhappiness	occurred	between	the	Prior,	who	was	their	parson	and	curate,	and
these	parishioners	who	wanted	to	have	fonts	and	purifications	in	the	chapels,	as
in	the	parish	church.	And	especially	in	the	one	chapel,	which	was	the	larger	and
finer,	they	wanted	to	have	a	font.4
A	bull	was	pursued,	in	which	a	font	was	granted	to	the	chapel,	provided	there

was	no	derogation	to	the	parish	church.5 	The	bull	was	put	in	plea,	and	various
days	were	spent	in	litigation	to	prove	whether	the	font,	if	it	were	installed,	would
be	derogation	to	the	parish	church	or	not.	The	parishioners	who	pursued	the
matter	were	in	a	very	strong	position	and	had	the	help	of	lords,	and	also,	above
all,	they	were	rich	and	powerful	men,	respectable	merchants,	and	had	plenty	of
money,	which	in	every	necessity	will	lead	to	success	–	it	is	a	pity	that	money
should	succeed	before	truth.
Nevertheless,	the	Prior	who	was	their	parson,6 	although	he	was	poor,

manfully	withstood	them,	through	the	help	of	some	of	his	parishioners	who	were
his	friends	and	loved	the	honour	of	their	parish	church.	So	long	was	this	matter
in	plea	that	it	began	to	irk	them	on	both	sides,	and	it	was	never	any	nearer	to	an
end.



Then	the	matter	was	put	to	my	Lord	of	Norwich	–	Alnwick7 	–	to	see	if	he
might	bring	it	to	an	end	by	agreement.	He	worked	very	diligently	at	this	matter
and,	to	make	the	peace,	he	offered	the	aforesaid	parishioners	a	great	deal	of	what
they	wanted,	with	certain	conditions,	so	that	those	who	held	with	the	parson	and
with	their	parish	church	were	very	sorry,	greatly	fearing	that	those	who	sued	to
have	a	font	would	gain	their	desire	and	so	make	the	chapel	equal	to	the	parish
church.
Then	the	priest	who	afterwards	wrote	down	this	book	went	to	the	creature

whom	this	treatise	mentions,	as	he	had	done	before	during	litigation,	and	asked
her	how	she	felt	in	her	soul	in	this	matter,	whether	they	should	have	a	font	in	the
chapel	or	not.
‘Sir,’	said	the	creature,	‘don’t	be	afraid,	for	I	understand	in	my	soul	that,

though	they	should	give	a	bushel	of	nobles,8 	they	should	not	have	it.’
‘Ah,	mother,’	said	the	priest,	‘my	Lord	Bishop	of	Norwich	has	offered	it	to

them,	with	certain	conditions,	and	they	have	time	to	consider	whether	to	say	yes
or	no,	and	therefore	I	am	afraid	they	will	not	refuse	it,	but	be	very	glad	to	have
it.’
This	creature	prayed	to	God	that	his	will	might	be	fulfilled,	and	inasmuch	as

she	had	understood	by	revelation	that	they	should	not	have	it,	she	was	the	more
bold	to	pray	our	Lord	to	withstand	their	intention	and	to	deflate	their	boasting.
And	so,	as	our	Lord	willed,	they	neither	obeyed	nor	liked	the	conditions

which	were	offered	them,	for	they	were	completely	confident	of	gaining	their
object	through	lordly	influence	and	by	process	of	law;	and	as	God	willed,	they
were	disappointed	in	their	intentions,	and	because	they	wanted	to	have
everything,	they	lost	everything.
And	so	–	blessed	may	God	be	–	the	parish	church	still	remained	in	its	dignity

and	its	degree	as	it	had	done	for	two	hundred	years	before	and	more,	and	the
inspiration	of	our	Lord	was	by	experience	proved	very	true	and	sure	in	the	said
creature.



Chapter	26

When	the	time	came1 	that	this	creature	should	visit	those	holy	places	where	our
Lord	lived	and	died,	as	she	had	seen	by	revelation	years	before,	she	asked	the
parish	priest	of	the	town	where	she	was	living2 	to	say	on	her	behalf	from	the
pulpit	that,	if	there	were	any	man	or	woman	who	claimed	any	debt	against	her
husband	or	her,	they	should	come	and	speak	with	her	before	she	went,	and	she,
with	God’s	help,	would	settle	up	with	each	of	them	so	that	they	would	hold
themselves	content.	And	so	she	did.
Afterwards,	she	took	leave	of	her	husband	and	of	the	holy	anchorite,	who	had

told	her	before	the	sequence	of	her	going	and	the	great	distress	that	she	would
suffer	along	the	way	and,	when	all	her	companions	abandoned	her,	how	a
hunchbacked	man	would	escort	her	on	her	way	in	safety,	through	the	help	of	our
Lord.	And	so	it	happened	indeed,	as	it	shall	be	written	afterwards.
Then	she	took	her	leave	of	Master	Robert	and	asked	him	for	his	blessing,	and

so	took	leave	of	other	friends.	And	then	she	went	on	her	way	to	Norwich,	and
offered	at	the	Trinity,3 	and	afterwards	she	went	to	Yarmouth,	and	offered	at	an
image	of	our	Lady,4 	and	there	she	boarded	her	ship.
And	next	day	they	came	to	a	large	town	called	Zierikzee,5 	where	our	Lord	in

his	high	goodness	visited	this	creature	with	abundant	tears	of	contrition	for	her
own	sins,	and	sometimes	for	other	people’s	sins	as	well.	And	especially,	she	had
tears	of	compassion	at	the	memory	of	our	Lord’s	Passion.	And	she	received
communion	every	Sunday,	when	time	and	place	were	convenient	for	it,	with
much	weeping	and	violent	sobbing,	so	that	many	people	marvelled	and
wondered	at	the	great	grace	that	God	worked	in	his	creature.
This	creature	had	eaten	no	meat6 	and	drunk	no	wine	for	four	years	before	she

left	England,	and	now	her	confessor	directed	her,	by	virtue	of	obedience,	that	she
should	both	eat	meat	and	drink	wine,	and	so	she	did	for	a	little	while.
Afterwards,	she	prayed	to	her	confessor	to	excuse	her	if	she	ate	no	meat,	and
allow	her	to	do	as	she	wished	for	what	time	he	pleased.
And	soon	after,	because	of	prompting	by	some	of	her	companions,	her

confessor	was	displeased	because	she	ate	no	meat,	and	so	were	many	of	the



confessor	was	displeased	because	she	ate	no	meat,	and	so	were	many	of	the
company.	And	they	were	most	annoyed	because	she	wept	so	much	and	spoke	all
the	time	about	the	love	and	goodness	of	our	Lord,	as	much	at	table	as	in	other
places.	And	so	they	rebuked	her	shamefully	and	chided	her	harshly,	and	said
they	would	not	put	up	with	her	as	her	husband	did	when	she	was	at	home	in
England.
And	she	replied	meekly	to	them,	‘Our	Lord,	Almighty	God,	is	as	great	a	lord

here	as	in	England,	and	I	have	as	great	cause	to	love	him	here	as	there	–	blessed
may	he	be.’
At	these	words	her	companions	were	angrier	than	they	were	before,	and	their

anger	and	unkindness	were	a	matter	of	great	unhappiness	to	this	creature,	for
they	were	considered	very	good	men,	and	she	greatly	desired	their	love,	if	she
might	have	had	it	to	the	pleasure	of	God.	And	then	she	said	to	one	of	them
specially,	‘You	cause	me	much	shame	and	hurt.’
He	replied,	‘I	pray	God	that	the	devil’s	death	may	overtake	you	soon	and

quickly,’	and	he	said	many	more	cruel	words	to	her	than	she	could	repeat.	And
soon	after,	some	of	the	company	she	trusted	best,	and	also	her	own	maidservant,
said	she	should	not	accompany	them	any	longer,	and	they	said	they	would	take
her	maidservant	away	from	her	so	that	she	would	not	be	prostituted	in	her
company.	And	then	one	of	them,	who	was	looking	after	her	money,	very	angrily
left	her	a	noble	to	go	where	she	liked	and	shift	for	herself	as	well	as	she	could	–
for	with	them,	they	said,	she	could	stay	no	longer,	and	they	abandoned	her	that
night.
Then,	on	the	next	morning,	one	of	her	company	came	to	her,	a	man	who	got

on	with	her	well,	who	asked	her	to	go	to	his	fellow	pilgrims	and	behave	meekly
to	them,	and	ask	them	if	she	might	still	travel	with	them	until	she	came	to
Constance.7
And	so	she	did,	and	went	on	with	them	until	she	came	to	Constance	with	great

distress	and	trouble,	for	they	caused	her	much	shame	and	reproof	as	they	went
along,	in	various	places.	They	cut	her	gown	so	short	that	it	only	came	a	little
below	her	knee,	and	made	her	put	on	some	white	canvas	in	a	kind	of	sacking
apron,	so	that	she	would	be	taken	for	a	fool8 	and	people	would	not	make	much
of	her	or	hold	her	in	any	repute.	They	made	her	sit	at	the	end	of	the	table	below
all	the	others,	so	that	she	scarcely	dared	speak	a	word.
And	notwithstanding	all	their	malice,	she	was	held	in	more	esteem	than	they

were,	wherever	they	went.	And	the	good	man	of	the	house	where	they	were
staying,	even	though	she	sat	at	the	end	of	the	table,	would	always	do	whatever
he	could	to	cheer	her	up	before	them	all	and	sent	her	what	he	had	from	his	own
meal,	and	that	annoyed	her	companions	terribly.
As	they	travelled	towards	Constance,	they	were	told	they	would	be	harmed



As	they	travelled	towards	Constance,	they	were	told	they	would	be	harmed
and	have	great	trouble	unless	they	had	great	grace.	Then	this	creature	came	to	a
church	and	went	in	to	pray,	and	she	prayed	with	all	her	heart,	with	much
weeping	and	many	tears,	for	help	and	succour	against	their	enemies.
Then	our	Lord	said	to	her	mind,	‘Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter,	your	party	will

come	to	no	harm	while	you	are	in	their	company.’
And	so	–	blessed	may	our	Lord	be	in	all	his	works	–	they	went	on	in	safety	to

Constance.



Chapter	27

When	this	creature	and	her	companions	had	arrived	at	Constance,	she	heard	tell
of	an	English	friar,	a	master	of	divinity	and	the	Pope’s	legate,	who	was	in	that
city.	Then	she	went	to	that	worthy	man	and	unfolded	to	him	the	story	of	her	life
from	the	beginning	up	to	that	hour,	as	near	as	she	could	in	confession,	because
he	was	the	Pope’s	legate	and	a	respected	clerk.
And	afterwards	she	told	him	what	trouble	she	was	having	with	her

companions.	She	also	told	him	what	grace	God	gave	her	of	contrition	and
compunction,	of	sweetness	and	devotion,	and	of	many	various	revelations	which
our	Lord	had	revealed	to	her,	and	the	fear	that	she	had	of	delusions	and
deceptions	by	her	spiritual	enemies,	because	of	which	she	lived	in	great	fear,
desiring	to	put	them	aside	and	to	feel	none,	if	she	might	withstand	them.
And	when	she	had	spoken,	the	worthy	clerk	gave	her	words	of	great	comfort,

and	said	it	was	the	work	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	commanding	and	charging	her	to
obey	them	and	receive	them	when	God	would	give	them	and	to	have	no	doubts,
for	the	devil	has	no	power	to	work	such	grace	in	a	soul.1 	And	also	he	said	he
would	support	her	against	the	ill	will	of	her	companions.
Afterwards,	when	her	party	pleased,	they	invited	this	worthy	doctor	to	dinner.

And	the	doctor	told	this	creature,	warning	her	to	sit	at	table	in	his	presence	as
she	did	in	his	absence,	and	behave	in	the	same	way	as	she	did	when	he	was	not
there.
When	the	time	had	come	for	them	to	sit	at	table,	everybody	took	his	place

where	he	liked.	The	worthy	legate	and	doctor	sat	first,	and	then	the	others,	and
lastly	the	said	creature,	sitting	at	the	end	of	the	table	and	speaking	not	a	word,	as
she	was	wont	to	do	when	the	legate	was	not	there.	Then	the	legate	said	to	her,
‘Why	are	you	not	merrier?’
And	she	sat	still	and	did	not	answer,	as	he	himself	had	commanded	her	to	do.
When	they	had	eaten,	the	company	made	a	great	deal	of	complaint	about	this

creature	to	the	legate,	and	said	absolutely	that	she	could	no	longer	be	in	their
party,	unless	he	would	order	her	to	eat	meat	as	they	did,	and	leave	off	her
weeping,	and	that	she	should	not	talk	so	much	of	holiness.



Then	the	worthy	doctor	said,	‘No,	sirs,	I	will	not	make	her	eat	meat	while	she
can	abstain	and	be	the	better	disposed	to	love	our	Lord.	Whichever	of	you	all
who	made	a	vow	to	walk	to	Rome	barefoot,	I	would	not	dispense	him	of	his	vow
whilst	he	might	fulfil	it,	and	nor	will	I	order	her	to	eat	meat	while	our	Lord	gives
her	strength	to	abstain.	As	for	her	weeping,	it	is	not	in	my	power	to	restrain	it,
for	it	is	the	gift	of	the	Holy	Ghost.	As	for	her	talking,	I	will	ask	her	to	stop	until
she	comes	somewhere	that	people	will	hear	her	more	gladly	than	you	do.’
The	company	was	extremely	angry.	They	gave	her	over	to	the	legate	and	said

absolutely	that	they	would	have	nothing	more	to	do	with	her.	He	very	kindly	and
benevolently	received	her	as	though	she	had	been	his	mother,	and	took	charge	of
her	money	–	about	twenty	pounds	–	and	yet	one	of	them	wrongfully	withheld
about	sixteen	pounds.2 	And	they	also	withheld	her	maidservant	and	would	not
let	her	go	with	her	mistress,	notwithstanding	that	she	had	promised	her	mistress
and	assured	her	that	she	would	not	forsake	her	for	any	necessity.
And	the	legate	made	all	arrangements	for	this	creature	(and	organized	for	her

the	exchange	of	her	English	money	into	foreign	money),	as	though	she	had	been
his	mother.	Then	this	creature	went	into	a	church	and	prayed	our	Lord	to	arrange
for	somebody	to	escort	her.	And	then	our	Lord	spoke	to	her	and	said,	‘You	shall
have	a	very	good	help	and	guide.’
And	very	soon	afterwards	there	came	to	her	an	old	man	with	a	white	beard.

He	came	from	Devonshire,	and	he	said,	‘Ma’am,	will	you	ask	me,	for	God’s	love
and	for	our	Lady’s,	to	go	with	you	and	be	your	guide,	since	your	fellow
countrymen	have	forsaken	you?’
She	asked	what	his	name	was.
He	said,	‘My	name	is	William	Wever.’3
She	prayed	him,	out	of	reverence	of	God	and	of	our	Lady,	to	help	her	in	her

need,	and	she	would	well	reward	him	for	his	labour.	And	so	they	were	agreed.
Then	she	went	to	the	legate	and	told	him	how	well	our	Lord	had	arranged	for

her,	and	took	her	leave	of	him	and	of	her	party	who	had	so	unkindly	rejected	her,
and	also	of	her	maidservant	who	was	bound	to	have	gone	with	her.	She	took
leave	with	a	very	long	face	and	was	very	unhappy,	because	she	was	in	a	strange
country,	and	did	not	know	the	language	or	the	man	who	was	going	to	escort	her
either.	And	so	the	man	and	she	went	off	together	in	great	anxiety	and	gloom.	As
they	went	along	together	this	man	said	to	her,	‘I’m	afraid	you’ll	be	taken	from
me,	and	I’ll	be	beaten	up	because	of	you	and	lose	my	coat.’
She	said,	‘William,	don’t	be	afraid.	God	will	look	after	us	very	well.’
And	every	day	this	creature	remembered	the	Gospel	that	tells	of	the	woman

who	was	taken	in	adultery	and	brought	before	our	Lord.4 	And	then	she	prayed.
‘Lord,	as	you	drove	away	her	enemies,	so	drive	away	my	enemies,	and



‘Lord,	as	you	drove	away	her	enemies,	so	drive	away	my	enemies,	and
preserve	my	chastity	that	I	vowed	to	you	and	let	me	never	be	defiled,	and	if	I
am,	Lord,	I	vow	that	I	will	never	return	to	England	as	long	as	I	live.’
Then	they	went	on	day	by	day	and	met	many	excellent	people.	And	they

didn’t	say	a	bad	word	to	this	creature,	but	gave	her	and	her	man	food	and	drink,
and	the	good	wives	at	the	lodgings	where	they	put	up	laid	her	in	their	own	beds
for	God’s	love	in	many	places	where	they	went.	And	our	Lord	visited	her	with
great	grace	of	spiritual	comfort	as	she	went	on	her	way.
And	so	God	brought	her	on	her	way	until	she	came	to	Bologna.5 	And	after

she	had	got	there,	her	former	companions	who	had	abandoned	her	arrived	there
too.	And	when	they	heard	tell	that	she	had	got	to	Bologna	before	them	they	were
amazed,	and	one	of	the	party	came	to	her	asking	her	to	go	to	his	companions	and
try	if	they	would	have	her	back	again	in	their	party.	And	so	she	did.
‘If	you	want	to	travel	in	our	party	you	must	give	a	new	undertaking,	which	is

this:	you	will	not	talk	of	the	Gospel	where	we	are,	but	you	will	sit	and	make
merry,	like	us,	at	all	meals.’
She	agreed	and	was	received	back	into	their	party.	Then	they	went	on	to

Venice	and	stayed	there	thirteen	weeks.6 	And	this	creature	received	communion
every	Sunday	in	a	great	house	of	nuns	–	and	was	very	warmly	welcomed
amongst	them	–	where	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	visited	this	creature	with
great	devotion	and	plentiful	tears,	so	that	the	good	ladies	of	the	place	were
greatly	amazed	at	it.
Afterwards	it	happened,	as	this	creature	sat	at	table	with	her	companions,	that

she	repeated	a	text	of	the	Gospel	which	she	had	learned	before	with	other	good
words,	and	then	her	companions	said	she	had	broken	her	undertaking.	And	she
said,	‘Yes,	sirs,	indeed	I	can	no	longer	keep	this	agreement	with	you,	for	I	must
speak	of	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	though	all	this	world	had	forbidden	me.’
And	then	she	took	to	her	chamber	and	ate	alone	for	six	weeks,	until	the	time

when	our	Lord	made	her	so	ill	that	she	thought	she	would	die,	and	then	he
suddenly	made	her	well	again.	And	all	the	time	her	maidservant	left	her	alone
and	prepared	the	company’s	food	and	washed	their	clothes,	and	to	her	mistress,
whom	she	had	promised	to	serve,	she	would	in	no	way	attend.



Chapter	28

Also	this	company,	which	had	excluded	the	said	creature	from	their	table	so	that
she	should	no	longer	eat	amongst	them,	arranged	a	ship	for	themselves	to	sail
in.1 	They	bought	containers	for	their	wine	and	arranged	bedding	for	themselves,
but	nothing	for	her.2 	Then	she,	seeing	their	unkindness,	went	to	the	man	they
had	been	to	and	provided	herself	with	bedding	as	they	had	done,	and	came
where	they	were	and	showed	them	what	she	had	done,	intending	to	sail	with
them	in	that	ship	which	they	had	engaged.
Afterwards,	as	this	creature	was	in	contemplation,	our	Lord	warned	her	in	her

mind	that	she	should	not	sail	in	that	ship,3 	and	he	assigned	her	another	ship,	a
galley,	that	she	should	sail	in.	Then	she	told	this	to	some	of	the	company,	and
they	told	it	to	others	of	their	party,	and	then	they	dared	not	sail	in	the	ship	which
they	had	arranged.	And	so	they	sold	off	the	containers	which	they	had	got	for
their	wines,	and	were	very	glad	to	come	to	the	galley	where	she	was,	and	so,
though	it	was	against	her	will,	she	went	on	with	them	in	their	company,	for	they
did	not	dare	do	otherwise.
When	it	was	time	to	make	their	beds	they	locked	up	her	bedclothes,	and	a

priest	who	was	in	her	party	took	a	sheet	away	from	this	creature,	and	said	it	was
his.	She	took	God	to	witness	that	it	was	her	sheet.	Then	the	priest	swore	a	great
oath,	by	the	book	in	his	hand,	that	she	was	as	false	as	she	might	be,	and	despised
her	and	severely	rebuked	her.
And	so	she	had	great	and	continual	tribulation	until	she	came	to	Jerusalem.4

And	before	she	arrived	there,	she	said	to	them	that	she	supposed	they	were
annoyed	with	her,	‘I	pray	you,	sirs,	be	in	charity	with	me,	for	I	am	in	charity
with	you,	and	forgive	me	if	I	have	annoyed	you	along	the	way.	And	if	any	of
you	have	in	any	way	trespassed	against	me,	God	forgive	you	for	it,	as	I	do.’
And	so	they	went	on	into	the	Holy	Land	until	they	could	see	Jerusalem.5 	And

when	this	creature	saw	Jerusalem	–	she	was	riding	on	an	ass6 	–	she	thanked	God
with	all	her	heart,	praying	him	for	his	mercy	that,	just	as	he	had	brought	her	to
see	this	earthly	city	of	Jerusalem,	he	would	grant	her	grace	to	see	the	blissful	city



of	Jerusalem	above,	the	city	of	heaven.7 	Our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	answering	her
thought,	granted	her	her	desire.
Then	for	the	joy	that	she	had	and	the	sweetness	that	she	felt	in	the

conversation	of	our	Lord,	she	was	on	the	point	of	falling	off	her	ass,	for	she
could	not	bear	the	sweetness	and	grace	that	God	wrought	in	her	soul.	Then	two
German	pilgrims	went	up	to	her	and	kept	her	from	falling	–	one	of	them	was	a
priest,	and	he	put	spices	in	her	mouth	to	comfort	her,	thinking	she	was	ill.	And
so	they	helped	her	onwards	to	Jerusalem,	and	when	she	arrived	there	she	said,
‘Sirs,	I	beg	you,	don’t	be	annoyed	though	I	weep	bitterly	in	this	holy	place
where	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	lived	and	died.’
Then	they	went	to	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	in	Jerusalem,8 	and	they

were	let	in	on	the	one	day	at	evensong	time,	and	remained	until	evensong	time
on	the	next	day.9 	Then	the	friars	lifted	up	a	cross	and	led	the	pilgrims	about
from	one	place	to	another	where	our	Lord	had	suffered	his	pains	and	his	Passion,
every	man	and	woman	carrying	a	wax	candle	in	one	hand.10 	And	the	friars
always,	as	they	went	about,	told	them	what	our	Lord	suffered	in	every	place.
And	this	creature	wept	and	sobbed	as	plenteously	as	though	she	had	seen	our
Lord	with	her	bodily	eyes	suffering	his	Passion	at	that	time.	Before	her	in	her
soul	she	saw	him	in	truth	by	contemplation,	and	that	caused	her	to	have
compassion.	And	when	they	came	up	on	to	the	Mount	of	Calvary,11 	she	fell
down	because	she	could	not	stand	or	kneel,	but	writhed	and	wrestled	with	her
body,	spreading	her	arms	out	wide,	and	cried	with	a	loud	voice12 	as	though	her
heart	would	have	burst	apart,	for	in	the	city	of	her	soul	she	saw	truly	and	freshly
how	our	Lord	was	crucified.	Before	her	face	she	heard	and	saw	in	her	spiritual
sight	the	mourning	of	our	Lady,	of	St	John13 	and	Mary	Magdalene,	and	of	many
others	that	loved	our	Lord.
And	she	had	such	great	compassion	and	such	great	pain	to	see	our	Lord’s

pain,	that	she	could	not	keep	herself	from	crying	and	roaring	though	she	should
have	died	for	it.	And	this	was	the	first	crying	that	she	ever	cried	in	any
contemplation.14 	And	this	kind	of	crying	lasted	for	many	years	after	this	time,
despite	anything	that	anyone	might	do,	and	she	suffered	much	contempt	and
much	reproof	for	it.	The	crying	was	so	loud	and	so	amazing	that	it	astounded
people,	unless	they	had	heard	it	before,	or	else	knew	the	reason	for	the	cryings.
And	she	had	them	so	often	that	they	made	her	very	weak	in	her	bodily	strength,
and	specially	if	she	heard	of	our	Lord’s	Passion.15
And	sometimes,	when	she	saw	the	crucifix,	or	if	she	saw	a	man	had	a	wound,

or	a	beast,	whichever	it	were,	or	if	a	man	beat	a	child	before	her	or	hit	a	horse	or



other	beast	with	a	whip,16 	if	she	saw	or	heard	it,	she	thought	she	saw	our	Lord
being	beaten	or	wounded,	just	as	she	saw	it	in	the	man	or	in	the	beast,	either	in
the	fields	or	in	the	town,	and	alone	by	herself	as	well	as	among	people.
When	she	first	had	her	cryings	at	Jerusalem,	she	had	them	often,	and	in	Rome

also.	And	when	she	first	came	home	to	England	her	cryings	came	but	seldom,
perhaps	once	a	month,	then	once	a	week,	afterwards	daily,	and	once	she	had
fourteen	in	one	day,	and	another	day	she	had	seven,	just	as	God	would	visit	her
with	them,	sometimes	in	church,	sometimes	in	the	street,	sometimes	in	her
chamber,	sometimes	in	the	fields,	when	God	would	send	them,	for	she	never
knew	the	time	nor	hour	when	they	would	come.	And	they	never	came	without
surpassingly	great	sweetness	of	devotion	and	high	contemplation.
And	as	soon	as	she	perceived	that	she	was	going	to	cry,	she	would	hold	it	in	as

much	as	she	could,	so	that	people	would	not	hear	it	and	get	annoyed.	For	some
said	it	was	a	wicked	spirit	tormented	her;	some	said	it	was	an	illness;	some	said
she	had	drunk	too	much	wine;	some	cursed	her;	some	wished	she	was	in	the
harbour;	some	wished	she	was	on	the	sea	in	a	bottomless	boat;	and	so	each	man
as	he	thought.	Other,	spiritually	inclined	men	loved	her	and	esteemed	her	all	the
more.	Some	great	clerks	said	our	Lady	never	cried	so,17 	nor	any	saint	in	heaven,
but	they	knew	very	little	what	she	felt,	nor	would	they	believe	that	she	could	not
stop	herself	from	crying	if	she	wanted.
And	therefore,	when	she	knew	that	she	was	going	to	cry,	she	held	it	in	as	long

as	she	could,	and	did	all	that	she	could	to	withstand	it	or	else	to	suppress	it,	until
she	turned	the	colour	of	lead,	and	all	the	time	it	would	be	seething	more	and
more	in	her	mind	until	such	time	as	it	burst	out.	And	when	the	body	might	no
longer	endure	the	spiritual	effort,	but	was	overcome	with	the	unspeakable	love
that	worked	so	fervently	in	her	soul,	then	she	fell	down	and	cried	astonishingly
loud.	And	the	more	that	she	laboured	to	keep	it	in	or	to	suppress	it,	so	much	the
more	would	she	cry,	and	the	louder.18
And	thus	she	did	on	the	Mount	of	Calvary,	as	it	is	written	before:	she	had	as

true	contemplation	in	the	sight	of	her	soul	as	if	Christ	had	hung	before	her	bodily
eye	in	his	manhood.	And	when	through	dispensation	of	the	high	mercy	of	our
sovereign	saviour,	Christ	Jesus,	it	was	granted	to	this	creature	to	behold	so	truly
his	precious	tender	body,	all	rent	and	torn	with	scourges,	more	full	of	wounds
than	a	dove-cote	ever	was	of	holes,19 	hanging	upon	the	cross	with	the	crown	of
thorns	upon	his	head,	his	blessed	hands,	his	tender	feet	nailed	to	the	hard	wood,
the	rivers	of	blood	flowing	out	plenteously	from	every	limb,	the	grisly	and
grievous	wound	in	his	precious	side	shedding	out	blood	and	water20 	for	her	love
and	her	salvation,	then	she	fell	down	and	cried	with	a	loud	voice,	twisting	and



turning	her	body	amazingly	on	every	side,	spreading	her	arms	out	wide	as	if	she
would	have	died,	and	could	not	keep	herself	from	crying	and	these	physical
movements,	because	of	the	fire	of	love	that	burned	so	fervently	in	her	soul	with
pure	pity	and	compassion.21
It	is	not	to	be	wondered	at	if	this	creature	cried	out	and	made	astonishing

expressions,	when	we	may	see	every	day	with	our	own	eyes	both	men	and
women	–	some	for	loss	of	worldly	wealth,	some	for	love	of	their	family	or	for
worldly	friendships,	through	overmuch	study	and	earthly	affection,	and	most	of
all	for	inordinate	love	and	physical	feeling,	if	their	friends	are	parted	from	them
–	who	will	cry	and	roar	and	wring	their	hands	as	if	they	were	out	of	their	wits
and	minds,	and	yet	they	know	well	enough	that	they	displease	God.
And	if	anybody	advises	them	to	leave	off	their	weeping	and	crying,	they	will

say	that	they	cannot;	they	loved	their	friend	so	much	and	he	was	so	gentle	and
kind	to	them	that	they	may	in	no	way	forget	him.	How	much	more	might	they
weep,	cry	and	roar,	if	their	most	beloved	friends	were	violently	seized	in	front	of
their	eyes	and	brought	with	every	kind	of	reproof	before	the	judge,	wrongfully
condemned	to	death,	and	especially	so	shameful	a	death	as	our	merciful	Lord
suffered	for	our	sake.	How	would	they	bear	it?	No	doubt	they	would	both	cry
and	roar	and	avenge	themselves	if	they	could,	or	else	people	would	say	they
were	no	friends.
Alas,	alas	for	sorrow,	that	the	death	of	a	creature	who	has	often	sinned	and

trespassed	against	his	Maker	should	be	so	immeasurably	mourned	and	sorrowed
over.	It	is	an	offence	to	God	and	a	hindrance	to	other	souls.
And	the	compassionate	death	of	our	Saviour,	by	which	we	are	all	restored	to

life,	is	not	kept	in	mind	by	us	unworthy	and	unkind	wretches,	nor	will	we
support	those	whom	our	Lord	has	entrusted	with	his	secrets22 	and	endued	with
love,	but	rather	disparage	and	hinder	them	as	much	as	we	may.



Chapter	29

When	this	creature	with	her	companions	came	to	the	grave	where	our	Lord	was
buried1 	then,	as	she	entered	that	holy	place,	she	fell	down	with	her	candle	in	her
hand,	as	if	she	would	have	died	for	sorrow.	And	later	she	rose	up	again	with
great	weeping	and	sobbing,	as	though	she	had	seen	our	Lord	buried	right	in	front
of	her.	Then	she	thought	she	saw	our	Lady	in	her	soul:	how	she	mourned	and
how	she	wept	for	her	son’s	death,	and	then	was	our	Lady’s	sorrow	her	sorrow.
And	so	wherever	the	friars	led	them	in	that	holy	place,	she	always	wept	and

sobbed	astonishingly,	and	specially	when	she	came	to	where	our	Lord	was
nailed	on	the	cross.	There	she	cried	out	and	wept	without	control,	and	could	not
restrain	herself.	They	also	came	to	a	marble	stone	that	our	Lord	was	laid	on
when	he	was	taken	down	from	the	cross,	and	there	she	wept	with	great
compassion,	remembering	our	Lord’s	Passion.2
Afterwards	she	received	communion	on	the	Mount	of	Calvary,	and	then	she

wept,	she	sobbed,	she	cried	out	so	loudly	that	it	was	amazing	to	hear	it.	She	was
so	full	of	holy	thoughts	and	meditations,	and	holy	contemplations	in	the	Passion
of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	holy	conversation	in	which	our	Lord	conversed
with	her	soul,	that	she	could	never	express	them	later,	so	high	and	so	holy	they
were.	Great	was	the	grace	that	our	Lord	showed	to	this	creature	for	the	three
weeks	that	she	was	in	Jerusalem.
Another	day,	early	in	the	morning,	they	visited	the	great	hills,	and	her	guides

told	where	our	Lord	bore	the	cross	on	his	back,	and	where	his	mother	met	with
him,	and	how	she	swooned,	and	how	she	fell	down	and	he	fell	down	also.3 	And
so	they	went	on	all	the	morning	until	they	came	to	Mount	Zion,	and	all	the	time
this	creature	wept	abundantly	for	compassion	of	our	Lord’s	Passion.	On	Mount
Zion	is	a	place	where	our	Lord	washed	his	disciples’	feet,	and	a	little	way	from
there	he	celebrated	the	Last	Supper	with	his	disciples.4
And	therefore	this	creature	had	a	great	desire	to	receive	communion	in	that

holy	place	where	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	first	consecrated	his	precious
body	in	the	form	of	bread,	and	gave	it	to	his	disciples.	And	so	she	was	with	great



devotion,	with	plenteous	tears,	and	with	violent	sobbings,	for	in	this	place	there
is	plenary	remission,5 	and	so	there	is	in	four	other	places	in	the	Church	of	the
Holy	Sepulchre.	One	is	on	the	Mount	of	Calvary;	another	at	the	grave	where	our
Lord	was	buried;	the	third	is	at	the	marble	stone	that	his	precious	body	was	laid
on	when	it	was	taken	from	the	cross;	the	fourth	is	where	the	holy	cross	was
buried;6 	and	in	many	other	places	of	Jerusalem.
And	when	this	creature	came	to	the	place	where	the	apostles	received	the

Holy	Ghost,	our	Lord	gave	her	great	devotion.	Afterwards	she	went	to	the	place
where	our	Lady	was	buried,7 	and	as	she	knelt	on	her	knees	during	the	hearing	of
two	masses,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	her,	‘You	do	not	come	here,	daughter,
for	any	need	except	merit	and	reward,	for	your	sins	were	forgiven	you	before
you	came	here,8 	and	therefore	you	come	here	for	the	increasing	of	your	reward
and	merit.	And	I	am	well	pleased	with	you,	daughter,	because	you	are	obedient
to	Holy	Church,	and	you	obey	your	confessor	and	follow	his	counsel,	who,	by
authority	of	Holy	Church,	has	absolved	you	of	your	sins	and	dispensed	you,	so
that	you	need	not	go	to	Rome	or	to	St	James	at	Compostela,	unless	you	wish	to
yourself.	Notwithstanding	all	this,	I	command	you	in	the	name	of	Jesus,
daughter,	that	you	go	to	visit	these	holy	places	and	do	as	I	bid	you,	for	I	am
above	Holy	Church,	and	I	shall	go	with	you	and	keep	you	safe.’
Then	our	Lady	spoke	to	her	soul	in	this	way,	saying,	‘Daughter,	you	are

greatly	blessed,	for	my	son	Jesus	will	infuse	so	much	grace	into	you	that	the
whole	world	will	marvel	at	you.	Don’t	be	ashamed,	my	beloved	daughter,	to
receive	the	gifts	which	my	son	will	give	you,	for	I	tell	you	truly	they	will	be
great	gifts	that	he	will	give	you.	And	therefore,	dear	daughter,	don’t	be	ashamed
of	him	who	is	your	God,	your	Lord	and	your	love,	any	more	than	I	was	ashamed
when	I	saw	him	hang	on	the	cross	–	my	sweet	son	Jesus	–	to	cry	and	to	weep	for
the	pain	of	my	sweet	son,	Jesus	Christ.	Nor	was	Mary	Magdalene	ashamed	to
cry	and	weep	for	my	son’s	love.	And	therefore,	daughter,	if	you	will	be	a
partaker	in	our	joy,	you	must	be	a	partaker	in	our	sorrow.’
Such	was	the	sweet	conversation	that	this	creature	had	at	our	Lady’s	grave,

and	a	great	deal	more	than	she	could	ever	repeat.
Afterwards	she	rode	on	an	ass	to	Bethlehem,	and	when	she	came	to	the	church

and	to	the	crib	where	our	Lord	was	born,9 	had	great	devotion,	much	conversing
in	her	soul,	and	high	spiritual	comfort,	with	much	weeping	and	sobbing,	so	that
her	fellow	pilgrims	would	not	let	her	eat	in	their	company.	And	so	she	ate	her
meals	alone	by	herself.
And	then	the	Grey	Friars10 	who	had	led	her	from	place	to	place	took	her	in

with	them	and	seated	her	with	them	at	meals,	so	that	she	should	not	eat	alone.



And	one	of	the	friars	asked	one	of	her	party	if	that	was	the	Englishwoman	who,
they	had	heard	tell,	spoke	with	God.	And	when	this	came	to	her	knowledge,	she
knew	that	it	was	the	truth	that	our	Lord	said	to	her	before	she	left	England:
‘Daughter,	I	shall	make	the	whole	world	wonder	at	you,	and	many	men	and
women	shall	speak	of	me	for	love	of	you,	and	honour	me	in	you.’11



Chapter	30

Another	time	this	creature’s	companions	wanted	to	go	to	the	River	Jordan	and
would	not	let	her	go	with	them.	Then	this	creature	prayed	our	Lord	that	she
might	go	with	them,	and	he	bade	that	she	should	go	with	them	whether	they
wanted	her	to	or	not.	And	then	she	set	forth	by	the	grace	of	God	and	didn’t	ask
their	permission.	When	she	came	to	the	River	Jordan	the	weather	was	so	hot	that
she	thought	her	feet	would	be	burned	because	of	the	heat	that	she	felt.1

Afterwards	she	went	on	with	her	fellow	pilgrims	to	Mount	Quarentyne,2
where	our	Lord	fasted	for	forty	days.	And	there	she	asked	her	companions	to
help	her	up	the	mountain,	and	they	said	‘no’,	because	they	could	scarcely	help
themselves	up.	Then	she	was	very	miserable	because	she	could	not	get	up	the
mountain.	And	just	then	a	Saracen,	a	good-looking	man,	happened	to	come	by
her,	and	she	put	a	groat	into	his	hand,	making	signs	to	him	to	take	her	up	the
mountain.	And	quickly	the	Saracen	took	her	under	his	arm	and	led	her	up	the
high	mountain	where	our	Lord	fasted	forty	days.	Then	she	was	dreadfully	thirsty
and	got	no	sympathy	from	her	fellow	pilgrims,	but	then	God,	of	his	high
goodness,	moved	the	Grey	Friars	with	compassion,	and	they	comforted	her,
when	her	fellow	countrymen	would	not	acknowledge	her.
And	so	she	was	ever	more	strengthened	in	the	love	of	our	Lord	and	the	more

bold	to	suffer	shame	and	rebukes	for	his	sake	in	every	place	she	went,	because	of
the	grace	that	God	wrought	in	her	of	weeping,	sobbing	and	crying	out,	which
grace	she	could	not	withstand	when	God	would	send	it.	And	always	she	proved
her	feelings	to	be	true,	and	those	promises	that	God	had	made	her	while	she	was
in	England,	and	in	other	places	also,	came	to	her	in	effect	just	as	she	had	sensed
before,	and	therefore	she	dared	the	better	receive	such	speeches	and
conversation,	and	act	the	more	boldly	in	consequence.
Afterwards,	when	this	creature	had	come	down	from	the	Mount,	as	God

willed,	she	went	on	to	the	place	where	St	John	the	Baptist	was	born.3 	And	later
she	went	to	Bethany,	where	Mary	and	Martha	lived,	and	to	the	grave	where
Lazarus	was	buried	and	raised	from	death	to	life.4 	And	she	visited	the	chapel



where	our	blessed	Lord	appeared	to	his	blessed	mother	before	all	others	on	the
morning	of	Easter	Day.5 	And	she	stood	in	the	same	place	where	Mary
Magdalene	stood	when	Christ	said	to	her,	‘Mary,	why	are	you	weeping?’6 	And
so	she	was	in	many	more	places	than	are	written	here,	for	she	was	three	weeks	in
Jerusalem	and	in	places	thereabouts.	And	she	always	had	great	devotion	as	long
as	she	was	in	that	country.
And	the	friars	of	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	were	very	welcoming	to

her	and	gave	her	many	great	relics,	wanting	her	to	remain	among	them	if	she	had
wished,	because	of	the	belief	they	had	in	her.	The	Saracens	also	made	much	of
her,	and	conveyed	and	escorted	her	about	the	country	wherever	she	wanted	to
go.7 	And	she	found	all	people	good	and	gentle	to	her,	except	her	own
countrymen.
And	as	she	went	from	Jerusalem	to	Ramleh,8 	she	would	have	liked	to	return

again	to	Jerusalem,	because	of	the	great	grace	and	spiritual	comfort	that	she	felt
when	she	was	there,	and	to	gain	herself	more	pardon.9 	And	then	our	Lord
commanded	her	to	go	to	Rome,	and	so	on	home	to	England,	and	said	to	her,
‘Daughter,	as	often	as	you	say	or	think,	“Worshipped	be	all	those	holy	places	in
Jerusalem	that	Christ	suffered	bitter	pain	and	passion	in,”	you	shall	have	the
same	pardon	as	if	you	were	there	with	your	bodily	presence,10 	both	for	yourself
and	for	all	those	that	you	will	give	it	to.’
And	as	she	travelled	to	Venice,	many	of	her	companions	were	very	ill,	and	all

the	time	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter,	no	one	will	die	in	the
ship	that	you	are	in.’
And	she	found	her	feelings	completely	true.	And	when	our	Lord	had	brought

them	all	to	Venice	again	in	safety11 	her	fellow	countrymen	abandoned	her	and
went	off,	leaving	her	alone.	And	some	of	them	said	that	they	would	not	go	with
her	for	a	hundred	pounds.
When	they	had	gone	away	from	her,	then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	–	who	always

helps	in	need	and	never	forsakes	his	servant	who	truly	trusts	in	his	mercy	–	said
to	his	creature,	‘Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter,	because	I	shall	provide	for	you	very
well,	and	bring	you	in	safety	to	Rome	and	home	again	to	England	without	any
disgrace	to	your	body,	if	you	will	be	clad	in	white	clothes,	and	wear	them	as	I
said	to	you	while	you	were	in	England.’
Then	this	creature,	being	in	great	unhappiness	and	doubt,	answered	in	her

mind,	‘If	you	are	the	spirit	of	God	that	speaks	in	my	soul,	and	I	may	prove	you
to	be	a	true	spirit	through	counsel	of	the	church,	I	shall	obey	your	will;	and	if
you	bring	me	to	Rome	in	safety,	I	shall	wear	white	clothes,	even	though	all	the
world	should	wonder	at	me,	for	your	love.’
‘Go	forth,	daughter,	in	the	name	of	Jesus,	for	I	am	the	spirit	of	God,	which



‘Go	forth,	daughter,	in	the	name	of	Jesus,	for	I	am	the	spirit	of	God,	which
shall	help	you	in	your	every	need,	go	with	you,	and	support	you	in	every	place	–
and	therefore,	do	not	mistrust	me.	You	never	found	me	deceiving,	nor	did	I	ever
bid	you	do	anything	except	what	is	worship	of	God	and	profit	to	your	soul	if	you
will	obey;	and	I	shall	infuse	into	you	great	abundance	of	grace.’
Just	then,	as	she	looked	to	one	side,	she	saw	a	poor	man	sitting	there,	who	had

a	great	hump	on	his	back.	His	clothes	were	all	very	much	patched,	and	he
seemed	a	man	of	about	fifty.	Then	she	went	up	to	him	and	said,	‘Good	man,
what’s	wrong	with	your	back?’
He	said,	‘It	was	broken	in	an	illness,	ma’am.’
She	asked	what	his	name	was,	and	where	he	was	from.	He	said	his	name	was

Richard,	and	he	was	from	Ireland.	Then	she	thought	of	her	confessor’s	words,
who	was	a	holy	anchorite,	as	is	written	before,	who	spoke	to	her	while	she	was
in	England	in	this	way:	‘Daughter,	when	your	own	companions	have	abandoned
you,	God	will	provide	a	hunchbacked	man	to	escort	you	wherever	you	want	to
go.’12
Then	she	with	a	glad	spirit	said	to	him,	‘Good	Richard,	guide	me	to	Rome,

and	you	shall	be	rewarded	for	your	labour.’
‘No,	ma’am,’	he	said,	‘I	know	very	well	that	your	countrymen	have

abandoned	you,	and	therefore	it	would	be	difficult	for	me	to	escort	you.	Your
fellow	countrymen	have	both	bows	and	arrows	with	which	they	can	defend	both
you	and	themselves,	and	I	have	no	weapon	except	a	cloak	full	of	patches.	And
yet	I	fear	that	my	enemies	will	rob	me,	and	perhaps	take	you	away	from	me	and
rape	you;	and	therefore	I	dare	not	escort	you,	for	I	would	not,	for	a	hundred
pounds,	have	you	suffer	any	disgrace	while	you	were	with	me.’
And	then	she	replied,	‘Richard,	don’t	be	afraid.	God	will	look	after	both	of	us

very	well,	and	I	shall	give	you	two	nobles	for	your	trouble.’
Then	he	agreed	and	set	off	with	her.	Soon	after,	there	came	two	Grey	Friars

and	a	woman	that	came	with	them	from	Jerusalem,	and	she	had	with	her	an	ass,
which	was	bearing	a	chest	containing	an	image	of	our	Lord.13
And	then	Richard	said	to	this	creature,	‘You	shall	go	along	with	these	two

men	and	this	woman,	and	I	will	meet	you	morning	and	evening,	for	I	must	get	on
with	my	occupation	and	beg	my	living.’
And	so	she	followed	his	advice	and	went	along	with	the	friars	and	the	woman.

None	of	them	could	understand	her	language,	yet	they	provided	her	every	day
with	food,	drink	and	lodgings	as	well	as	they	did	for	themselves	and	rather
better,	so	that	she	was	always	much	obliged	to	pray	for	them.	And	every	evening
and	morning,	Richard	with	the	hunchback	came	and	cheered	her	up	as	he	had
promised.



The	woman	who	had	the	image	in	the	chest,	when	they	came	into	fine	cities,
took	the	image	out	of	her	chest	and	set	it	in	the	laps	of	respectable	wives.	And
they	would	dress	it	up	in	shirts	and	kiss	it	as	though	it	had	been	God	himself.
And	when	the	creature	saw	the	worship	and	the	reverence	that	they	accorded	the
image,	she	was	seized	with	sweet	devotion	and	sweet	meditations,	so	that	she
wept	with	great	sobbing	and	loud	crying.	And	she	was	so	much	the	more	moved
because,	while	she	was	in	England,	she	had	high	meditations	on	the	birth	and	the
childhood	of	Christ,	and	she	thanked	God	because	she	saw	each	of	these
creatures	have	as	great	faith	in	what	each	saw	with	her	bodily	eye	as	she	had
before	with	her	inward	eye.14
When	these	good	women	saw	this	creature	weeping,	sobbing	and	crying	out

so	astonishingly	and	so	powerfully	that	she	was	nearly	overcome	by	it,	then	they
arranged	a	good	soft	bed	and	laid	her	upon	it,	and	comforted	her	as	much	as	they
could	for	our	Lord’s	love	–	blessed	may	he	be.



Chapter	31

The	said	creature	had	a	ring,	which	our	Lord	had	commanded	her	to	have	made
while	she	was	at	home	in	England,	and	to	have	engraved	on	it	Jesus	est	amor
meus.1 	She	had	much	thought	how	she	should	keep	this	ring	from	being	stolen
on	her	travels,	for	she	thought	she	would	not	have	lost	the	ring	for	a	thousand
pounds	and	much	more,	because	she	had	it	made	at	God’s	command;	and	also
she	wore	it	by	his	command,	for	she	previously	intended,	before	she	had	the
revelation,	never	to	wear	a	ring.
And	as	it	happened,	she	was	lodged	in	a	good	man’s	house,	and	many

neighbours	came	in	to	welcome	her	for	her	perfection	and	her	holiness,	and	she
gave	them	the	measurements	of	Christ’s	grave,2 	which	they	received	very
devoutly,	deriving	great	joy	from	it	and	thanking	her	very	much.	Afterwards	this
creature	went	to	her	room	and	let	her	ring	hang	by	her	purse-string	which	she
carried	at	her	breast.	On	the	morning	of	the	next	day,	when	she	would	have
taken	her	ring,	it	was	gone	–	she	could	not	find	it.	Then	she	was	terribly
unhappy,	and	complained	to	the	good	wife	of	the	house	in	this	way:	‘Ma’am,	my
precious	wedding	ring	to	Jesus	Christ	–	you	could	call	it	–	is	gone!’
The	good	wife,	understanding	what	she	meant,	prayed	her	to	pray	for	her,	and

her	face	and	expression	changed	strangely,	as	though	she	had	been	guilty.	Then
this	creature	took	a	candle	in	her	hand	and	searched	all	about	her	bed	where	she
had	lain	all	night,	and	the	good	wife	of	the	house	took	another	candle	in	her	hand
and	also	busied	herself	to	look	round	the	bed.	And	at	last	she	found	the	ring
under	the	bed	on	the	boards,	and	with	great	joy	she	told	the	good	wife	that	she
had	found	her	ring.	Then	the	good	wife	very	submissively	asked	this	creature	for
forgiveness	as	best	she	could:	‘Bone	Christian,	prey	per	me.’3

Afterwards	this	creature	came	to	Assisi,	and	there	she	met	a	Friar	Minor,4 	an
Englishman,	and	he	was	held	to	be	a	serious	cleric.	She	told	him	about	her
manner	of	life,	her	feelings,	her	revelations,	and	the	grace	that	God	wrought	in
her	soul	by	holy	inspirations	and	high	contemplations,	and	how	our	Lord	talked
to	her	soul	in	a	kind	of	conversation.	Then	the	worthy	cleric	said	that	she	was



much	beholden	to	God,	for	he	said	he	had	never	heard	of	anyone	living	in	this
world	who	was	on	such	homely	terms	with	God	by	love	and	homely
conversation	as	she	was	–	God	be	thanked	for	his	gifts,	for	it	is	his	goodness	and
no	man’s	merit.
On	one	occasion,	as	this	creature	was	in	church	at	Assisi,	there	was	exhibited

our	Lady’s	kerchief5 	–	which	she	wore	here	on	earth	–	with	many	lights	and
great	reverence.	Then	this	creature	had	great	devotion.	She	wept,	she	sobbed,	she
cried,	with	great	abundance	of	tears	and	many	holy	thoughts.6 	She	was	there
also	on	Lammas	Day,7 	when	there	is	great	pardon	with	plenary	remission,8 	in
order	to	obtain	grace,	mercy	and	forgiveness	for	herself,	for	all	her	friends,	for
all	her	enemies,	and	for	all	the	souls	in	purgatory.
And	there	was	a	lady	who	had	come	from	Rome	to	obtain	her	pardon.	Her

name	was	Margaret	Florentyne,	and	she	had	with	her	many	Knights	of	Rhodes,
many	gentlewomen,	and	a	very	fine	equipage.9
Then	Richard,	the	hunchbacked	man,	went	to	her,	asking	her	if	this	creature

could	go	with	her	to	Rome	–	and	himself	too	–	so	as	to	be	kept	safe	from	the
danger	of	thieves.	And	then	that	worthy	lady	received	them	into	her	party	and	let
them	go	with	her	to	Rome,	as	God	willed.	When	this	creature	came	to	Rome,
those	who	were	her	fellow	pilgrims	before	and	excluded	her	from	their	company
were	also	in	Rome,	and	when	they	heard	tell	that	such	a	woman	had	arrived	they
were	greatly	surprised	at	how	she	came	there	safely.
And	then	she	went	and	got	her	white	clothes	and	was	clad	all	in	white,	just	as

she	was	commanded	to	do	years	before	in	her	soul	by	revelation,	and	now	it	was
fulfilled	in	effect.10
Then	this	creature	was	taken	in	at	the	Hospital	of	St	Thomas	of	Canterbury	in

Rome,11 	and	there	she	received	communion	every	Sunday	with	great	weeping,
violent	sobbing	and	loud	crying,	and	was	highly	beloved	by	the	Master	of	the
Hospital	and	all	his	brethren.
And	then,	through	the	stirring	of	her	spiritual	enemy,	there	came	a	priest,	who

was	held	to	be	a	holy	man	in	the	Hospital	and	also	in	other	places	in	Rome,	and
who	was	one	of	her	companions	and	one	of	her	own	countrymen.	And
notwithstanding	his	holiness,	he	spoke	so	badly	of	this	creature	and	slandered
her	name	so	much	in	the	Hospital	that,	through	his	evil	tongue,	she	was	put	out
of	the	Hospital,	so	that	she	could	no	longer	go	to	confession	or	receive
communion	there.



Chapter	32

When	this	creature	saw	she	was	abandoned,	and	ejected	from	amongst	those
good	men,	she	was	very	miserable,	most	of	all	because	she	had	no	confessor	and
could	not	then	confess	and	be	absolved	as	she	wished.	Then,	with	great
abundance	of	tears,	she	prayed	to	our	Lord,	of	his	mercy,	that	he	would	dispose
for	her	as	was	most	pleasing	to	him.
And	later	she	called	to	her	Richard	with	the	hunchback,	asking	him	to	go	over

to	a	church	opposite	the	Hospital1 	and	inform	the	parson	of	the	church	of	her
manner	of	behaving,	and	what	sorrow	she	had,	and	how	she	wept	because	she
might	not	confess	or	receive	communion,	and	what	compunction	and	contrition
she	had	for	her	sins.
Then	Richard	went	to	the	parson	and	told	him	about	this	creature,	and	how

our	Lord	gave	her	contrition	and	compunction	with	great	abundance	of	tears,	and
how	she	wanted	to	receive	communion	every	Sunday	if	she	could,	and	she	had
no	priest	to	confess	to.	And	then	the	parson,	hearing	of	her	contrition	and
compunction,	was	very	glad	and	bade	that	she	should	come	to	him	in	the	name
of	Jesus	and	say	her	‘Confiteor’,2 	and	he	would	give	her	communion	himself,
for	he	could	not	understand	any	English.
Then	our	Lord	sent	St	John	the	Evangelist	to	hear	her	confession,3 	and	she

said	‘Benedicite’,	and	he	said	‘Dominus’4 	truly	in	her	soul,	so	that	she	saw	him
and	heard	him	in	her	spiritual	understanding	as	she	would	have	done	another
priest	by	her	bodily	sense.	Then	she	told	him	all	her	sins	and	all	her	unhappiness
with	many	sorrowful	tears,	and	he	heard	her	very	meekly	and	kindly.	And
afterwards	he	enjoined	on	her	the	penance	that	she	should	do	for	her	trespass,
and	absolved	her	of	her	sins	with	sweet	and	humble	words,	highly	strengthening
her	to	trust	in	the	mercy	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	bade	her	that	she	should
receive	the	sacrament	of	the	altar,	in	the	name	of	Jesus.	And	then	he	passed
away	from	her.
When	he	was	gone,	she	prayed	with	all	her	heart	all	the	time,	as	she	heard

mass,	‘Lord,	as	surely	as	you	are	not	angry	with	me,	grant	me	a	well	of	tears,5



through	which	I	may	receive	your	precious	body	with	all	manner	of	tears	of
devotion	to	your	worship	and	the	increasing	of	my	merit;	for	you	are	my	joy,
Lord,	my	bliss,	my	comfort,	and	all	the	treasure	that	I	have	in	this	world,	for	I
covet	no	other	worldly	joy,	but	only	you.	And	therefore,	my	dearest	Lord	and
my	God,	do	not	forsake	me.’
Then	our	blessed	Lord	Christ	Jesus	answered	to	her	soul	and	said,	‘My

beloved	daughter,	I	swear	by	my	high	majesty	that	I	will	never	forsake	you.
And,	daughter,	the	more	shame,	contempt	and	rebuke	that	you	suffer	for	my
love,	the	better	I	love	you,	for	I	behave	like	a	man	who	greatly	loves	his	wife:
the	more	envy	that	other	men	have	of	her,	the	better	he	will	dress	her	to	spite	his
enemies.	And	just	so,	daughter,	shall	I	behave	with	you.	In	anything	that	you	do,
daughter,	or	say,	you	cannot	please	God	better	than	by	believing	that	he	loves
you;	for	if	it	were	possible	for	me	to	weep	with	you,	I	would	weep	with	you,
daughter,	for	the	compassion	that	I	have	for	you.	The	time	shall	come	when	you
will	consider	yourself	well	pleased,	for	in	you	shall	be	proved	true	the	common
proverb	that	men	say:	“He	is	blessed	indeed	who	can	sit	in	his	chair	of	happiness
and	talk	about	his	chair	of	unhappiness.”6 	And	so	shall	you	do,	daughter,	and	all
your	weeping	and	your	sorrow	shall	turn	into	joy	and	bliss	which	you	shall	never
lack.’



Chapter	33

Another	time,	while	this	creature	was	at	the	church	of	St	John	Lateran,1 	before
the	altar,	hearing	mass,	she	thought	that	the	priest	who	said	mass	seemed	a	good
and	devout	man.	She	was	greatly	moved	in	spirit	to	speak	with	him.	Then	she
asked	her	man	with	the	hunchback	to	go	to	the	priest	and	ask	him	to	speak	with
her.	The	priest	understood	no	English	and	did	not	know	what	she	was	saying,
and	she	knew	no	other	language	than	English,	and	therefore	they	spoke	through
an	interpreter,	a	man	who	told	each	of	them	what	the	other	said.
Then	she	prayed	the	priest,	in	the	name	of	Jesus,	that	he	should	make	his

prayers	to	the	blessed	Trinity,	to	our	Lady,	and	to	all	the	blessed	saints	in
heaven,	also	urging	others	who	loved	our	Lord	to	pray	for	him,	so	that	he	might
have	grace	to	understand	her	language	and	her	speech	in	such	things	as	she,
through	the	grace	of	God,	would	say	to	him.
The	priest	was	a	good	man,	German	by	birth,	a	good	clerk	and	a	learned	man,

highly	beloved,	well	esteemed	and	much	trusted	in	Rome,	and	he	had	one	of	the
greatest	offices	of	any	priest	in	Rome.
Desiring	to	please	God,	he	followed	the	advice	of	this	creature,	and	he	prayed

to	God	as	devoutly	as	he	could	every	day,	that	he	might	have	grace	to	understand
what	this	creature	would	say	to	him,	and	he	also	got	other	lovers	of	our	Lord	to
pray	for	him.	They	prayed	in	this	way	for	thirteen	days.	And	after	thirteen	days
the	priest	came	back	to	her	to	test	the	effect	of	their	prayers,	and	then	he
understood	what	she	said	in	English	to	him,	and	she	understood	what	he	said.
And	yet	he	did	not	understand	the	English	that	other	people	spoke;	even	though
they	spoke	the	same	words	that	she	spoke,	he	still	did	not	understand	them
unless	she	spoke	herself.2
Then	she	was	confessed	to	this	priest	of	all	her	sins,	as	near	as	her	memory

would	serve	her,	from	her	childhood	up	until	that	hour,	and	received	her	penance
very	joyfully.	And	afterwards	she	told	him	about	the	secret	things	of	revelations
and	of	high	contemplations,	and	how	she	had	such	thought	of	his	Passion,	and
such	great	compassion	when	God	would	give	it,	that	she	fell	down	because	of	it
and	could	not	bear	it.	Then	she	wept	bitterly,	she	sobbed	violently	and	cried	out



and	could	not	bear	it.	Then	she	wept	bitterly,	she	sobbed	violently	and	cried	out
so	loud	and	horribly	that	people	were	often	afraid	and	greatly	astonished,
thinking	she	had	been	troubled	with	some	evil	spirit	or	a	sudden	illness	–	not
believing	it	was	the	work	of	God,	but	rather	some	evil	spirit,	or	a	sudden	illness,
or	else	pretence	and	hypocrisy,	something	she	put	on	deceitfully	herself.
The	priest	had	great	trust	that	it	was	the	work	of	God	and,	when	he	had

doubts,	our	Lord	sent	him	such	tokens	through	this	creature	of	his	own
misconduct	and	his	manner	of	living	–	which	nobody	knew	but	God	and	he,	as
our	Lord	showed	her	by	revelation	and	bade	her	tell	him	–	that	he	knew	very
well	because	of	this	that	her	feelings	were	true.
And	then	the	priest	received	her	very	meekly	and	reverently,	as	if	she	were	his

mother	and	his	sister,	and	said	he	would	support	her	against	her	enemies.	And	so
he	did,	as	long	as	she	was	in	Rome,	and	endured	much	evil	talk	and	much
tribulation.	And	also	he	gave	up	his	office,	because	he	wanted	to	support	her	in
her	sobbing	and	in	her	crying	when	all	her	countrymen	had	abandoned	her;	for
they	were	always	her	greatest	enemies,	and	caused	her	much	unhappiness	in
every	place	they	went,	because	they	wanted	her	never	to	sob	or	cry.	And	she	was
quite	unable	to	choose;	but	that	they	would	not	believe.	They	were	always
against	her,	and	against	the	good	man	who	supported	her.
Then	this	good	man,	seeing	this	woman	sobbing	and	crying	so	astonishingly,

and	especially	on	Sundays	when	she	was	to	receive	communion	amongst	all	the
people,	made	up	his	mind	to	prove	whether	it	were	the	gift	of	God,	as	she	said,
or	else	her	own	hypocritical	pretence,	as	people	said.	He	took	her	alone	on
another	Sunday	into	another	church	when	mass	was	over	and	everybody	gone
home,	no	one	knowing	about	it	except	himself	and	the	clerk.	And	when	he	was
about	to	give	her	communion,	she	wept	so	copiously,	and	sobbed	and	cried	so
loud	that	he	was	astonished	himself,	because	it	seemed	to	his	hearing	that	she
had	never	previously	cried	so	loud.	And	then	he	fully	believed	that	it	was	the
working	of	the	Holy	Ghost3 	and	neither	any	pretending	nor	hypocrisy	of	her
own.
Then	afterwards	he	was	not	embarrassed	to	take	her	part	and	to	speak	against

those	who	wanted	to	defame	her	and	speak	evil	of	her,	until	he	was	detracted	by
the	enemies	of	virtue	almost	as	much	as	she	was,	and	it	pleased	him	very	much
to	suffer	tribulation	for	God’s	cause.	Many	people	in	Rome	who	were	disposed
to	virtue	loved	him	all	the	more,	and	her	too,	and	often	invited	her	to	meals	and
made	her	very	welcome,	asking	her	to	pray	for	them.
Her	own	countrymen	were	always	obdurate,	and	especially	a	priest	who	was

amongst	them.	He	stirred	up	many	people	against	her	and	said	many	evil	things
about	her,	because	she	wore	white	clothing	more	than	did	others	who	were	holier
and	better	than	she	ever	was,	as	he	thought.	The	cause	of	his	malice	was	that	she



and	better	than	she	ever	was,	as	he	thought.	The	cause	of	his	malice	was	that	she
would	not	obey	him.	And	she	well	knew	it	was	against	the	health	of	her	soul	to
obey	him	as	he	wanted	her	to	do.



Chapter	34

Then	the	good	man,	the	German	priest	who	confessed	her,	through	the	agitating
of	the	English	priest	who	was	her	enemy,	asked	her	if	she	would	be	obedient	to
him	or	not.
And	she	said,	‘Yes,	sir.’
‘Will	you	then	do	as	I	shall	order	you	to	do?’
‘Very	willingly,	sir.’
‘I	charge	you	then	to	leave	off	your	white	clothes	and	wear	your	black	clothes

again.’
And	she	did	what	he	commanded,	and	then	she	felt	that	she	pleased	God	with

her	obedience.	But	then	she	endured	much	scorn	from	women	in	Rome.	They
asked	her	if	highwaymen	had	robbed	her,	and	she	said,	‘No,	ma’am.’
Afterwards	when	she	went	on	pilgrimage	she	happened	to	meet	the	priest	who

was	her	enemy,	and	he	greatly	rejoiced	that	she	had	been	deflected	from	her
intention,	and	said	to	her,	‘I	am	glad	that	you	go	about	in	black	clothes	as	you
used	to	do.’
And	she	answered	him,	‘Sir,	our	Lord	would	not	be	displeased	though	I	wore

white	clothes,	for	he	wills	that	I	do	so.’
Then	the	priest	replied	to	her,	‘Now	I	well	know	that	you	have	a	devil	inside

you,	for	I	hear	him	speak	in	you	to	me.’
‘Ah,	good	sir,	I	pray	you,	drive	him	away	from	me,	for	God	knows	I	would

very	gladly	do	well	and	please	him	if	I	could.’
And	then	he	was	very	angry,	and	said	very	many	sharp	words	to	her.
And	she	said	to	him,	‘Sir,	I	hope	I	have	no	devil	within	me,	for	if	I	had	a	devil

within	me	I	should	be	angry	with	you,	you	know.	And,	sir,	I	don’t	think	I	am	at
all	angry	with	you	for	anything	that	you	can	do	to	me.’	And	then	the	priest	went
away	from	her	with	a	very	gloomy	expression.
Then	our	Lord	spoke	to	this	creature	in	her	soul	and	said:	‘Daughter,	do	not	be

afraid	of	whatever	he	says	to	you,	for	though	he	ran	every	year	to	Jerusalem,	I
have	no	liking	for	him;	for	as	long	as	he	speaks	against	you	he	speaks	against
me,	for	I	am	in	you	and	you	are	in	me.	And	from	this	you	may	know	that	I



endure	many	sharp	words,	for	I	have	often	said	to	you	that	I	should	be	crucified
anew	in	you	by	sharp	words,1 	for	you	shall	be	slain	in	no	other	way	than	by
suffering	sharp	words.	As	for	this	priest	who	is	your	enemy,	he	is	just	a
hypocrite.’
Then	the	good	priest,	her	confessor,	ordered	her	by	virtue	of	obedience,	and

also	as	part	of	her	penance,	that	she	should	serve	an	old	woman,	a	poor	creature,
in	Rome.	And	so	she	did	for	six	weeks.	She	served	her	as	she	would	have	done
our	Lady.	And	she	had	no	bed	to	lie	in,	nor	any	bedclothes	to	be	covered	with
except	her	own	mantle.	Then	she	was	full	of	vermin	and	suffered	a	lot	of	pain	as
a	result.	She	also	fetched	home	water	and	sticks	on	her	back	for	the	poor	woman,
and	begged	for	both	meat	and	wine	for	her;	and	when	the	poor	woman’s	wine
was	sour,	this	creature	herself	drank	that	sour	wine,	and	gave	the	poor	woman
good	wine	that	she	had	bought	for	her	own	self.



Chapter	35

As	this	creature	was	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Apostles	at	Rome1 	on	St
Lateran’s	Day,2 	the	Father	of	Heaven	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	I	am	well	pleased
with	you,	inasmuch	as	you	believe	in	all	the	sacraments	of	Holy	Church	and	in
all	faith	involved	in	that,	and	especially	because	you	believe	in	the	manhood	of
my	son,	and	because	of	the	great	compassion	that	you	have	for	his	bitter
Passion.’
The	Father	also	said	to	this	creature,	‘Daughter,	I	will	have	you	wedded	to	my

Godhead,	because	I	shall	show	you	my	secrets	and	my	counsels,	for	you	shall
live	with	me	without	end.’3
Then	this	creature	kept	silence	in	her	soul	and	did	not	answer	to	this,	because

she	was	very	much	afraid	of	the	Godhead;	and	she	had	no	knowledge	of	the
conversation	of	the	Godhead,	for	all	her	love	and	affection	were	fixed	on	the
manhood	of	Christ,	and	of	that	she	did	have	knowledge	and	would	not	be	parted
from	that	for	anything.
She	had	so	much	feeling	for	the	manhood	of	Christ,	that	when	she	saw	women

in	Rome	carrying	children	in	their	arms,	if	she	could	discover	that	any	were
boys,	she	would	cry,	roar	and	weep	as	if	she	had	seen	Christ	in	his	childhood.
And	if	she	could	have	had	her	way,	she	would	often	have	taken	the	children	out
of	their	mothers’	arms	and	kissed	them	instead	of	Christ.	And	if	she	saw	a
handsome	man,	she	had	great	pain	to	look	at	him,	lest	she	might	see	him	who
was	both	God	and	man.	And	therefore	she	cried	many	times	and	often	when	she
met	a	handsome	man,	and	wept	and	sobbed	bitterly	for	the	manhood	of	Christ	as
she	went	about	the	streets	of	Rome,	so	that	those	who	saw	her	were	greatly
astonished	at	her,	because	they	did	not	know	the	reason.
Therefore	it	was	not	surprising	if	she	was	still	and	did	not	answer	the	Father

of	Heaven,	when	he	told	her	that	she	should	be	wedded	to	his	Godhead.	Then	the
Second	Person,	Christ	Jesus,	whose	manhood	she	loved	so	much,	said	to	her,
‘What	do	you	say	to	my	Father,	Margery,	daughter,	about	these	words	that	he
speaks	to	you?	Are	you	well	pleased	that	it	should	be	so?’
And	then	she	would	not	answer	the	Second	Person,	but	wept	amazingly	much,



And	then	she	would	not	answer	the	Second	Person,	but	wept	amazingly	much,
desiring	to	have	himself	still,	and	in	no	way	to	be	parted	from	him.	Then	the
Second	Person	in	Trinity	answered	his	Father	for	her,	and	said,	‘Father,	excuse
her,	for	she	is	still	only	young	and	has	not	completely	learned	how	she	should
answer.’
And	then	the	Father	took	her	by	the	hand	[spiritually]	in	her	soul,	before	the

Son	and	the	Holy	Ghost,	and	the	Mother	of	Jesus,	and	all	the	twelve	apostles,
and	St	Katherine4 	and	St	Margaret	and	many	other	saints	and	holy	virgins,	with
a	great	multitude	of	angels,	saying	to	her	soul,	‘I	take	you,	Margery,	for	my
wedded	wife,	for	fairer,	for	fouler,	for	richer,	for	poorer,	provided	that	you	are
humble	and	meek	in	doing	what	I	command	you	to	do.	For,	daughter,	there	was
never	a	child	so	kind	to	its	mother	as	I	shall	be	to	you,	both	in	joy	and	sorrow,	to
help	you	and	comfort	you.	And	that	I	pledge	to	you.’5
And	then	the	Mother	of	God	and	all	the	saints	that	were	present	there	in	her

soul	prayed	that	they	might	have	much	joy	together.	Then	this	creature	with	high
devotion,	with	great	abundance	of	tears,	thanked	God	for	this	spiritual	comfort,
holding	herself	in	her	own	feeling	very	unworthy	of	any	such	grace	as	she	felt,
for	she	felt	many	great	comforts,	both	spiritual	comforts	and	bodily	comforts.
Sometimes	she	sensed	sweet	smells	in	her	nose;	they	were	sweeter,	she	thought,
than	any	earthly	sweet	thing	ever	was	that	she	smelled	before,	nor	could	she	ever
tell	how	sweet	they	were,	for	she	thought	she	might	have	lived	on	them	if	they
had	lasted.6
Sometimes	she	heard	with	her	bodily	ears	such	sounds	and	melodies	that	she

could	not	hear	what	anyone	said	to	her	at	that	time	unless	he	spoke	louder.	These
sounds	and	melodies	she	had	heard	nearly	every	day	for	twenty-five	years	when
this	book	was	written,	and	especially	when	she	was	in	devout	prayer,	also	many
times	while	she	was	at	Rome,	and	in	England	too.
She	saw	with	her	bodily	eyes	many	white	things	flying	all	about	her	on	all

sides,	as	thickly	in	a	way	as	specks	in	a	sunbeam;	they	were	very	delicate	and
comforting,	and	the	brighter	the	sun	shone,	the	better	she	could	see	them.	She
saw	them	at	many	different	times	and	in	many	different	places,	both	in	church
and	in	her	chamber,	at	her	meals	and	at	her	prayers,	in	the	fields	and	in	town,
both	walking	and	sitting.	And	many	times	she	was	afraid	what	they	might	be,	for
she	saw	them	at	night	in	darkness	as	well	as	in	daylight.	Then	when	she	was
afraid	of	them,	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘By	this	token,	daughter,	believe	it	is	God
who	speaks	in	you,	for	wherever	God	is,	heaven	is,	and	where	God	is,	there	are
many	angels,	and	God	is	in	you	and	you	are	in	him.	And	therefore,	don’t	be
afraid,	daughter,	for	these	betoken	that	you	have	many	angels	around	you,	to



keep	you	both	day	and	night	so	that	no	devil	shall	have	power	over	you,	nor	evil
men	harm	you.’7
Then	from	that	time	forward	she	used	to	say	when	she	saw	them	coming:

‘Benedictus	qui	venit	in	nomine	Domini.’8
Our	Lord	also	gave	her	another	token	which	lasted	about	sixteen	years,	and

increased	ever	more	and	more,	and	that	was	a	flame	of	fire	of	love	–
marvellously	hot	and	delectable	and	very	comforting,	never	diminishing	but	ever
increasing;	for	though	the	weather	were	never	so	cold	she	felt	the	heat	burning	in
her	breast	and	at	her	heart,	as	veritably	as	a	man	would	feel	the	material	fire	if	he
put	his	hand	or	his	finger	into	it.9
When	she	first	felt	the	fire	of	love	burning	in	her	breast	she	was	afraid	of	it,

and	then	our	Lord	answered	in	her	mind	and	said,	‘Daughter,	don’t	be	afraid,
because	this	heat	is	the	heat	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	which	will	burn	away	all	your
sins,	for	the	fire	of	love	quenches	all	sins.	And	you	shall	understand	by	this
token	that	the	Holy	Ghost	is	in	you,	and	you	know	very	well	that	wherever	the
Holy	Ghost	is,	there	is	the	Father,	and	where	the	Father	is,	there	is	the	Son,	and
so	you	have	fully	in	your	soul	all	of	the	Holy	Trinity.	Therefore	you	have	great
cause	to	love	me	well,	and	yet	you	shall	have	greater	cause	than	you	ever	had	to
love	me,	for	you	shall	hear	what	you	never	heard,	and	you	shall	see	what	you
never	saw,	and	you	shall	feel	what	you	never	felt.
‘For,	daughter,	you	are	as	sure	of	the	love	of	God,	as	God	is	God.	Your	soul	is

more	sure	of	the	love	of	God	than	of	your	own	body,	for	your	soul	will	part	from
your	body,	but	God	shall	never	part	from	your	soul,	for	they	are	united	together
without	end.	Therefore,	daughter,	you	have	as	great	reason	to	be	merry	as	any
lady	in	this	world;	and	if	you	knew,	daughter,	how	much	you	please	me	when
you	willingly	allow	me	to	speak	in	you,	you	would	never	do	otherwise,	for	this
is	a	holy	life	and	the	time	is	very	well	spent.	For,	daughter,	this	life	pleases	me
more	than	wearing	the	coat	of	mail	for	penance,	or	the	hair-shirt,	or	fasting	on
bread	and	water;	for	if	you	said	a	thousand	paternosters	every	day	you	would	not
please	me	as	much	as	you	do	when	you	are	in	silence	and	allow	me	to	speak	in
your	soul.’



Chapter	36

‘Fasting,	daughter,	is	good	for	young	beginners,	and	discreet	penance,	especially
what	their	confessor	gives	them	or	enjoins	them	to	do.	And	to	say	many	prayers
is	good	for	those	who	can	do	no	better,	yet	it	is	not	perfect.	But	it	is	a	good	way
towards	perfection.	For	I	tell	you,	daughter,	those	who	are	great	fasters	and	great
doers	of	penance	want	it	to	be	considered	the	best	life;	those	also	who	give
themselves	over	to	saying	many	devotions	would	have	that	to	be	the	best	life;
and	those	who	give	very	generous	alms	would	like	that	considered	the	best	life.
‘And	I	have	often	told	you,	daughter,	that	thinking,	weeping,	and	high

contemplation	is	the	best	life	on	earth.	You	shall	have	more	merit	in	heaven	for
one	year	of	thinking	in	your	mind	than	for	a	hundred	years	of	praying	with	your
mouth;	and	yet	you	will	not	believe	me,	for	you	will	say	many	prayers	whether	I
wish	it	or	not.	And	yet,	daughter,	I	will	not	be	displeased	with	you	whether	you
think,	say	or	speak,	for	I	am	always	pleased	with	you.
‘And	if	I	were	on	earth	as	bodily	as	I	was	before	I	died	on	the	cross,	I	would

not	be	ashamed	of	you,	as	many	other	people	are,	for	I	would	take	you	by	the
hand	amongst	the	people	and	greet	you	warmly,	so	that	they	would	certainly
know	that	I	loved	you	dearly.
‘For	it	is	appropriate	for	the	wife	to	be	on	intimate	terms	with	her	husband.	Be

he	ever	so	great	a	lord	and	she	ever	so	poor	a	woman	when	he	weds	her,	yet	they
must	lie	together	and	rest	together	in	joy	and	peace.	Just	so	must	it	be	between
you	and	me,	for	I	take	no	heed	of	what	you	have	been	but	what	you	would	be,
and	I	have	often	told	you	that	I	have	clean	forgiven	you	all	your	sins.
‘Therefore	I	must	be	intimate	with	you,1 	and	lie	in	your	bed	with	you.

Daughter,	you	greatly	desire	to	see	me,	and	you	may	boldly,	when	you	are	in
bed,	take	me	to	you	as	your	wedded	husband,	as	your	dear	darling,	and	as	your
sweet	son,	for	I	want	to	be	loved	as	a	son	should	be	loved	by	the	mother,	and	I
want	you	to	love	me,	daughter,	as	a	good	wife	ought	to	love	her	husband.
Therefore	you	can	boldly	take	me	in	the	arms	of	your	soul	and	kiss	my	mouth,
my	head,	and	my	feet	as	sweetly	as	you	want.2 	And	as	often	as	you	think	of	me



or	would	do	any	good	deed	to	me,	you	shall	have	the	same	reward	in	heaven	as
if	you	did	it	to	my	own	precious	body	which	is	in	heaven,	for	I	ask	no	more	of
you	but	your	heart,	to	love	me	who	loves	you,	for	my	love	is	always	ready	for
you.’
Then	she	gave	thanks	and	praise	to	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	for	the	high	grace

and	mercy	that	he	showed	to	her,	unworthy	wretch.
This	creature	had	various	tokens	in	her	hearing.	One	was	a	kind	of	sound	as	if

it	were	a	pair	of	bellows3 	blowing	in	her	ear.	She	–	being	dismayed	at	this	–	was
warned	in	her	soul	to	have	no	fear,	for	it	was	the	sound	of	the	Holy	Ghost.	And
then	our	Lord	turned	that	sound	into	the	voice	of	a	dove,4 	and	afterwards	he
turned	it	into	the	voice	of	a	little	bird	which	is	called	a	redbreast,	that	often	sang
very	merrily	in	her	right	ear.5 	And	then	she	would	always	have	great	grace	after
she	heard	such	a	token.	She	had	been	used	to	such	tokens	for	about	twenty-five
years	at	the	time	of	writing	this	book.6
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	his	creature,	‘By	these	tokens	you	may

well	know	that	I	love	you,	for	you	are	to	me	a	true	mother	and	to	all	the	world,
because	of	that	great	charity	which	is	in	you;	and	yet	I	am	cause	of	that	charity
myself,	and	you	shall	have	great	reward	for	it	in	heaven.’



Chapter	37

‘Daughter,	you	are	obedient	to	my	will,	and	cleave	as	fast	to	me	as	the	skin	of
the	stockfish	sticks	to	man’s	hand	when	it	is	boiled,	and	you	will	not	forsake	me
for	any	shame	that	any	man	can	do	you.
‘And	you	also	say	that,	though	I	stood	before	you	in	my	own	person	and	said

to	you	that	you	should	never	have	my	love,	never	come	to	heaven,	nor	ever	see
my	face,	yet	you	say,	daughter,	that	you	would	never	forsake	me	on	earth,	never
love	me	the	less,	nor	ever	be	less	busy	to	please	me,	though	you	should	lie	in
hell	without	end,	because	you	cannot	go	without	my	love	on	earth	nor	have	any
other	comfort	but	me	alone,	who	am	I,	your	God,	and	am	all	joy	and	all	bliss	to
you.
‘Therefore	I	say	to	you,	beloved	daughter,	it	is	impossible	that	any	such	soul

should	be	damned	or	parted	from	me,	who	has	such	great	meekness	and	charity
towards	me.	And	therefore,	daughter,	never	be	afraid,	for	all	the	great	promises
that	I	have	promised	to	you	and	yours,	and	to	all	your	confessors,	shall	always
be	true	and	truly	fulfilled	when	the	time	comes.	Have	no	doubt	about	it.’
Another	time	while	she	was	in	Rome,	a	little	before	Christmas,1 	our	Lord

Jesus	Christ	commanded	her	to	go	to	her	confessor,	Wenslawe	by	name,2 	and
ask	him	to	give	her	leave	to	wear	her	white	clothes	once	again,	for	he	had	made
her	stop	doing	so,	by	virtue	of	obedience,	as	is	written	before.	And	when	she	told
him	the	will	of	our	Lord	he	did	not	dare	once	say	‘no’.	And	so	she	wore	white
clothes	ever	after.3
Then	our	Lord	bade	her	that	she	should	at	Christmas	go	home	again	to	her

host’s	house	where	she	was	lodged	before.	And	then	she	went	to	a	poor	woman
whom	she	served	at	the	time	at	the	bidding	of	her	confessor,	as	is	written	before,
and	told	the	poor	woman	how	she	must	leave	her.	Then	the	poor	woman	was
very	sorry	and	greatly	bemoaned	her	departure.	This	creature	told	her	how	it	was
the	will	of	God	that	it	should	be	so,	and	then	she	took	it	more	easily.
Afterwards,	while	this	creature	was	in	Rome,	our	Lord	bade	her	give	away	all

her	money	and	make	herself	destitute	for	his	love.4 	And	she	immediately,	with	a



fervent	desire	to	please	God,	gave	away	such	money	as	she	had,	and	such	also	as
she	had	borrowed	from	the	hunchbacked	man	who	went	with	her.	When	he
found	out	how	she	had	given	away	his	money,	he	was	greatly	moved	and
displeased	that	she	had	given	it	away,	and	spoke	very	sharply	to	her.	And	then
she	said	to	him,	‘Richard,	by	the	grace	of	God,	we	shall	come	home	to	England
very	well.	And	you	shall	come	to	me	in	Bristol	in	Whitsun	week,	and	there	I
shall	pay	you	well	and	truly,	by	the	grace	of	God,	for	I	trust	faithfully	that	he
who	bade	me	give	it	away	for	his	love	will	help	me	to	pay	it	back.’
And	so	he	did.5



Chapter	38

After	this	creature	had	thus	given	away	her	money	and	had	not	a	penny	to	help
herself	with,	as	she	lay	in	St	Marcellus’s	Church	in	Rome,1 	thinking	and
concentrating	as	to	where	she	could	get	her	living,	inasmuch	as	she	had	no	silver
to	keep	herself	with,	our	Lord	answered	to	her	mind	and	said,	‘Daughter,	you	are
not	yet	as	poor	as	I	was	when	I	hung	naked	on	the	cross	for	your	love,	for	you
have	clothes	on	your	body	and	I	had	none.	And	you	have	advised	other	people	to
be	poor	for	my	sake,	and	therefore	you	must	follow	your	own	advice.
‘But	do	not	be	afraid,	daughter,	for	money	will	come	to	you,	and	I	have

promised	you	before	that	I	would	never	fail	you.	I	shall	pray	my	own	mother	to
beg	for	you,	for	you	have	many	times	begged	for	me,	and	for	my	mother	also.
And	therefore	do	not	be	afraid.	I	have	friends	in	every	country,	and	I	shall	cause
my	friends	to	comfort	you.’
When	our	Lord	had	talked	sweetly	to	her	soul	in	this	way,	she	thanked	him	for

this	great	comfort,	completely	trusting	that	it	would	be	as	he	said.	Afterwards
she	got	up	and	went	out	into	the	street	and	by	chance	met	a	good	man.	And	so
they	fell	into	edifying	conversation	as	they	went	along	together,	and	she	repeated
to	him	many	good	tales	and	many	pious	exhortations	until	God	visited	him	with
tears	of	devotion	and	compunction,	so	that	he	was	highly	comforted	and
consoled.	And	then	he	gave	her	money,	by	which	she	was	relieved	and
comforted	for	a	good	while.
Then	one	night	she	saw	in	a	vision	how	our	Lady,	she	thought,	sat	at	table

with	many	worthy	people	and	asked	for	food	for	her.	And	then	this	creature
thought	that	our	Lord’s	words	were	fulfilled	spiritually	in	that	vision,	for	he
promised	this	creature	a	little	before	that	he	would	pray	his	mother	to	beg	for
her.
And	very	shortly	after	this	vision	she	met	up	with	a	worthy	lady,	Dame

Margaret	Florentyne,	the	same	lady	who	brought	her	from	Assisi	to	Rome,	and
neither	of	them	could	understand	the	other	very	well,	except	by	signs	and	tokens
and	a	few	common	words.	And	then	the	lady	said	to	her,	‘Margerya	in	poverté?’



She,	understanding	what	the	lady	meant,	answered,	‘Yea,	grand	poverté,
madame.’2
Then	the	lady	commanded	her	to	eat	with	her	every	Sunday	and	seated	her	at

her	own	table	above	herself,	and	served	her	her	food	with	her	own	hands.	Then
this	creature	sat	and	wept	bitterly,	thanking	our	Lord	that	she	was	thus
encouraged	and	cherished	for	his	love	by	those	who	could	not	understand	her
language.
When	they	had	eaten,	the	good	lady	used	to	give	her	a	hamper	with	other	stuff

which	she	could	make	stew	from	for	herself,	enough	to	serve	her	with	two	days’
food,	and	filled	her	bottle	with	good	wine.	And	sometimes	she	gave	her	eight
bolendine	coins3 	as	well.
Then	another	man	in	Rome,	who	was	called	Marcelle,	asked	her	to	meals	two

days	a	week.	His	wife	was	about	to	have	a	baby,	and	she	very	much	wanted	this
creature	to	be	godmother	to	her	child	when	it	was	born,	but	she	did	not	stay	in
Rome	long	enough.
And	also	there	was	a	pious	single	lady	who	gave	this	creature	her	food	on

Wednesdays.	Other	days,	when	she	was	not	provided	for,	she	begged	for	her
food	from	door	to	door.



Chapter	39

Another	time,	just	as	she	came	by	a	poor	woman’s	house,	the	poor	woman	called
her	into	her	house	and	made	her	sit	by	her	little	fire,	giving	her	wine	to	drink	in	a
stone	cup.	And	she	had	a	little	boy-child	sucking	at	her	breast	some	of	the	time;
at	another	time	it	ran	to	this	creature,	the	mother	meanwhile	sitting	full	of	sorrow
and	sadness.	Then	this	creature	burst	out	crying,	as	though	she	had	seen	our
Lady	and	her	son	at	the	time	of	his	Passion,	and	she	had	so	many	holy	thoughts
that	she	could	never	tell	half	of	them,	but	always	sat	and	wept	plentifully	for	a
long	time,	so	that	the	poor	woman,	feeling	sorry	for	her	weeping,	begged	her	to
stop,	not	knowing	why	she	wept.
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	this	creature,	‘This	place	is	holy.’	And	then

she	got	up	and	went	about	in	Rome	and	saw	much	poverty	among	the	people;
then	she	thanked	God	highly	for	the	poverty	that	she	was	in,	trusting	by	means
of	it	to	be	a	partner	with	them	in	merit.
Then	there	was	a	great	gentlewoman	in	Rome,	praying	this	creature	to	be

godmother	to	her	child,	and	naming	it	after	St	Bridget,	for	they	knew	her	during
her	lifetime.1 	And	so	she	did.	Afterwards,	God	gave	her	grace	to	have	great	love
in	Rome,	both	from	men	and	women,	and	great	favour	amongst	the	people.
When	the	Master	and	Brothers	of	the	Hospital	of	St	Thomas	–	where	she	was

previously	refused,	as	is	written	before2 	–	heard	tell	of	what	love	and	favour	she
had	in	the	city,	they	asked	her	if	she	would	go	to	them	again,	and	she	should	be
more	welcome	than	she	ever	was	before,	because	they	were	very	sorry	that	they
had	barred	her	from	them.	And	she	thanked	them	for	their	charity	and	did	as	they
commanded.	When	she	had	come	back	to	them,	they	received	her	warmly	and
were	very	glad	she	had	come.
Then	she	found	there	the	girl	who	was	her	maidservant	previously,	and	rightly

should	still	have	been	so,	living	in	the	Hospital	in	great	wealth	and	prosperity,
for	she	was	the	keeper	of	their	wine.	And	this	creature	sometimes	went	to	her	out
of	humility	and	begged	her	for	food	and	drink,	and	the	girl	gave	it	to	her
willingly,	and	sometimes	a	groat	as	well.	Then	she	complained	to	her



maidservant,	and	said	she	felt	great	sorrow	at	their	separation,	and	what	slander
and	evil	talk	people	spoke	of	her	because	they	were	apart	–	but	the	girl	never
wanted	to	be	with	her	again.
Afterwards	this	creature	spoke	with	St	Bridget’s	former	maidservant3 	in

Rome,	but	she	could	not	understand	what	she	said.	Then	she	had	a	man	who
could	understand	her	language,	and	that	man	told	St	Bridget’s	maid	what	this
creature	said,	and	how	she	asked	after	St	Bridget,	her	lady.	Then	the	maidservant
said	that	her	lady,	St	Bridget,	was	kind	and	meek	with	everybody,	and	that	she
had	a	laughing	face.	And	the	good	man	where	this	creature	was	lodged	also	told
her	that	he	knew	St	Bridget	himself,	but	he	little	thought	that	she	had	been	as
holy	a	woman	as	she	was,	because	she	was	always	homely	and	kind	with
everybody	who	wanted	to	talk	to	her.
She	was	in	the	chamber	that	St	Bridget	died	in,4 	and	heard	a	German	priest

preach	of	her	there,	and	of	her	revelations	and	of	her	manner	of	life.	She	knelt
also	on	the	stone	on	which	our	Lord	appeared	to	St	Bridget	and	told	her	what
day	she	should	die	on.5 	And	this	was	one	of	St	Bridget’s	days6 	when	this
creature	was	in	her	chapel,	which	previously	was	her	chamber	that	she	died	in.
Our	Lord	sent	such	storms	of	winds	and	rains,	and	various	atmospheric
disturbances,	that	those	who	were	in	the	fields	and	at	their	work	outdoors	were
compelled	to	enter	houses	to	avoid	danger	and	injury	to	themselves.	Through
such	tokens	this	creature	supposed	that	our	Lord	wished	that	his	holy	saint’s	day
should	be	hallowed,	and	the	saint	held	in	more	respect	than	she	was	at	that	time.7

And	sometimes,	when	this	creature	would	have	done	the	Stations	of	Rome,8
our	Lord	warned	her	at	night	in	her	bed	that	she	should	not	go	out	far	from	her
lodging,	for	he	would	send	great	storms	that	day	of	thunder	and	lightning.	And
so	it	was	indeed.	There	were	such	great	storms	that	year	of	thunder	and
lightning,	heavy	rain	and	stormy	weather,	that	very	old	men	living	in	Rome	at
that	time	said	they	had	never	seen	anything	like	it	before;	the	flashes	of	lightning
were	so	frequent	and	shone	so	brightly	inside	their	houses,	that	they	truly
believed	that	their	houses	would	be	burned	with	the	contents.
Then	they	called	on	this	creature	to	pray	for	them,	fully	believing	that	she	was

the	servant	of	Almighty	God,	and	that	through	her	prayers	they	would	be	helped.
This	creature	praying	our	Lord	for	mercy	at	their	request,	he	answered	in	her
soul	saying,	‘Daughter,	do	not	be	afraid,	for	no	weather,	no	storm,	shall	harm
you,	and	therefore	do	not	distrust	me,	for	I	shall	never	deceive	you.’
And	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	as	it	pleased	him,	withdrew	the	storms,

preserving	the	people	from	all	misfortunes.



Chapter	40

Then,	through	the	provision	of	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	a	priest,	a	good
man,	came	from	England	to	Rome	with	other	companions,	asking	and	inquiring
diligently	after	the	said	creature,	whom	he	had	never	seen	before,	nor	she	him.
But	while	he	was	in	England	he	heard	tell	of	such	a	woman	who	was	at	Rome,
with	whom	he	highly	longed	to	speak,	if	God	would	grant	him	grace.	While	he
was	still	in	his	own	country,	and	intending	to	see	this	creature	whenever	he,
through	the	permission	of	our	Lord,	might	come	to	where	she	was,	he	provided
himself	with	money	to	bring	to	relieve	her	if	she	needed	it.	Then,	by	inquiring,
he	came	to	the	place	where	she	was,	and	very	humbly	and	meekly	he	called	her
‘mother’,	praying	her	out	of	charity	to	receive	him	as	her	son.	She	said	that	he
was	as	welcome	to	God	and	to	her,	as	to	his	own	mother.
So	by	holy	conversation	and	communing	she	felt	sure	he	was	a	good	man.

And	then	she,	disclosing	the	secrets	of	her	heart,	revealed	what	grace	God
wrought	in	her	soul	through	his	holy	inspiration,	and	also	something	of	her
manner	of	life.	Then	he	would	no	longer	allow	her	to	beg	her	food	from	door	to
door,	but	asked	her	to	eat	with	him	and	his	party,	unless	good	men	and	women
by	way	of	charity	and	for	spiritual	comfort	would	ask	her	to	meals.	Then	he
wished	that	she	would	accept	in	the	name	of	our	Lord;	but	otherwise	she	ate	with
him	and	his	party	every	day,	and	he	gave	her	enough	money	to	return	to
England.	And	then	was	fulfilled	what	our	Lord	said	to	her	a	little	before:	‘Money
will	come	to	you.’	And	so	it	did,	indeed,	thanks	be	to	Almighty	God.
Then	some	of	her	companions,	with	whom	she	had	been	to	Jerusalem,	came	to

this	good	priest	who	had	newly	arrived	in	Rome,	complaining	about	her	and
saying	that	she	had	been	confessed	by	a	priest	who	could	not	understand	her
language	or	her	confession.	Then	this	good	priest,	trusting	in	her	as	if	in	his	own
mother,	and	desiring	the	health	of	her	soul,	asked	her	if	her	confessor	understood
her	when	she	spoke	to	him	or	not.
‘Good	son,	I	beg	you,	ask	him	to	dine	with	you	and	your	companions,	and	let

me	be	present,	and	then	you	will	know	the	truth.’
Her	confessor	was	asked	to	dinner	and,	when	the	time	came,	was	seated	and

served	with	this	good	priest	and	his	party	–	the	said	creature	being	present	–	and



served	with	this	good	priest	and	his	party	–	the	said	creature	being	present	–	and
the	good	English	priest	chatting	and	conversing	in	their	own	language,	English.
The	German	priest,	a	worthy	cleric	as	is	written	before,	confessor	to	the	said
creature,	sat	quietly	in	a	sort	of	gloom,	because	he	did	not	understand	what	they
said	in	English,	but	only	when	they	spoke	Latin.	And	they	did	it	on	purpose,
unbeknown	to	him,	to	prove	whether	he	understood	English	or	not.
At	last,	the	said	creature	–	seeing	and	well	understanding	that	her	confessor

did	not	understand	their	language,	and	that	it	was	tedious	to	him	–	partly	to	cheer
him	up	and	partly,	or	much	more,	to	prove	the	work	of	God,	told	him	in	her	own
language,	in	English,	a	story	of	Holy	Writ,	which	she	had	learned	from	clerics
while	she	was	at	home	in	England,	for	she	would	not	talk	of	any	vanity	or
fantasies.
Then	they	asked	her	confessor	if	he	understood	what	she	had	said,	and	he

straightaway	in	Latin	told	them	the	same	words	that	she	said	before	in	English,
for	he	could	neither	speak	English	nor	understand	English	except	from	her
tongue.	And	then	they	were	astonished,	for	they	knew	that	he	understood	what
she	said,	and	she	understood	what	he	said,	and	yet	he	could	not	understand	any
other	English	person.	So	blessed	may	God	be,	who	made	a	foreigner	to
understand	her	when	her	own	countrymen	had	abandoned	her,	and	would	not
hear	her	confession	unless	she	would	leave	off	her	weeping	and	talking	of
holiness.
And	yet	she	could	not	weep	except	when	God	gave	it	to	her,	and	often	he	gave

it	so	abundantly	that	she	could	not	withstand	it.	But	the	more	she	tried	to
withstand	it	or	put	it	aside,	the	more	strongly	it	worked	in	her	soul	with	such
holy	thoughts	that	she	could	not	stop.	She	would	sob	and	cry	very	loudly,	all
against	her	will,	so	that	many	men,	and	women	too,	were	amazed	at	her	because
of	it.



Chapter	41

Sometimes	when	the	said	creature	was	at	sermons	where	Germans	and	other
men	preached,	teaching	the	laws	of	God,	sudden	sorrow	and	heaviness	filling	her
heart	caused	her	to	complain	with	mournful	expression	at	her	lack	of
understanding,	desiring	to	be	refreshed	with	some	crumb	of	spiritual
understanding	of	her	most	trusted	and	most	entirely	beloved	sovereign,	Christ
Jesus,	whose	melodious	voice,	sweetest	of	all	savours,	softly	sounding	in	her
soul,	said,	‘I	shall	preach	to	you	and	teach	you	myself,	for	your	will	and	your
desire	are	acceptable	to	me.’
Then	her	soul	was	so	delectably	fed	with	the	sweet	converse	of	our	Lord,	and

so	fulfilled	with	his	love,	that	like	a	drunk1 	she	turned	herself	first	on	one	side
and	then	on	the	other,	with	great	weeping	and	sobbing,	powerless	to	keep	herself
steady	because	of	the	unquenchable	fire	of	love	which	burned	very	strongly	in
her	soul.
Then	many	people	were	amazed	at	her,	asking	her	what	was	wrong	with	her;

to	which	she,	like	a	creature	all	wounded	with	love,	and	in	whom	reason	had
failed,	cried	with	a	loud	voice:	‘The	Passion	of	Christ	slays	me.’
The	good	women,	feeling	sorry	for	her	sorrows	and	astonished	at	her	weeping

and	crying,	loved	her	much	the	more	as	a	result.	And	therefore	they,	wanting	to
cheer	her	up	after	her	spiritual	labour,	through	signs	and	tokens	–	for	she	did	not
understand	their	language	–	prayed	her,	and	in	a	way	compelled	her,	to	come
home	with	them,	not	wanting	her	to	leave	them.
Then	our	Lord	sent	her	grace	to	have	great	love	and	great	favour	from	many

persons	in	Rome,	both	religious	men	and	others.	Some	religious	people	came	to
such	of	her	countrymen	as	loved	her	and	said,	‘This	woman	has	sown	much
good	seed2 	in	Rome	since	she	came	here;	that	is	to	say,	shown	a	good	example
to	the	people,	through	which	they	love	God	more	than	they	did	before.’
One	time,	this	creature	was	in	a	church	at	Rome	where	the	body	of	St	Jerome

lies	buried,3 	which	was	miraculously	translated	from	Bethlehem	to	that	place
and	is	now	held	in	great	reverence	there,	beside	the	place	where	St	Laurence	lies



buried.4 	To	this	creature’s	inward	sight	St	Jerome	appeared	and	said	to	her	soul,
‘Blessed	are	you,	daughter,	in	the	weeping	that	you	weep	for	people’s	sins,	for
many	shall	be	saved	thereby.5 	And,	daughter,	don’t	be	at	all	afraid,	for	it	is	a
singular	and	a	special	gift	that	God	has	given	you	–	a	well	of	tears	which	man
shall	never	take	from	you.’6
With	such	manner	of	conversing	he	highly	comforted	her	spirits.	And	he	also

gave	great	praise	and	thanks	to	God	for	the	grace	that	he	wrought	in	her	soul,	for
unless	she	had	had	such	spiritual	comfortings	it	would	have	been	impossible	for
her	to	have	borne	the	shames	and	wonderings	which	she	suffered	patiently	and
meekly	for	the	grace	that	God	showed	in	her.



Chapter	42

When	Eastertime	had	come	and	gone,1 	and	this	creature	and	her	companions
were	intending	to	go	back	to	their	own	native	land,	they	were	told	there	were
many	thieves	along	the	way	who	would	relieve	them	of	their	goods	and	perhaps
kill	them.
Then	the	said	creature,	with	many	a	bitter	tear	in	her	eye,	prayed	to	our	Lord

Jesus	Christ,	saying,	‘Christ	Jesus,	in	whom	is	all	my	trust,	as	you	have	promised
me	many	times	before	that	no	one	should	be	harmed	in	my	company,	and	as	I
was	never	deceived	or	disappointed	in	your	promises	as	long	as	I	fully	and
faithfully	trusted	in	you,	so	hear	the	prayers	of	your	unworthy	servant	all	wholly
trusting	in	your	mercy,	and	grant	that	I	and	my	companions,	without	hindrance
to	our	bodies	or	possessions	–	for	over	our	souls,	Lord,	they	have	no	power	–
may	go	home	again	to	our	land	just	as	we	came	here,	for	your	love,	and	never	let
our	enemies	have	any	power	over	us,	Lord,	if	it	please	you.	As	you	will,	so	may
it	be.’
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	her	mind,	‘Don’t	be	afraid,	daughter,	for

you	and	everybody	in	your	company	shall	go	as	safe	as	if	they	were	in	St	Peter’s
church.’2
Then	she	thanked	God	with	all	her	spirit,	and	was	bold	enough	to	go	where

God	willed,	and	took	her	leave	of	her	friends	in	Rome	and	especially	of	her
confessor,	who	for	our	Lord’s	love	had	supported	her	and	succoured	her	very
tenderly	against	the	wicked	storms	of	her	envious	enemies,	and	with	whom	her
parting	was	very	miserable,	as	was	witnessed	by	the	teardrops	running	down	the
cheeks	of	both	of	them.	She,	falling	on	her	knees,	received	the	benefit	of	his
blessing	and	so	they	parted,	whom	charity	had	joined	in	one,	and	through	which
they	trusted	to	meet	again,	when	our	Lord	willed,	in	their	common	homeland,
after	they	had	passed	this	wretched	worldly	exile.
And	thus	she	and	her	party	set	off	for	England,	and	when	they	were	a	little

way	out	of	Rome,	the	good	priest,	whom	as	is	written	before	this	creature	had
received	for	her	own	son,	had	great	fear	of	enemies,	and	so	he	said	to	her,
‘Mother,	I	fear	being	killed	by	enemies.’



‘Mother,	I	fear	being	killed	by	enemies.’
She	said,	‘No,	son,	you	will	make	good	progress	and	travel	safely	by	the	grace

of	God.’
And	he	was	much	comforted	by	her	words	for	he	greatly	trusted	in	her

feelings,	and	along	their	route	he	treated	her	as	warmly	as	if	he	had	been	her
own	son,	born	of	her	body.
And	so	they	reached	Middelburg,3 	and	then	her	party	continued	their	journey

over	to	England	on	the	Sunday.4 	Then	the	good	priest	came	to	her,	saying,
‘Mother,	will	you	go	with	your	companions	or	not	on	this	good	day?’
And	she	said,	‘No,	son,	it	is	not	my	Lord’s	will	that	I	should	go	so	soon

hence.’
And	so	she	stayed	with	the	good	priest	and	some	others	of	her	party	until	the

Saturday	after,	but	many	of	her	companions	took	ship	on	the	Sunday.	On	the
Friday	after,	this	creature	went	out	into	the	fields	for	a	break,	with	some	of	her
own	countrymen	with	her,	whom	she	instructed	in	the	laws	of	God	as	well	as	she
could	–	and	she	spoke	to	them	sharply	because	they	swore	great	oaths	and	broke
the	commandment	of	our	Lord	God.
And	as	she	was	talking	to	them,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	bade	her	go	home

quickly	to	her	lodging,	because	a	great	and	perilous	storm	was	coming.	Then	she
hurried	homewards	with	her	companions,	and	as	soon	as	they	got	home	to	their
lodging	the	storm	broke,	as	she	had	felt	by	revelation.	And	many	times,	as	she
went	by	the	way	and	in	the	fields,	there	were	great	flashes	of	lightning	with
terrifying	thunder,	such	that	she	feared	she	would	be	struck	and	killed,	and	very
heavy	storms	of	rain	which	caused	her	great	fear	and	grief.
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	her,	‘Why	are	you	afraid	while	I	am	with

you?	I	am	as	mighty	to	keep	you	safe	here	in	the	fields	as	in	the	strongest	church
in	all	this	world.’
And	after	that	time	she	was	not	so	very	afraid	as	she	was	before,	for	she

always	greatly	trusted	in	his	mercy	–	blessed	may	he	be,	who	comforted	her	in
every	sorrow.
Afterwards	an	Englishman	happened	to	come	to	this	creature	and	swore	a

great	oath.	She,	hearing	that	oath,	wept,	mourned,	and	sorrowed	immeasurably,
quite	powerless	to	restrain	herself	from	weeping	and	sorrowing,	because	she	saw
her	brother	was	offending	our	Lord	God	Almighty,	and	would	pay	little	heed	to
his	own	fault.



Chapter	43

Early	the	next	day1 	the	good	priest	who	was	like	a	son	to	this	creature	came	to
her	and	said,	‘Mother,	good	news!	We	have	a	good	wind,	God	be	thanked.’
And	straightaway	she	gave	praise	to	our	Lord,	and	prayed	him	of	his	mercy	to

grant	them	that	the	good	wind	and	weather	should	last	so	that	they	might	reach
home	in	safety.	And	it	was	answered	and	commanded	in	her	soul	that	they
should	go	their	way	in	the	name	of	Jesus.
When	the	priest	knew	that	she	would	in	any	case	depart,	he	said,	‘Mother,

there	is	no	proper	ship	here;	there	is	only	a	little	smack.’
She	replied,	‘Son,	God	is	as	mighty	in	a	little	boat	as	in	a	big	ship,	for	I	will

go	in	that	boat,	by	God’s	leave.’
And	when	they	were	in	that	small	ship,	the	weather	began	to	turn	very	stormy

and	dark.	Then	they	cried	to	God	for	mercy	and	grace,	and	then	the	storms
ceased,	and	they	had	fair	weather,	and	sailed	all	through	the	night	and	the	next
day	till	evensong	time,	and	then	they	came	to	land.	And	when	they	were	on	land,
the	said	creature	fell	down	on	her	knees	kissing	the	ground,	highly	thanking	God
who	had	brought	them	home	in	safety.
Then	this	creature	had	neither	penny	nor	halfpenny	in	her	purse,	and	so	they

happened	to	meet	up	with	other	pilgrims,	who	gave	her	three	halfpence	because
she	had,	in	conversation,	told	them	some	holy	tales.	And	then	she	was	very	glad
and	cheerful,	for	she	had	some	money	with	which	she	could	make	an	offering	in
reverence	of	the	Trinity	when	she	came	to	Norwich,	as	she	did	when	she	was	on
her	way	out	of	England.2
And	so	when	she	got	there	she	very	gladly	made	an	offering,	and	afterwards

she	went	with	her	companions	to	the	Vicar	of	St	Stephen’s,	Master	Richard
Caister,3 	who	was	still	alive	at	that	time.	He	led	them	with	him	to	the	place
where	he	took	his	meals	and	made	them	very	welcome.
And	he	said	to	this	creature,	‘Margery,	I	am	amazed	how	you	can	be	so	merry,

when	you	have	had	such	great	troubles	and	travelled	so	far.’
‘Sir,	it	is	because	I	have	great	cause	to	be	merry	and	rejoice	in	our	Lord,	who

has	helped	me	and	succoured	me	and	brought	me	home	again	in	safety	–	blessed



has	helped	me	and	succoured	me	and	brought	me	home	again	in	safety	–	blessed
and	worshipped	may	he	be.’
And	so	they	talked	of	our	Lord	for	a	good	while	and	had	much	good	cheer.

And	then	they	took	their	leave,	and	she	went	to	an	anchorite,	who	was	a	monk
from	far	away4 	and	lived	in	the	Chapel-in-the-Fields.5 	He	had	a	name	for	great
perfection	and	previously	had	loved	this	creature	very	much.	But	afterwards,
through	evil	talk	that	he	heard	about	her,	he	turned	completely	against	her,	and
therefore	she	went	to	him	on	purpose,	to	humble	herself	and	draw	him	to	charity
if	she	could.
When	she	came	to	him,	he	welcomed	her	home	shortly,	and	asked	her	what

she	had	done	with	her	child	which	was	conceived	and	born	while	she	was
abroad,	as	he	had	heard	tell.
And	she	said,	‘Sir,	the	same	child	that	God	has	sent	me	I	have	brought	home,

for	God	knows	I	never	did	anything	since	I	went	abroad	through	which	I	should
have	a	child.’
And	he	would	not	believe	her	for	anything	that	she	could	say.	Yet

nevertheless	she	humbly	and	meekly	told	him,	because	of	the	trust	that	she	had
in	him,	how	it	was	our	Lord’s	will	that	she	should	be	clad	in	white	clothing.	And
he	said	‘God	forbid’,	for	she	would	make	everybody	amazed	at	her.	And	she
replied,	‘Sir,	I	don’t	care,	so	long	as	God	is	pleased	with	it.’
Then	he	bade	her	come	again	to	him	and	be	governed	by	him,	and	by	a	good

priest	called	Sir	Edward.6 	And	she	said	she	would	find	out	if	it	were	the	will	of
God	or	not,	and	with	that	she	took	her	leave	at	that	time.	And	as	she	went	away
from	him,	our	Lord	said	to	her	soul	as	she	went	along,	‘I	do	not	wish	that	you
should	be	governed	by	him,’	and	she	sent	him	word	what	answer	she	had	from
God.



Chapter	44

And	then	she	prayed	to	God,	saying,	‘As	surely,	Lord,	as	it	is	your	will	that	I
should	be	clad	in	white,	as	surely	grant	me	a	token	of	lightning,	thunder	and	rain
–	provided	it	neither	hinders	nor	harms	anything	–	so	that	I,	unworthy,	may	the
sooner	fulfil	your	will.’
Then	our	Lord	answered	and	said	to	his	unworthy	servant,	‘Daughter,	have	no

doubt,	you	shall	have	that	token	by	the	third	day.’
And	so	it	was.	On	the	Friday	next	following,1 	early	in	the	morning,	as	she	lay

in	her	bed,	she	saw	great	lightning,	and	heard	great	thunder	and	great	rain
following,	and	just	as	quickly	it	all	passed	away	and	the	weather	was	fine	again.
Then	she	fully	resolved	to	wear	white	clothes,	except	that	she	had	neither	gold
nor	silver	to	buy	her	clothing	with.
And	then	our	Lord	said	to	her	soul,	‘I	shall	provide	for	you.’
Later	she	went	to	a	worthy	man	in	Norwich	with	whom	she	was	very

welcome.	And	as	they	sat	together	telling	holy	tales	our	Lord	said	continually	in
her	soul,	‘Speak	to	this	man,	speak	to	this	man.’
Then	she	said	to	that	worthy	man,	‘Would	to	God,	sir,	that	I	might	find	a	good

man	who	would	lend	me	two	nobles	till	I	could	pay	him	back,	to	buy	myself
clothes	with.’
And	he	said,	‘I	will	do	that	gladly.	What	sort	of	clothes	do	you	want	to	wear?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘white	clothes,	by	God’s	leave.’
So	this	good	man	bought	white	cloth,	and	had	a	gown	made	for	her	from	it,

and	also	a	hood,	a	tunic	and	a	cloak.	And	on	the	Saturday,	which	was	the	next
day,	he	brought	her	this	clothing	in	the	evening	and	gave	it	to	her	for	God’s	love,
and	showed	a	great	deal	more	kindness	to	her	for	our	Lord’s	love	–	Christ	Jesus
be	his	reward	and	have	mercy	upon	his	soul,	and	on	all	Christians.
And	on	the	Trinity	Sunday	following,2 	she	received	communion	all	in	white,

and	since	then	she	has	suffered	much	contempt	and	much	shame	in	many
different	countries,	cities	and	towns	–	thanks	be	to	God	for	everything.



Soon	after,	her	husband	came	from	Lynn	to	Norwich	to	see	how	she	was	and
how	she	had	got	on,	and	so	they	went	home	together	to	Lynn.	And	she,	shortly
afterwards,	fell	very	ill,	so	much	so	that	she	was	anointed,	because	it	was	feared
she	might	die.	And	she	desired,	if	it	were	the	will	of	God,	that	she	might	visit
Santiago	before	she	died,	and	suffer	more	shame	for	his	love,	as	he	had	promised
her	before	that	she	should	do.3
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	her	in	her	soul	that	she	would	not	die	yet,

but	she	herself	believed	she	would	not	live,	for	her	pain	was	so	great.	And
quickly	afterwards	she	was	in	good	health	again.
And	then	winter	drew	on,	and	she	was	so	cold	that	she	did	not	know	what	she

could	do,	for	she	was	poor	and	had	no	money,	and	also	she	was	greatly	in	debt.
Then	she	suffered	shame	and	abuse	for	wearing	her	white	clothes,	and	because
she	cried	so	loud	when	our	Lord	put	her	in	mind	of	his	Passion.	Because	of	the
compassion	that	she	had	for	our	Lord’s	Passion	she	cried	so	astonishingly	loud,
and	as	they	had	never	heard	her	crying	previously	it	was	all	the	more	amazing	to
them,	for	she	had	her	first	crying	at	Jerusalem,	as	is	written	before.
And	many	said	there	was	never	saint	in	heaven	that	cried	as	she	did,	and	from

that	they	concluded	that	she	had	a	devil	within	her	which	caused	that	crying.
And	this	they	said	openly,	and	much	more	evil	talk.	She	took	everything
patiently	for	our	Lord’s	love,	for	she	knew	very	well	that	the	Jews	said	much
worse	of	his	own	person	than	people	did	of	her,	and	therefore	she	took	it	the
more	meekly.
Some	said	she	had	epilepsy,	for	while	she	cried	she	wrested	her	body	about,

turning	from	one	side	to	the	other,4 	and	turned	all	blue	and	grey,	like	the	colour
of	lead.	Then	people	spat	at	her	in	horror	at	the	illness,	and	some	scorned	her	and
said	that	she	howled	like	a	dog,	and	cursed	her,	and	said	that	she	did	a	lot	of
harm	among	the	people.	And	then	those	who	before	had	given	her	food	and
drink	for	God’s	love	now	spurned	her,	and	ordered	her	not	to	come	to	their
places,	because	of	the	unfavourable	tales	that	they	heard	about	her.
And	afterwards,	when	the	time	came	that	she	should	go	to	Santiago,	she	went

to	the	best	friends	that	she	had	in	Lynn	and	told	them	of	her	intention,	how	she
proposed	to	go	to	Santiago	if	she	could	get	the	money	to	go	with,	but	she	was
poor	and	much	in	debt.	And	her	friends	said	to	her,	‘Why	have	you	given	away
your	money	and	other	people’s	as	well?	Where	will	you	now	get	as	much	money
as	you	owe?’
And	she	replied,	‘Our	Lord	God	will	help	very	well,	for	he	never	failed	me	in

any	country,	and	therefore	I	trust	in	him.’
And	suddenly	a	good	man	came	and	gave	her	forty	pence,	and	with	some	of

that	she	bought	herself	a	furred	coat.	And	our	Lord	God	always	said	to	her,



that	she	bought	herself	a	furred	coat.	And	our	Lord	God	always	said	to	her,
‘Daughter,	don’t	concentrate	on	getting	money,	because	I	shall	provide	for	you,
but	always	concentrate	on	loving	and	remembering	me,	because	I	shall	go	with
you	wherever	you	go,	as	I	have	promised	before.’
And	afterwards	there	came	a	woman,	a	good	friend	to	this	creature,	and	gave

her	seven	marks5 	to	pray	for	her	when	she	got	to	Santiago.	Then	she	took	leave
of	her	friends	in	Lynn,	intending	to	set	off	as	quickly	as	she	could.
And	it	was	said	in	Lynn	that	there	were	many	thieves	along	the	way.	Then	she

was	greatly	afraid	that	they	would	rob	her	and	take	her	gold	away	from	her.	And
our	merciful	Lord,	comforting	her,	said	to	her,	‘Go	forth,	daughter,	in	the	name
of	Jesus.	No	thief	shall	have	power	over	you.’
Then	she	set	off,	and	came	to	Bristol	on	the	Wednesday	in	Whitsun	week,6

and	there	she	found	the	hunchbacked	man	who	had	been	with	her	at	Rome,	and
whom	she	left	in	Rome	when	she	came	away	from	there	two	years	previously.
And	while	they	were	in	Rome	she	borrowed	some	money	from	him,	and	at
God’s	bidding	she	then	gave	away	to	poor	people	all	the	money	that	she	had,	and
what	she	had	borrowed	from	him	as	well,	as	is	written	before.	And	then,	while
she	was	in	Rome,	she	promised	to	pay	him	back	in	Bristol	at	this	time,	and	so	he
had	come	there	for	his	payment.
And	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	had	so	provided	for	her,	as	she	went	towards

Bristol,	that	she	was	given	so	much	money	that	she	could	easily	pay	the	said
man	all	she	owed	him.	And	so	she	did	–	blessed	be	our	Lord	for	it.
And	then	she	remained	in	Bristol	six	weeks,	by	God’s	command,	to	wait	for	a

ship,	in	that	there	were	no	English	ships	that	could	sail	for	Santiago,	because
they	were	requisitioned	for	the	King.7
Other	pilgrims	who	were	at	Bristol,	and	wanted	to	speed	up	their	journey,

went	about	from	port	to	port,	but	they	were	not	any	more	successful	and	returned
to	Bristol,	while	she	stayed	where	she	was	and	did	better	than	them	despite	all
their	efforts.
And	while	she	remained	at	Bristol	in	this	way	at	God’s	command,	our

merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	visited	his	creature	with	many	holy	meditations	and
many	high	contemplations	and	many	sweet	comforts.	And	she	received
communion	there	every	Sunday	with	plentiful	tears	and	violent	sobbings,	with
loud	crying	and	shrill	shriekings;	and	therefore	many	men	and	women	were
astonished	at	her,	scorned	her	and	despised	her,	cursed	her,	spoke	much	evil	of
her,	slandered	her,	and	accused	her	of	saying	something	she	never	said.
Then	she	wept	sorely	for	her	sins,	praying	God	for	mercy	and	forgiveness	for

them,	saying	to	our	Lord,	‘Lord,	as	you	said,	hanging	on	the	cross,	for	your
crucifiers,	“Father,	forgive	them:	they	know	not	what	they	do,”8 	so,	I	beseech



you,	forgive	these	people	all	the	scorn	and	slanders,	and	all	their	trespasses,	if	it
be	your	will,	for	I	have	deserved	much	more,	and	of	much	more	am	I	worthy.’



Chapter	45

On	Corpus	Christi	Day	afterwards,	as	the	priests	bore	the	sacrament	about	the
town	in	solemn	procession,1 	with	many	candles	and	great	solemnity,	as	was
worthy	to	be	done,	the	said	creature	followed,	full	of	tears	and	devotion,	with
holy	thoughts	and	meditation,	bitter	weeping	and	violent	sobbing.	And	then	a
good	woman	came	up	to	this	creature	and	said,	‘God	give	us	grace	to	follow	the
steps	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ.’
Then	those	words	had	such	an	effect	in	her	heart	and	mind	that	she	could	not

bear	it,	and	had	to	go	into	a	house.	Then	she	cried	out,	‘I	die,	I	die,’	and	roared
so	astonishingly	that	people	were	amazed	at	her,	and	wondered	very	much	what
was	wrong	with	her.	And	yet	our	Lord	made	some	people	love	and	cherish	her
greatly,	and	invite	her	home	both	to	eat	and	to	drink,	and	have	great	joy	to	hear
her	converse	of	our	Lord.
And	so	there	was	a	man	from	Newcastle	–	his	name	was	Thomas	Marchale2 	–

who	often	invited	this	creature	to	meals	in	order	to	hear	her	talk.	He	was	so
drawn	by	the	good	words	that	God	put	it	into	her	head	to	say	of	contrition	and
compunction,	of	sweetness	and	of	devotion,	that	he	was	utterly	moved,	as
though	he	had	been	a	new	man,	with	tears	of	contrition	and	compunction	both
day	and	night,	as	our	Lord	would	visit	his	heart	with	grace,	so	that	sometimes,	as
he	walked	in	the	fields,	he	wept	so	sorely	for	his	sins	and	his	trespasses	that	he
fell	down	and	could	not	bear	it.	He	told	the	said	creature	that	he	had	been	a	very
heedless	and	misdirected	man,	and	he	bitterly	repented	that	–	thanks	be	to	God.
And	then	he	blessed	the	time	when	he	knew	this	creature	and	fully	resolved	to	be
a	good	man.
Also,	he	said	to	this	creature,	‘Mother,	I	have	here	ten	marks.	I	pray	you	that	it

be	yours,	as	your	own,	for	I	will	help	you	to	get	to	Santiago	with	God’s	grace.
And	whatever	you	bid	me	give	to	any	poor	man	or	woman	I	will	do	your	bidding
–	always	one	penny	for	you,	another	for	myself.’
Then,	as	it	pleased	our	Lord,	he	sent	a	ship	from	Brittany	to	Bristol,	which

ship	was	made	ready	to	sail	to	Santiago,	and	then	the	said	Thomas	Marchale
went	and	paid	the	master	for	himself	and	for	the	said	creature.	Then	there	was	a



went	and	paid	the	master	for	himself	and	for	the	said	creature.	Then	there	was	a
rich	man	of	Bristol	who	would	not	let	the	said	creature	sail	in	that	ship,	for	he
held	her	to	be	no	good	woman.	And	she	said	to	that	rich	man,	‘Sir,	if	you	put	me
out	of	the	ship,	my	Lord	Jesus	shall	put	you	out	of	heaven,	for	I	tell	you,	sir,	our
Lord	Jesus	has	no	liking	for	a	rich	man	unless	he	will	be	a	good	man	and	a	meek
man.’
And	so	she	said	many	sharp	words	to	him,	without	any	flattery.	Then	our	Lord

said	to	her	in	her	soul,	‘You	shall	have	your	will	and	go	to	Santiago	at	your
desire.’
And	immediately	afterwards,	she	was	summoned	to	appear	before	the	Bishop

of	Worcester,3 	who	was	staying	three	miles	outside	Bristol.4 	She	rose	early	the
next	day	and	went	to	the	place	where	he	was	–	he	being	still	in	bed	–	and
happened	to	meet	one	of	his	worthiest	men	in	the	town,	and	so	they	talked	of
God.	And	when	he	had	heard	her	talk	for	a	good	while,	he	asked	her	to	eat	with
him,	and	afterwards	he	brought	her	into	the	Bishop’s	hall.
When	she	came	into	the	hall,	she	saw	many	of	the	Bishop’s	men	in	clothes

very	fashionably	slashed	and	cut	into	points.	Lifting	up	her	hand,	she	blessed
herself.	And	then	they	said	to	her,	‘What	the	devil’s	wrong	with	you?’
She	replied,	‘Whose	men	are	you?’
They	answered,	‘The	Bishop’s	men.’
Then	she	said,	‘No,	truly,	you	are	more	like	the	devil’s	men.’5
Then	they	were	annoyed	and	rebuked	her,	and	spoke	angrily	to	her,	and	she

put	up	with	it	very	meekly.	And	afterwards	she	spoke	so	seriously	against	sin
and	their	misconduct	that	they	were	silent,	and	held	themselves	well	pleased
with	her	talk	–	thanks	be	to	God	–	before	she	left.
Then	she	went	into	the	church	and	waited	for	the	Bishop	to	come;	and	when

he	came	she	knelt	down	and	asked	what	was	his	will,	and	why	was	she
summoned	to	come	before	him;	it	was	very	inconvenient	for	her,	inasmuch	as
she	was	a	pilgrim,	intending	by	the	grace	of	God	to	go	to	Santiago.
Then	the	Bishop	said,	‘Margery,	I	have	not	summoned	you,	for	I	know	well

enough	you	are	John	of	Brunham’s	daughter	from	Lynn.6 	I	beg	you	not	to	be
angry,	but	be	pleasant	with	me,	and	I	shall	be	pleasant	with	you,	for	you	shall	eat
with	me	today.’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	beg	you	to	excuse	me,	because	I	have	promised	a	good	man

in	town	to	eat	with	him	today.’
And	then	he	said,	‘You	shall	both	eat	with	me.’
And	so	she	remained	with	him	till	God	sent	wind	so	that	she	could	sail,	and

she	was	made	very	welcome	by	him,	and	by	his	household	as	well.	Afterwards,
she	made	her	confession	to	the	Bishop,	and	then	he	asked	her	to	pray	for	him	to



die	in	charity,	for	he	had	been	warned	by	a	holy	man,	who	had	understood	by
revelation	that	this	Bishop	would	be	dead	within	the	space	of	two	years.	And	so
it	happened,	indeed.	And	therefore	he	lamented	to	this	creature,	and	asked	her	to
pray	for	him,	that	he	might	die	in	charity.7
At	last	she	took	her	leave	of	him,	and	he	gave	her	gold	and	his	blessing,	and

commanded	his	household	to	escort	her	on	her	way.	And	he	also	asked	her,
when	she	came	back	again	from	Santiago,	to	come	to	him.
And	so	she	set	off	for	her	ship.	Before	she	entered	the	ship,	she	said	her

prayers	that	God	would	guard	and	preserve	them	from	vengeance,	storms	and
perils	on	the	sea,	so	that	they	might	go	and	return	in	safety.	For	she	had	been
told	that,	if	they	had	any	storm,	they	would	throw	her	into	the	sea,	for	they	said	it
would	be	because	of	her;	and	they	said	the	ship	was	the	worse	for	her	being	in	it.
And	therefore	in	her	prayers	she	said	in	this	way:	‘Almighty	God,	Christ

Jesus,	I	beseech	you	for	your	mercy:	if	you	wish	to	chastise	me,	spare	me	till	I
come	back	to	England	again.	And	when	I	get	back,	chastise	me	just	as	you	will.’
And	then	our	Lord	granted	her	her	boon,	and	so	she	took	ship	in	the	name	of

Jesus	and	sailed	forth	with	her	companions,	whom	God	sent	fair	wind	and
weather,	so	that	they	reached	Santiago	on	the	seventh	day.8
And	then	those	who	were	against	her	when	they	were	in	Bristol	were	now

very	nice	to	her.	And	so	they	stayed	there	for	fourteen	days	in	that	country,	and
there	she	had	great	happiness,	both	bodily	and	spiritually,	high	devotion,	and
many	loud	cryings	at	the	memory	of	our	Lord’s	Passion,	with	abundant	tears	of
compassion.
And	afterwards	they	came	home	again	to	Bristol	in	five	days,	and	she	did	not

stay	there	long,	but	went	on	to	see	the	Blood	of	Hailes,9 	and	there	went	to
confession	and	was	absolved	and	had	loud	cryings	and	violent	sobbings.
And	then	the	religious	men	took	her	in	amongst	them,	and	made	her	very

welcome,	except	that	they	swore	many	great	and	horrible	oaths.	And	she
rebuked	them	for	it	in	accordance	with	the	Gospel,	and	at	that	they	were	very
surprised.	Nevertheless,	some	were	very	well	pleased	–	God	be	thanked	for	his
goodness.



Chapter	46

Afterwards	she	went	on	to	Leicester1 	with	a	good	man,	Thomas	Marchale,	of
whom	is	written	before.	And	there	she	came	into	a	fine	church	where	she	beheld
a	crucifix,	which	was	piteously	portrayed	and	lamentable	to	behold,	and	through
beholding	of	which,	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	entered	her	mind,	whereupon	she
began	to	melt	and	utterly	dissolve	with	tears	of	pity	and	compassion.	Then	the
fire	of	love	kindled	so	quickly	in	her	heart	that	she	could	not	keep	it	secret	for,
whether	she	liked	it	or	not,	it	caused	her	to	break	out	in	a	loud	voice	and	cry
astonishingly,	and	weep	and	sob	very	terribly,	so	that	many	men	and	women
wondered	at	her	because	of	it.
When	it	was	overcome,	and	she	was	going	out	of	the	church	door,	a	man	took

her	by	the	sleeve	and	said,	‘Woman,	why	are	you	weeping	so	bitterly?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘it	is	not	something	to	be	told	to	you.’2
And	so	she	and	the	good	man,	Thomas	Marchale,	went	on	and	found	lodgings

for	themselves	and	ate	a	meal	there.	When	they	had	eaten,	she	asked	Thomas
Marchale	to	write	a	letter	and	send	it	to	her	husband,	so	that	he	might	fetch	her
home.3 	And	while	the	letter	was	being	written,	the	innkeeper	came	up	to	her
room	in	great	haste	and	took	away	her	bag,	and	ordered	her	to	come	quickly	and
speak	with	the	Mayor.4 	And	so	she	did.	Then	the	Mayor	asked	her	from	which
part	of	the	country	she	came,	and	whose	daughter	she	was.
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	am	from	Lynn	in	Norfolk,	the	daughter	of	a	good	man	of	the

same	Lynn,	who	has	been	five	times	mayor	of	that	worshipful	borough,	and	also
an	alderman	for	many	years;	and	I	have	a	good	man,	also	a	burgess	of	the	said
town	of	Lynn,	for	my	husband.’5

‘Ah,’	said	the	Mayor,	‘St	Katherine	told	of	what	kindred	she	came,6 	and	yet
you	are	not	alike,	for	you	are	a	false	strumpet,	a	false	Lollard,7 	and	a	false
deceiver	of	the	people,	and	therefore	I	shall	have	you	in	prison.’
And	she	replied,	‘I	am	as	ready,	sir,	to	go	to	prison	for	God’s	love,	as	you	are

ready	to	go	to	church.’



When	the	Mayor	had	rebuked	her	for	a	long	time	and	said	many	evil	and
horrible	words	to	her,	and	she	–	by	the	grace	of	Jesus	–	had	reasonably	answered
him	in	everything	that	he	could	say,	then	he	commanded	the	gaoler’s	man	to
lead	her	to	prison.	The	gaoler’s	man,	having	compassion	for	her	with	weeping
tears,	said	to	the	Mayor,	‘Sir,	I	have	no	place	to	put	her	in,	unless	I	put	her	in
among	men.’
Then	she	–	moved	with	compassion	for	the	man	who	had	compassion	for	her,

praying	for	grace	and	mercy	to	that	man	as	to	her	own	soul	–	said	to	the	Mayor,
‘I	beg	you,	sir,	not	to	put	me	among	men,	so	that	I	may	keep	my	chastity,	and
my	bond	of	wedlock	to	my	husband,	as	I	am	bound	to	do.’
And	then	the	gaoler	himself	said	to	the	Mayor,	‘Sir,	I	will	undertake	to	keep

this	woman	in	my	own	safekeeping	until	you	want	to	see	her	again.’
Then	there	was	a	man	from	Boston,8 	who	said	to	the	good	wife	where	she

was	lodging,	‘Truly,’	he	said,	‘in	Boston	this	woman	is	held	to	be	a	holy	woman
and	a	blessed	woman.’
Then	the	gaoler	took	her	into	his	custody,	and	led	her	home	to	his	own	house

and	put	her	into	a	fine	room,	locking	the	door	with	a	key,	and	ordering	his	wife
to	keep	the	key	safe.	Nevertheless,	he	let	her	go	to	church	when	she	wished,	and
let	her	eat	at	his	own	table,	and	made	her	very	welcome	for	our	Lord’s	love	–
thanks	be	to	Almighty	God	for	it.



Chapter	47

Then	the	Steward	of	Leicester,1 	a	good-looking	man,	sent	for	the	said	creature
to	the	gaoler’s	wife,	and	she	–	because	her	husband	was	not	at	home	–	would	not
let	her	go	to	any	man,	Steward	or	otherwise.	When	the	gaoler	knew	about	this	he
came	himself,	and	brought	her	before	the	Steward.	As	soon	as	he	saw	her,	the
Steward	spoke	Latin	to	her,2 	many	priests	standing	about	to	hear	what	she
would	say,	and	other	people	too.	She	said	to	the	Steward,	‘Speak	English,	if	you
please,	for	I	do	not	understand	what	you	are	saying.’
The	Steward	said	to	her,	‘You	lie	most	falsely,	in	plain	English.’
Then	she	replied	to	him,	‘Sir,	ask	what	question	you	will	in	English,	and

through	the	grace	of	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ	I	shall	answer	you	very	reasonably.’
And	then	he	asked	many	questions,	to	which	she	answered	readily	and

reasonably,	so	that	he	could	get	no	cause	against	her.
Then	the	Steward	took	her	by	the	hand	and	led	her	into	his	chamber,	and

spoke	many	foul,	lewd	words	to	her,	intending	and	desiring,	as	it	seemed	to	her,
to	violate	her	and	rape	her.	And	then	she	had	great	fear	and	great	sorrow,
begging	him	for	mercy.	She	said,	‘Sir,	for	the	reverence	of	Almighty	God,	spare
me,	for	I	am	a	man’s	wife.’
And	then	the	Steward	said:	‘You	shall	tell	me	whether	you	get	this	talk	from

God	or	from	the	devil,	or	else	you	shall	go	to	prison.’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	am	not	afraid	to	go	to	prison	for	my	Lord’s	love,	who

suffered	much	more	for	my	love	than	I	may	for	his.	I	pray	you,	do	as	you	think
best.’
The	Steward,	seeing	her	boldness	in	that	she	was	not	afraid	of	any

imprisonment,	struggled	with	her,	making	filthy	signs	and	giving	her	indecent
looks,	through	which	he	frightened	her	so	much	that	she	told	him	how	she	had
her	speech	and	conversing	from	the	Holy	Ghost	and	not	from	her	own
knowledge.
And	then	he,	completely	astonished	at	her	words,	left	off	his	lewdness,	saying

to	her	as	many	a	man	had	done	before,	‘Either	you	are	a	truly	good	woman	or
else	a	truly	wicked	woman,’	and	delivered	her	up	again	to	her	gaoler,	and	he	led



else	a	truly	wicked	woman,’	and	delivered	her	up	again	to	her	gaoler,	and	he	led
her	home	again	with	him.
Afterwards	they	took	two	of	her	companions	who	went	with	her	on	pilgrimage

–	one	was	Thomas	Marchale,	aforesaid,	the	other	a	man	from	Wisbech3 	–	and
put	them	both	in	prison	because	of	her.	Then	she	was	grieved	and	sorry	for	their
distress,	and	prayed	to	God	for	their	deliverance.	And	then	our	merciful	Lord
Christ	Jesus	said	to	his	creature,	‘Daughter,	I	shall,	for	your	love,	so	dispose	for
them	that	the	people	will	be	very	glad	to	let	them	go,	and	not	detain	them	for
long.’
And	on	the	next	day	following,	our	Lord	sent	such	storms	of	thunder	and

lightning,	and	continuous	rain,	that	all	the	people	in	the	town	were	so	afraid	they
didn’t	know	what	to	do.	They	feared	it	was	because	they	had	put	the	pilgrims	in
prison.
And	then	those	who	governed	the	town	went	in	great	haste	and	took	out	the

two	pilgrims,	who	had	lain	in	prison	all	the	night	before,	leading	them	to	the
Guildhall,4 	there	to	be	examined	before	the	Mayor	and	the	reputable	men	of	the
town,	compelling	them	to	swear	if	the	said	creature	were	a	woman	of	true	faith
and	true	belief,	chaste	and	pure	of	body,	or	not.
As	far	as	they	knew,	they	swore,	as	certainly	as	God	should	help	them	at	the

Day	of	Judgement,	that	she	was	a	good	woman	of	true	faith	and	true	belief,	pure
and	chaste	in	all	her	conduct	as	far	as	they	knew,	in	manner	and	expression,	in
word	and	deed.
And	then	the	Mayor	let	them	go	wherever	they	wished.	And	soon	the	storm

ceased,	and	the	weather	was	fair	–	worshipped	be	our	Lord.	Those	pilgrims	were
glad	that	they	were	released,	and	dared	not	stay	in	Leicester	any	longer,	but	went
ten	miles	away	and	stayed	there,	so	that	they	could	get	information	as	to	what
would	be	done	with	the	said	creature.	For	when	they	were	both	put	in	prison,
they	had	told	her	themselves	that	they	supposed	that,	if	the	Mayor	could	have	his
way,	he	would	have	her	burned.



Chapter	48

On	a	Wednesday,	the	said	creature	was	brought	into	a	church	of	All	Saints	in
Leicester,1 	in	which	place,	before	the	high	altar,	were	seated	the	Abbot	of
Leicester2 	with	some	of	his	canons,	and	the	Dean	of	Leicester,3 	a	worthy	cleric.
There	were	also	many	friars	and	priests;	also	the	Mayor	of	the	same	town	with
many	other	lay	people.	There	were	so	many	people	that	they	stood	upon	stools	to
look	at	her	and	marvel	at	her.
The	said	creature	knelt	down,	saying	her	prayers	to	Almighty	God	that	she

might	have	grace,	wit	and	wisdom,	so	to	answer	that	day	as	might	be	most
pleasure	and	honour	to	him,	most	profit	to	her	soul,	and	best	example	to	the
people.
Then	a	priest	came	to	her	and	took	her	by	the	hand,	and	brought	her	before	the

Abbot	and	his	assessors	sitting	at	the	altar,	who	made	her	swear	on	a	book	that
she	should	answer	truly	to	the	Articles	of	the	Faith,	just	as	she	felt	about	them.
And	first	they	repeated	the	blessed	sacrament	of	the	altar,	charging	her	to	say
exactly	what	she	believed	about	it.4
Then	she	said,	‘Sirs,	I	believe	in	the	sacrament	of	the	altar	in	this	way:	that

whatever	man	has	taken	the	order	of	priesthood,	be	he	never	so	wicked	a	man	in
his	manner	of	life,	if	he	duly	say	those	words	over	the	bread	that	our	Lord	Jesus
Christ	said	when	he	celebrated	the	Last	Supper	sitting	among	his	disciples,	I
believe	that	it	is	his	very	flesh	and	his	blood,	and	no	material	bread;	nor	may	it
ever	be	unsaid,	be	it	once	said.’
And	so	she	went	on	answering	on	all	the	articles,	as	many	as	they	wished	to

ask	her,	so	that	they	were	well	pleased.
The	Mayor,	who	was	her	deadly	enemy,	said,	‘Truly,	she	does	not	mean	with

her	heart	what	she	says	with	her	mouth.’5
And	the	clerics	said	to	him,	‘Sir,	she	answers	us	very	well.’
Then	the	Mayor	severely	rebuked	her	and	repeated	many	reproving	and

indecent	words,	which	it	is	more	fitting	to	conceal	than	express.



‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	take	witness	of	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	whose	body	is	here
present	in	the	sacrament	of	the	altar,	that	I	never	had	part	of	any	man’s	body	in
this	world	in	actual	deed	by	way	of	sin,	except	my	husband’s	body,	to	whom	I
am	bound	by	the	law	of	matrimony,	and	by	whom	I	have	borne	fourteen
children.6 	For	I	would	have	you	know,	sir,	that	there	is	no	man	in	this	world	that
I	love	so	much	as	God,	for	I	love	him	above	all	things,	and,	sir,	I	tell	you	truly,	I
love	all	men	in	God	and	for	God.’
Also,	furthermore,	she	said	plainly	to	his	face,	‘Sir,	you	are	not	worthy	to	be	a

mayor,	and	that	shall	I	prove	by	Holy	Writ,	for	our	Lord	God	said	himself	before
he	would	take	vengeance	on	the	cities,	“I	shall	come	down	and	see,”7 	and	yet	he
knew	all	things.	And	that	was	for	nothing	else,	sir,	but	to	show	men	such	as	you
are	that	you	should	not	carry	out	punishments	unless	you	have	prior	knowledge
that	they	are	appropriate.	And,	sir,	you	have	done	quite	the	contrary	to	me	today,
for,	sir,	you	have	caused	me	much	shame	for	something	I	am	not	guilty	of.	I	pray
God	forgive	you	it.’
Then	the	Mayor	said	to	her,	‘I	want	to	know	why	you	go	about	in	white

clothes,	for	I	believe	you	have	come	here	to	lure	away	our	wives	from	us,	and
lead	them	off	with	you.’8
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘you	shall	not	know	from	my	mouth	why	I	go	about	in	white

clothes;	you	are	not	worthy	to	know	it.	But,	sir,	I	will	gladly	tell	it	to	these
worthy	clerks	by	way	of	confession.	Let	them	consider	whether	they	will	tell	it
to	you.’
Then	the	clerks	asked	the	Mayor	to	go	down	from	among	them	with	the	other

people.	And	when	they	had	gone,	she	knelt	on	her	knees	before	the	Abbot,	and
the	Dean	of	Leicester,	and	a	Preaching	Friar,	a	worthy	cleric,	and	told	these	three
clerics	how	our	Lord	by	revelation	warned	her	and	bade	her	wear	white	clothes
before	she	went	to	Jerusalem.
‘And	so	I	have	told	my	confessors.	And	therefore	they	have	charged	me	that	I

should	go	about	like	this,	for	they	dare	not	go	against	my	feelings	for	fear	of
God;	and	if	they	dared,	they	would	do	so	very	gladly.	And	therefore,	sirs,	if	the
Mayor	wants	to	know	why	I	go	about	in	white,	you	may	say,	if	you	please,	that
my	confessors	order	me	to	do	so;	and	then	you	will	tell	no	lies,	yet	he	will	not
know	the	truth.’
So	the	clerics	called	the	Mayor	up	again,	and	told	him	in	confidence	that	her

confessors	had	charged	her	to	wear	white	clothes,	and	she	had	bound	herself	in
obedience	to	them.
Then	the	Mayor	called	her	to	him,	saying,	‘I	will	not	let	you	go	from	here	in

spite	of	anything	you	can	say,	unless	you	go	to	my	Lord	Bishop	of	Lincoln	for	a
letter,	inasmuch	as	you	are	in	his	jurisdiction,	so	that	I	may	be	discharged	of



letter,	inasmuch	as	you	are	in	his	jurisdiction,	so	that	I	may	be	discharged	of
responsibility	for	you.’
She	said,	‘Sir,	I	certainly	dare	speak	to	my	Lord	of	Lincoln,	for	I	have	been

very	kindly	received	by	him	before	now.’
And	then	other	men	asked	her	if	she	were	in	charity	with	the	Mayor,	and	she

said,	‘Yes,	and	with	all	whom	God	has	created.’	And	then	she,	bowing	to	the
Mayor	and	weeping	tears,	prayed	him	to	be	in	charity	with	her,	and	forgive	her
anything	in	which	she	had	displeased	him.	And	he	spoke	fine	words	to	her	for	a
while,	so	that	she	believed	all	was	well,	and	that	he	was	her	good	friend,	but
afterwards	she	well	knew	it	was	not	so.
And	thus	she	had	leave	from	the	Mayor	to	go	to	my	Lord	Bishop	of	Lincoln,

and	fetch	a	letter	by	which	the	Mayor	should	be	excused	responsibility.



Chapter	49

So	she	went	first	to	Leicester	Abbey1 	and	into	the	church,	and	as	soon	as	the
Abbot	had	espied	her	he,	out	of	his	goodness,	with	many	of	his	brethren,	came	to
welcome	her.
When	she	saw	them	coming,	at	once	in	her	soul	she	beheld	our	Lord	coming

with	his	apostles,	and	she	was	so	ravished	into	contemplation	with	sweetness
and	devotion,	that	she	could	not	stand	until	they	came,	as	courtesy	demanded,
but	leaned	against	a	pillar	in	the	church	and	held	on	to	it	tightly	for	fear	of
falling,	for	she	would	have	stood	and	she	could	not,	because	of	the	abundance	of
devotion	which	was	the	reason	that	she	cried	and	wept	very	bitterly.
When	she	had	overcome	her	crying,	the	Abbot	asked	his	brethren	to	take	her

in	with	them	and	comfort	her,	and	so	they	gave	her	very	good	wine	and	were
extremely	nice	to	her.
Then	she	got	herself	a	letter	from	the	Abbot	to	my	Lord	of	Lincoln,	putting	on

record	what	controversy	she	had	been	in	during	the	time	that	she	was	in
Leicester.	And	the	Dean	of	Leicester	was	also	ready	to	provide	a	record	and	act
as	witness	for	her,	for	he	had	great	confidence	that	our	Lord	loved	her,	and
therefore	he	comforted	her	very	highly	in	his	own	place.
And	so	she	took	leave	of	her	said	son	[Thomas	Marchale],	intending	to	travel

to	Lincoln	with	a	man	called	Patrick,2 	who	had	been	with	her	to	Santiago
previously.	And	at	this	time	he	was	sent	by	the	said	Thomas	Marchale,	from
Melton	Mowbray3 	to	Leicester,	to	inquire	and	see	how	things	stood	with	the
same	creature.	For	the	said	Thomas	Marchale	was	very	afraid	that	she	would
have	been	burned,	and	therefore	he	sent	this	man	Patrick	to	find	out	the	truth.
And	so	she	and	Patrick,	together	with	many	good	folk	of	Leicester	who	had

come	to	encourage	her,	thanking	God	who	had	preserved	her	and	given	her
victory	over	her	enemies,	went	out	to	the	edge	of	the	town,	and	there	they	gave
her	a	good	send-off,	promising	her	that,	if	she	ever	came	back,	she	would
receive	a	much	better	welcome	amongst	them	than	she	had	before.



Then	she	had	forgotten	and	left	behind	in	the	town	a	staff	made	with	a	piece
of	Moses’	rod,4 	which	she	had	brought	back	from	Jerusalem,	and	would	not
have	lost	for	forty	shillings.	Then	Patrick	went	into	the	town	again	for	her	staff
and	her	bag	and	happened	to	meet	the	Mayor,	and	the	Mayor	would	have	put
him	in	prison,	so	that	in	the	end	he	got	away	with	difficulty	and	left	her	bag
there.
The	said	creature	was	waiting	for	this	man	in	a	blind	woman’s	house	in	a	very

gloomy	mood,	dreading	what	had	happened	to	him	because	he	was	so	long.	At
last	this	man	came	riding	past	where	she	was.	When	she	saw	him	she	cried,
‘Patrick,	son,	where	have	you	been	so	long	away	from	me?’
‘Yes,	yes,	mother,’	he	said,	‘I	have	been	in	great	danger	for	you.	I	was	on	the

point	of	being	put	in	prison	because	of	you,	and	the	Mayor	has	greatly	harassed
me	because	of	you,	and	he	has	taken	away	your	bag	from	me.’
‘Ah,	good	Patrick,’	she	said,	‘don’t	be	upset,	for	I	shall	pray	for	you,	and	God

will	well	reward	you	for	your	trouble;	it	is	all	for	the	best.’
Then	Patrick	set	her	upon	his	horse	and	brought	her	home	to	his	own	house	in

Melton	Mowbray	where	Thomas	Marchale	was,	as	previously	mentioned,	who
took	her	down	from	the	horse,	highly	thanking	God	that	she	was	not	burned.	So
they	rejoiced	in	our	Lord	all	that	night.
And	afterwards	she	went	on	to	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln,	where	he	was	staying	at

that	time.	She,	not	exactly	knowing	where	he	was,	met	a	very	respectable	man
with	a	furred	hood,	a	very	worthy	officer	of	the	Bishop’s,	who	said	to	her,
‘Woman,	don’t	you	recognize	me?’
‘No,	sir,’	she	said,	‘truly.’
‘And	yet	you	have	been	beholden	to	me,’	he	said,	‘because	I	was	once	very

good	to	you.’
‘Sir,	I	trust	that	what	you	did	you	did	for	God’s	love,	and	therefore	I	hope	he

will	well	reward	you.	And	I	beg	you	to	excuse	me,	for	I	take	little	heed	of	a
man’s	good	looks	or	of	his	face,	and	therefore	I	forget	him	much	the	sooner.’
And	then	he	kindly	told	her	where	she	would	find	the	Bishop,	and	so	she	got

herself	a	letter	from	the	Bishop	to	the	Mayor	of	Leicester,	admonishing	him	that
he	should	not	trouble	her,	nor	hinder	her	from	coming	and	going	when	she
wanted.
Then	there	occurred	great	storms	of	thunder	and	lightning	and	heavy	rain,	so

that	people	believed	it	was	for	revenge	of	the	said	creature,	greatly	desiring	that
she	had	been	out	of	that	part	of	the	country.	And	she	would	in	no	way	leave	until
she	had	her	bag	again.
When	the	said	Mayor	received	the	Bishop’s	letter,	he	sent	her	her	bag	and	let

her	go	in	safety	wherever	she	wanted.	For	three	weeks	she	was	delayed	in	her



journey	by	the	Mayor	of	Leicester,	before	he	would	let	her	leave	that	district.5
Then	she	hired	the	said	man	Patrick	to	go	with	her	through	the	country,	and	so
they	went	on	to	York.



Chapter	50

When	she	came	to	York,	she	went	to	an	anchoress	who	had	greatly	loved	her
before	she	went	to	Jerusalem,	in	order	to	have	knowledge	of	her	spiritual
progress;	also	desiring,	for	the	purpose	of	more	spiritual	communication,	to	eat
with	the	anchoress	that	day	nothing	else	but	bread	and	water,	for	it	was	on	Our
Lady’s	Eve.1 	And	then	the	anchoress	would	not	receive	her,	because	she	had
heard	so	much	evil	talked	about	her.	So	she	went	on	to	other	folk,	strangers,	and
they	made	her	very	welcome	for	our	Lord’s	love.
One	day,	as	she	sat	in	a	church	in	York,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	in	her	soul,

‘Daughter,	there	is	much	tribulation	coming	to	you.’
She	was	somewhat	depressed	and	dismayed	at	this,	and	so	she	remained

sitting	still,	and	did	not	answer.	Then	our	blessed	Lord	said	again,	‘What,
daughter,	are	you	displeased	to	suffer	more	tribulation	for	my	love?	If	you	do
not	wish	to	suffer	any	more,	I	shall	take	it	away	from	you.’
And	then	she	replied,	‘No,	good	Lord,	let	me	be	at	your	will,	and	make	me

mighty	and	strong	to	suffer	all	that	you	ever	wish	me	to	suffer,	and	grant	me
meekness	and	patience	as	well.’
And	so	from	that	time	forward,	as	she	knew	it	was	our	Lord’s	will	that	she

should	suffer	more	tribulation,	she	received	it	gladly	when	our	Lord	would	send
it,	and	thanked	him	highly	for	it,	being	very	glad	and	cheerful	on	that	day	when
she	suffered	any	distress.	And	in	the	process	of	time,	that	day	on	which	she
suffered	no	tribulation,	she	was	not	as	cheerful	and	glad	as	that	day	when	she
suffered	tribulation.
Afterwards,	as	she	was	in	the	Minster	at	York,	a	cleric	came	to	her,	saying,

‘How	long	will	you	stay	here,	woman?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	intend	to	stay	for	fourteen	days.’
And	so	she	did.	And	in	that	time	many	good	men	and	women	asked	her	to

meals	and	made	her	very	welcome,	and	were	very	glad	to	hear	her	conversation,
greatly	marvelling	at	her	talk	because	it	was	spiritually	fruitful.
And	also	she	had	many	enemies	who	slandered	her,	scorned	her,	and	despised

her,	of	whom	one	priest	came	to	her	while	she	was	in	the	said	Minster,	and



taking	her	by	the	collar	of	her	gown,	said,	‘You	wolf,	what	is	this	cloth	that	you
have	on?’2

She	stood	still	and	would	not	answer	in	her	own	defence.3 	Children	of	the
monastery4 	going	past	said	to	the	priest,	‘Sir,	it	is	wool.’
The	priest	was	annoyed	because	she	would	not	answer,	and	began	to	swear

many	great	oaths.	Then	she	began	to	speak	for	God’s	cause	–	she	was	not	afraid.
She	said,	‘Sir,	you	should	keep	the	commandments	of	God,	and	not	swear	as
negligently	as	you	do.’
The	priest	asked	her	who	kept	the	commandments.
She	said,	‘Sir,	they	who	keep	them.’
Then	he	said,	‘Do	you	keep	them?’
She	replied,	‘Sir,	it	is	my	will	to	keep	them,	for	I	am	bound	to	do	so,	and	so

are	you	and	every	man	who	will	be	saved	at	the	last.’
After	he	had	wrangled	with	her	for	a	long	time,	he	slipped	away	before	she

noticed,	so	that	she	did	not	know	where	he	went.



Chapter	51

Another	time	a	great	cleric	came	to	her	asking	how	these	words	should	be
understood:	Crescite	et	multiplicamini.1
She	answering	said,	‘Sir,	these	words	are	not	only	to	be	understood	as

applying	to	the	begetting	of	children	physically,	but	also	to	the	gaining	of	virtue,
which	is	spiritual	fruit,	such	as	by	hearing	the	words	of	God,	by	giving	a	good
example,	by	meekness	and	patience,	charity	and	chastity,	and	other	such	things	–
for	patience	is	more	worthy	than	miracle-working.’	And	she,	through	the	grace
of	God,	so	answered	that	cleric	that	he	was	well	pleased.	And	our	Lord,	of	his
mercy,	always	made	some	men	love	her	and	support	her.
And	so	in	this	city	of	York,	there	was	a	doctor	of	divinity,	Master	John

Aclom,2 	also	a	canon	of	the	Minster,	Sir	John	Kendale,3 	and	another	priest	who
sang	by	the	Bishop’s	tomb4 	–	these	were	her	good	friends	among	the
ecclesiastics.
So	she	stayed	in	that	city	for	fourteen	days,	as	she	had	said	before,	and

somewhat	more,	and	on	Sundays	she	received	communion	in	the	Minster	with
much	weeping,	violent	sobbing,	and	loud	crying,	so	that	many	people	wondered
very	much	what	was	wrong	with	her.	So	afterwards	there	came	a	priest	–	a
worthy	cleric	he	seemed	–	and	said	to	her,	‘Woman,	you	said	when	you	first
came	here	that	you	would	only	stay	fourteen	days.’
‘Yes,	sir,	with	your	leave,	I	said	that	I	would	stay	here	fourteen	days,	but	I	did

not	say	that	I	would	not	stay	here	for	either	more	nor	less.	But	now,	sir,	I	tell	you
truly	that	I	am	not	leaving	yet.’
Then	he	set	her	a	day,	commanding	her	to	appear	before	him	in	the

Chapterhouse.5 	And	she	said	that	she	would	obey	his	injunction	with	a	good
will.
She	went	then	to	Master	John	Aclom,	the	said	doctor	of	divinity,	begging	him

to	be	there	on	her	side.	And	so	he	was,	and	he	found	great	favour	amongst	them
all.	Another	master	of	divinity	had	also	promised	her	to	be	there	with	her,	but	he
drew	back	till	he	knew	how	the	cause	should	go,	whether	with	her	or	against	her.
There	were	many	people	that	day	in	the	Chapterhouse	of	the	Minster	to	hear



There	were	many	people	that	day	in	the	Chapterhouse	of	the	Minster	to	hear
and	see	what	would	be	said	or	done	to	the	said	creature.	When	the	day	came,	she
was	all	ready	in	the	Minster	to	come	and	answer	for	herself.	Then	her	friends
came	to	her	and	urged	her	to	be	cheerful.	Thanking	them,	she	said	that	so	she
would.
And	immediately	a	priest	came	and	very	kindly	took	her	by	the	arm	to	help

her	through	the	press	of	people,	and	brought	her	before	a	worthy	doctor,	the	one
who	had	ordered	her	to	appear	before	him	in	the	Chapterhouse	on	this	day	in
York	Minster.	And	with	this	doctor	sat	many	other	very	reverend	and	worthy
clerics,	of	whom	some	had	great	love	for	the	said	creature.
Then	the	worthy	doctor	said	to	her,	‘Woman,	what	are	you	doing	here	in	this

part	of	the	country?’
‘Sir,	I	come	on	pilgrimage	to	offer	here	at	St	William’s	shrine.’6
Then	he	went	on,	‘Do	you	have	a	husband?’
She	said,	‘Yes.’
‘Do	you	have	a	letter	recording	his	permission?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘my	husband	gave	me	permission	with	his	own	mouth.	Why	do

you	proceed	in	this	way	with	me	more	than	you	do	with	other	pilgrims	who	are
here,	and	who	have	no	letter	any	more	than	I	have?	Sir,	them	you	let	go	in	peace
and	quiet,	and	undisturbed,	and	yet	I	may	not	be	left	alone	amongst	you.	And,
sir,	if	there	be	any	cleric	here	amongst	you	all	who	can	prove	that	I	have	said	any
word	otherwise	than	as	I	ought	to	do,	I	am	ready	to	put	it	right	very	willingly.	I
will	neither	maintain	error	nor	heresy,	for	it	is	my	will	entirely	to	hold	as	Holy
Church	holds,	and	fully	to	please	God.’
Then	the	clerks	examined	her	in	the	articles	of	the	faith	and	on	many	other

points,	as	they	pleased,	to	all	of	which	she	answered	well	and	truly,	so	that	they
might	have	no	occasion	in	her	words	to	harm	her,	thanks	be	to	God.
And	then	the	doctor	who	sat	there	as	a	judge	summoned	her	to	appear	before

the	Archbishop	of	York	–	and	told	her	what	day	–	at	a	town	called	Cawood,7
commanding	her	to	be	kept	in	prison	till	the	day	of	her	appearing	came.
Then	the	secular	people	answered	for	her,	and	said	she	should	not	go	to

prison,	for	they	would	themselves	undertake	for	her	and	go	to	the	Archbishop
with	her.	And	so	the	clerics	said	no	more	to	her	at	that	time,	for	they	rose	up	and
went	wherever	they	wanted,	and	let	her	go	wherever	she	wanted	–	worship	be	to
Jesus!
And	soon	after	there	came	a	cleric	to	her	–	one	of	the	same	that	had	sat	against

her	–	and	said,	‘Woman,	I	beg	you	not	to	be	annoyed	with	me,	though	I	sat	with
the	doctor	against	you;	he	kept	on	at	me	so,	that	I	dared	not	do	otherwise.’
And	she	said,	‘Sir,	I	am	not	annoyed	with	you	for	that.’
Then	he	said,	‘I	pray	you	then,	pray	for	me.’



Then	he	said,	‘I	pray	you	then,	pray	for	me.’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘I	will,	very	readily.’



Chapter	52

There	was	a	monk	who	was	going	to	preach	in	York,	and	who	had	heard	much
slander	and	much	evil	talk	about	the	said	creature.	And	when	he	was	going	to
preach,	there	was	a	great	crowd	of	people	to	hear	him,	and	she	present	with
them.	And	so	when	he	was	launched	into	his	sermon,	he	repeated	many	matters
so	openly	that	people	saw	perfectly	well	it	was	on	account	of	her,	at	which	her
friends	who	loved	her	were	very	sorry	and	upset	because	of	it,	and	she	was	much
the	merrier,	because	she	had	something	to	try	her	patience	and	her	charity,
through	which	she	trusted	to	please	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus.
When	the	sermon	was	over,	a	doctor	of	divinity	who	had	great	love	for	her,

together	with	many	other	people	as	well,	came	to	her	and	said,	‘Margery,	how
have	you	got	on	today?’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘very	well	indeed,	God	be	blessed.	I	have	reason	to	be	very

happy	and	glad	in	my	soul	that	I	may	suffer	anything	for	his	love,	for	he	suffered
much	more	for	me.’
Shortly	afterwards,	a	man	who	was	also	devoted	to	her	came	with	his	wife	and

other	people,	and	escorted	her	seven	miles	from	there	to	the	Archbishop	of	York,
and	brought	her	into	a	fair	chamber,	where	there	came	a	good	cleric,	saying	to
the	good	man	who	had	brought	her	there,	‘Sir,	why	have	you	and	your	wife
brought	this	woman	here?	She	will	steal	away	from	you,	and	then	she	will	have
brought	shame	upon	you.’
The	good	man	said,	‘I	dare	well	say	she	will	remain	and	answer	for	herself

very	willingly.’
On	the	next	day	she	was	brought	into	the	Archbishop’s	chapel,	and	many	of

the	Archbishop’s	household	came	there	scorning	her,	calling	her	‘Lollard’	and
‘heretic’,	and	swore	many	a	horrible	oath	that	she	should	be	burned.1 	And	she,
through	the	strength	of	Jesus,	replied	to	them,	‘Sirs,	I	fear	you	will	be	burned	in
hell	without	end,	unless	you	correct	yourselves	of	your	swearing	of	oaths,	for
you	do	not	keep	the	commandments	of	God.	I	would	not	swear	as	you	do	for	all
the	money	in	this	world.’2
Then	they	went	away,	as	if	they	were	ashamed.	She	then,	saying	her	prayers



Then	they	went	away,	as	if	they	were	ashamed.	She	then,	saying	her	prayers
in	her	mind,	asked	for	grace	to	behave	that	day	as	was	most	pleasure	to	God,	and
profit	to	her	own	soul,	and	good	example	to	her	fellow	Christians.	Our	Lord,
answering	her,	said	that	everything	would	go	well.
At	last	the	said	Archbishop3 	came	into	the	chapel	with	his	clerics,	and	he	said

to	her	abruptly,	‘Why	do	you	go	about	in	white	clothes?	Are	you	a	virgin?’
She,	kneeling	before	him,	said,	‘No,	sir,	I	am	no	virgin;	I	am	a	married

woman.’
He	ordered	his	household	to	fetch	a	pair	of	fetters	and	said	she	should	be

fettered,	for	she	was	a	false	heretic,	and	then	she	said,	‘I	am	no	heretic,	nor	shall
you	prove	me	one.’
The	Archbishop	went	away	and	left	her	standing	alone.	Then	for	a	long	while

she	said	her	prayers	to	our	Lord	God	Almighty	to	help	her	and	succour	her
against	all	her	enemies	both	spiritual	and	bodily,	and	her	flesh	trembled	and
quaked	amazingly,	so	that	she	was	glad	to	put	her	hands	under	her	clothes	so	that
it	should	not	be	noticed.
Afterwards	the	Archbishop	came	back	into	the	chapel	with	many	worthy

clerics,	amongst	whom	was	the	same	doctor	who	had	examined	her	before,	and
the	monk	who	had	preached	against	her	a	little	while	before	in	York.	Some	of
the	people	asked	whether	she	were	a	Christian	woman	or	a	Jew;	some	said	she
was	a	good	woman,	and	some	said	not.
Then	the	Archbishop	took	his	seat,	and	his	clerics	too,	each	according	to	his

degree,	many	people	being	present.	And	during	the	time	that	people	were
gathering	together	and	the	Archbishop	was	taking	his	seat,	the	said	creature
stood	at	the	back,	saying	her	prayers	for	help	and	succour	against	her	enemies
with	high	devotion,	and	for	so	long	that	she	melted	all	into	tears.	And	at	last	she
cried	out	loudly,	so	that	the	Archbishop,	and	his	clerics,	and	many	people,	were
all	astonished	at	her,	for	they	had	not	heard	such	crying	before.
When	her	crying	was	passed,	she	came	before	the	Archbishop	and	fell	down

on	her	knees,	the	Archbishop	saying	very	roughly	to	her,	‘Why	do	you	weep	so,
woman?’
She	answering	said,	‘Sir,	you	shall	wish	some	day	that	you	had	wept	as	sorely

as	I.’
And	then,	after	the	Archbishop	had	put	to	her	the	Articles	of	our	Faith	–	to

which	God	gave	her	grace	to	answer	well,	truly	and	readily,	without	much
having	to	stop	and	think,	so	that	he	could	not	criticize	her	–	he	said	to	the	clerics,
‘She	knows	her	faith	well	enough.	What	shall	I	do	with	her?’
The	clerics	said,	‘We	know	very	well	that	she	knows	the	Articles	of	the	Faith,

but	we	will	not	allow	her	to	dwell	among	us,	because	the	people	have	great	faith
in	her	talk,	and	perhaps	she	might	lead	some	of	them	astray.’	Then	the



in	her	talk,	and	perhaps	she	might	lead	some	of	them	astray.’	Then	the
Archbishop	said	to	her:	‘I	am	told	very	bad	things	about	you.	I	hear	it	said	that
you	are	a	very	wicked	woman.’
And	she	replied,	‘Sir,	I	also	hear	it	said	that	you	are	a	wicked	man.	And	if	you

are	as	wicked	as	people	say,	you	will	never	get	to	heaven,	unless	you	amend
while	you	are	here.’
Then	he	said	very	roughly,	‘Why,	you!	…	What	do	people	say	about	me?’
She	answered.	‘Other	people,	sir,	can	tell	you	well	enough.’
Then	a	great	cleric	with	a	furred	hood	said,	‘Quiet!	You	speak	about	yourself,

and	let	him	be.’
Afterwards	the	Archbishop	said	to	her,	‘Lay	your	hand	on	the	book	here

before	me,	and	swear	that	you	will	go	out	of	my	diocese	as	soon	as	you	can.’
‘No,	sir,’	she	said,	‘I	pray	you,	give	me	permission	to	go	back	into	York	to

take	leave	of	my	friends.’
Then	he	gave	her	permission	for	one	or	two	days.	She	thought	it	was	too	short

a	time,	and	so	she	replied,	‘Sir,	I	may	not	go	out	of	this	diocese	so	hastily,	for	I
must	stay	and	speak	with	good	men	before	I	go;	and	I	must,	sir,	with	your	leave,
go	to	Bridlington	and	speak	with	my	confessor,	a	good	man,	who	was	the	good
Prior’s	confessor,	who	is	now	canonized.’4
Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	her,	‘You	shall	swear	that	you	will	not	teach

people	or	call	them	to	account	in	my	diocese.’
‘No,	sir,	I	will	not	swear,’	she	said,	‘for	I	shall	speak	of	God	and	rebuke	those

who	swear	great	oaths	wherever	I	go,	until	such	time	that	the	Pope	and	Holy
Church	have	ordained	that	nobody	shall	be	so	bold	as	to	speak	of	God,	for	God
Almighty	does	not	forbid,	sir,	that	we	should	speak	of	him.	And	also	the	Gospel
mentions	that,	when	the	woman	had	heard	our	Lord	preach,	she	came	before	him
and	said	in	a	loud	voice,	“Blessed	be	the	womb	that	bore	you,	and	the	teats	that
gave	you	suck.”	Then	our	Lord	replied	to	her,	“In	truth,	so	are	they	blessed	who
hear	the	word	of	God	and	keep	it.”5 	And	therefore,	sir,	I	think	that	the	Gospel
gives	me	leave	to	speak	of	God.’
‘Ah,	sir,’	said	the	clerics,	‘here	we	know	that	she	has	a	devil	in	her,	for	she

speaks	of	the	Gospel.’6
A	great	cleric	quickly	produced	a	book	and	quoted	St	Paul	for	his	part	against

her,	that	no	woman	should	preach.7 	She,	answering	to	this,	said,	‘I	do	not
preach,	sir:	I	do	not	go	into	any	pulpit.	I	use	only	conversation	and	good	words,8
and	that	I	will	do	while	I	live.’
Then	a	doctor	who	had	examined	her	before	said,	‘Sir,	she	told	me	the	worst

tale	about	priests	that	I	ever	heard.’
The	Archbishop	commanded	her	to	tell	that	tale.



‘Sir,	by	your	reverence,	I	only	spoke	of	one	priest,	by	way	of	example,	who,
as	I	have	learned	it,	went	astray	in	a	wood	–	through	the	sufferance	of	God,	for
the	profit	of	his	soul	–	until	night	came	upon	him.	Lacking	any	shelter,	he	found
a	fair	arbour	in	which	he	rested	that	night,	which	had	a	beautiful	pear	tree	in	the
middle,	all	covered	in	blossom,	which	he	delighted	to	look	at.	To	that	place
came	a	great	rough	bear,	ugly	to	behold,	that	shook	the	pear	tree	and	caused	the
blossoms	to	fall.	Greedily	this	horrible	beast	ate	and	devoured	those	fair	flowers.
And	when	he	had	eaten	them,	turning	his	tail	towards	the	priest,	he	discharged
them	out	again	at	his	rear	end.
‘The	priest,	greatly	revolted	at	that	disgusting	sight	and	becoming	very

depressed	for	fear	of	what	it	might	mean,	wandered	off	on	his	way	all	gloomy
and	pensive.	He	happened	to	meet	a	good-looking,	aged	man	like	a	pilgrim,	who
asked	the	priest	the	reason	for	his	sadness.	The	priest,	repeating	the	matter
written	before,	said	he	felt	great	fear	and	heaviness	of	heart	when	he	beheld	that
revolting	beast	soil	and	devour	such	lovely	flowers	and	blossoms,	and	afterwards
discharge	them	so	horribly	at	his	rear	end	in	the	priest’s	presence	–	he	did	not
understand	what	this	might	mean.
‘Then	the	pilgrim,	showing	himself	to	be	the	messenger	of	God,	thus

addressed	him:	“Priest,	you	are	yourself	the	pear	tree,	somewhat	flourishing	and
flowering	through	your	saying	of	services	and	administering	of	sacraments,
although	you	act	without	devotion,	for	you	take	very	little	heed	how	you	say
your	matins	and	your	service,	so	long	as	it	is	babbled	to	an	end.	Then	you	go	to
your	mass	without	devotion,	and	you	have	very	little	contrition	for	your	sin.	You
receive	there	the	fruit	of	everlasting	life,	the	sacrament	of	the	altar,	in	a	very
feeble	frame	of	mind.	All	day	long	afterwards,	you	spend	your	time	amiss:	you
give	yourself	over	to	buying	and	selling,	bartering	and	exchanging,	just	like	a
man	of	the	world.	You	sit	over	your	beer,	giving	yourself	up	to	gluttony	and
excess,	to	the	lust	of	your	body,	through	lechery	and	impurity.	You	break	the
commandments	of	God	through	swearing,	lying,	detraction	and	backbiting
gossip,	and	the	practice	of	other	such	sins.	Thus,	through	your	misconduct,	just
like	the	loathsome	bear,	you	devour	and	destroy	the	flowers	and	blossoms	of
virtuous	living,	to	your	own	endless	damnation	and	to	the	hindrance	of	many
other	people,	unless	you	have	grace	for	repentance	and	amending.”’9
Then	the	Archbishop	liked	the	tale	a	lot	and	commended	it,	saying	it	was	a

good	tale.	And	the	cleric	who	had	examined	her	before	in	the	absence	of	the
Archbishop,	said,	‘Sir,	this	tale	cuts	me	to	the	heart.’
The	said	creature	said	to	the	cleric,	‘Ah,	worthy	doctor,	sir,	in	the	place	where

I	mostly	live	is	a	worthy	cleric,	a	good	preacher,	who	boldly	speaks	out	against
the	misconduct	of	people	and	will	flatter	no	one.	He	says	many	times	in	the
pulpit:	“If	anyone	is	displeased	by	my	preaching,	note	him	well,	for	he	is	guilty.”



pulpit:	“If	anyone	is	displeased	by	my	preaching,	note	him	well,	for	he	is	guilty.”
And	just	so,	sir,’	she	said	to	the	clerk,	‘do	you	behave	with	me,	God	forgive	you
for	it.’
The	cleric	did	not	know	what	he	could	say	to	her,	and	afterwards	the	same

cleric	came	to	her	and	begged	her	for	forgiveness	that	he	had	been	so	against
her.	He	also	asked	her	specially	to	pray	for	him.
And	then	afterwards	the	Archbishop	said,	‘Where	shall	I	get	a	man	who	could

escort	this	woman	from	me?’
Many	young	men	quickly	jumped	up,	and	every	one	of	them	said,	‘My	lord,	I

will	go	with	her.’
The	Archbishop	answered,	‘You	are	too	young:	I	will	not	have	you.’
Then	a	good,	sober	man	of	the	Archbishop’s	household	asked	his	lord	what	he

would	give	him	if	he	would	escort	her.	The	Archbishop	offered	him	five
shillings,	and	the	man	asked	for	a	noble.	The	Archbishop	answering	said,	‘I	will
not	spend	so	much	on	her	body.’
‘Yes,	good	sir,’	said	this	creature,	‘Our	Lord	shall	reward	you	very	well	for

it.’
Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	the	man,	‘See,	here	is	five	shillings,	and	now

escort	her	fast	out	of	this	area.’
She,	kneeling	down	on	her	knees,	asked	his	blessing.	He,	asking	her	to	pray

for	him,	blessed	her	and	let	her	go.
Then	she,	going	back	again	to	York,	was	received	by	many	people,	and	by

very	worthy	clerics,	who	rejoiced	in	our	Lord,	who	had	given	her	–	uneducated
as	she	was	–	the	wit	and	wisdom	to	answer	so	many	learned	men	without	shame
or	blame,	thanks	be	to	God.



Chapter	53

Afterwards	that	good	man	who	was	her	escort	brought	her	out	of	the	town,	and
they	went	on	to	Bridlington	to	her	confessor,	who	was	called	Sleytham,1 	and
spoke	with	him	and	with	many	other	good	men	who	had	encouraged	her
previously	and	done	much	for	her.	Then	she	would	not	stay	there,	but	took	her
leave	to	walk	on	upon	her	journey.	And	then	her	confessor	asked	her	if	she	dared
not	stay	because	of	the	Archbishop	of	York,	and	she	said,	‘No,	truly.’
Then	the	good	man	gave	her	silver,	begging	her	to	pray	for	him.	And	so	she

went	on	to	Hull.	And	there,	on	one	occasion,	as	they	went	in	procession,	a	great
woman	treated	her	with	utter	contempt,	and	she	said	not	a	word	in	reply.	Many
other	people	said	that	she	ought	to	be	put	in	prison	and	made	great	threats.	And
notwithstanding	all	their	malice,	a	good	man	still	came	and	asked	her	to	a	meal,
and	made	her	very	welcome.	Then	the	malicious	people	who	had	despised	her
before	came	to	this	good	man,	and	told	him	that	he	ought	not	do	her	any
kindness,	for	they	considered	that	she	was	not	a	good	woman.	On	the	next	day,
in	the	morning,	her	host	escorted	her	out	to	the	edge	of	town,	for	he	dared	not
keep	her	with	him	any	longer.
And	so	she	went	to	Hessle2 	and	would	have	crossed	over	the	Humber.	Then

she	happened	to	find	there	two	Preaching	Friars,	and	two	yeomen	of	the	Duke	of
Bedford’s.3 	The	friars	told	the	yeomen	which	woman	she	was,	and	the	yeomen
arrested	her	as	she	was	about	to	board	her	boat,	and	also	arrested	a	man	who
travelled	with	her.
‘For	our	lord,’	they	said,	‘the	Duke	of	Bedford,	has	sent	for	you,	and	you	are

held	to	be	the	greatest	Lollard	in	all	this	part	of	the	country,	or	around	London
either.	We	have	sought	you	in	many	a	part	of	the	land,	and	we	shall	have	a
hundred	pounds	for	bringing	you	before	our	lord.’
She	said	to	them,	‘With	a	good	will,	sirs,	I	shall	go	with	you	wherever	you

will	lead	me.’
Then	they	brought	her	back	to	Hessle,	and	there	men	called	her	Lollard,	and

women	came	running	out	of	their	houses	with	their	distaffs,	crying	to	the	people,



‘Burn	this	false	heretic.’
So	as	she	went	on	towards	Beverley4 	with	the	said	yeomen	and	friars,	they

many	times	met	with	men	of	that	district	who	said	to	her,	‘Woman,	give	up	this
life	that	you	lead,	and	go	and	spin,	and	card	wool,5 	as	other	women	do,	and	do
not	suffer	so	much	shame	and	so	much	unhappiness.	We	would	not	suffer	so
much	for	any	money	on	earth.’
Then	she	said	to	them,	‘I	do	not	suffer	as	much	sorrow	as	I	would	do	for	our

Lord’s	love,	for	I	only	suffer	cutting	words,	and	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	–
worshipped	be	his	name	–	suffered	hard	strokes,	bitter	scourgings,	and	shameful
death	at	the	last,	for	me	and	for	all	mankind,	blessed	may	he	be.	And	therefore,	it
is	truly	nothing	that	I	suffer,	in	comparison	to	what	he	suffered.’
And	so,	as	she	went	along	with	the	said	men,	she	told	them	good	stories,	until

one	of	the	Duke’s	men	who	had	arrested	her	said	to	her,	‘I	rather	regret	that	I
met	with	you,	for	it	seems	to	me	that	you	speak	very	good	words.’
Then	she	said	to	him,	‘Sir,	do	not	regret	nor	repent	that	you	met	with	me.	Do

your	lord’s	will,	and	I	trust	that	all	shall	be	for	the	best,	for	I	am	very	well
pleased	that	you	met	with	me.’
He	replied,	‘If	ever	you’re	a	saint	in	heaven,	lady,	pray	for	me.’
She	answered,	saying	to	him,	‘Sir,	I	hope	you	will	be	a	saint	yourself,	and

every	man	that	shall	come	to	heaven.’
So	they	went	on	till	they	came	into	Beverley,	where	lived	the	wife	of	one	of

the	men	who	had	arrested	her.	And	they	escorted	her	there	and	took	away	from
her	her	purse	and	her	ring.	They	provided	her	with	a	nice	room	and	a	decent	bed
in	it,	with	all	the	necessaries,	locking	the	door	with	a	key,	and	bearing	the	key
away	with	them.
Afterwards	they	took	the	man	whom	they	arrested	with	her,	who	was	the

Archbishop	of	York’s	man,	and	put	him	in	prison.	And	soon	after,	that	same	day,
came	news	that	the	Archbishop	had	come	to	the	town	where	his	man	was	put	in
prison.	The	Archbishop	was	told	of	his	man’s	imprisonment,	and	he	immediately
had	him	let	out.	Then	that	man	went	to	the	said	creature	with	an	angry	face,
saying,	‘Alas	that	I	ever	knew	you!	I	have	been	imprisoned	because	of	you.’
She,	comforting	him,	replied,	‘Have	meekness	and	patience,	and	you	shall

have	great	reward	in	heaven	for	it.’
So	he	went	away	from	her.	Then	she	stood	looking	out	at	a	window,	telling

many	edifying	tales	to	those	who	would	hear	her,	so	much	so	that	women	wept
bitterly,	and	said	with	great	heaviness	of	heart,	‘Alas,	woman,	why	should	you
be	burned?’
Then	she	begged	the	good	wife	of	the	house	to	give	her	a	drink,	for	she	was

terribly	thirsty.	And	the	good	wife	said	her	husband	had	taken	away	the	key,



terribly	thirsty.	And	the	good	wife	said	her	husband	had	taken	away	the	key,
because	of	which	she	could	not	come	in	to	her,	nor	give	her	a	drink.	And	then
the	women	took	a	ladder	and	set	it	up	against	the	window,	and	gave	her	a	pint	of
wine	in	a	pot,	and	also	a	cup,	begging	her	to	conceal	the	pot	and	cup,	so	that
when	the	good	man	came	back	he	might	not	notice	it.



Chapter	54

The	said	creature,	lying	in	her	bed	on	the	following	night,	heard	with	her	bodily
ears	a	loud	voice	calling,	‘Margery.’1 	With	that	voice	she	awoke,	greatly
frightened,	and,	lying	still	in	silence,	she	said	her	prayers	as	devoutly	as	she
could	at	that	time.	And	soon	our	merciful	Lord,	everywhere	present,	comforting
his	unworthy	servant,	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	it	is	more	pleasing	to	me	that	you
suffer	scorn	and	humiliation,	shame	and	rebukes,	wrongs	and	distress,	than	if
your	head	were	struck	off	three	times	a	day	every	day	for	seven	years.	And
therefore,	daughter,	do	not	fear	what	any	man	can	say	to	you.	But	in	my
goodness,	and	in	your	sorrows	that	you	have	suffered,	you	have	great	cause	to
rejoice,	for	when	you	come	home	to	heaven,	then	shall	every	sorrow	be	turned
into	joy	for	you.’
On	the	next	day	she	was	brought	into	the	Chapterhouse	of	Beverley,2 	and

there	was	the	Archbishop	of	York,	and	many	great	clerics	with	him,	priests,
canons	and	secular	men.	Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	this	creature,	‘What,
woman,	have	you	come	back	again?	I	would	gladly	be	rid	of	you.’
And	then	a	priest	brought	her	before	him,	and	the	Archbishop	said,	in	the

hearing	of	all	present,	‘Sirs,	I	had	this	woman	before	me	at	Cawood,	and	there	I
with	my	clerics	examined	her	in	her	faith	and	found	no	fault	in	her.	Furthermore,
sirs,	I	have	since	that	time	spoken	with	good	men	who	hold	her	to	be	a	perfect
woman3 	and	a	good	woman.	Notwithstanding	all	this,	I	gave	one	of	my	men
five	shillings	to	lead	her	out	of	this	part	of	the	country,	in	order	to	quieten	the
people	down.	And	as	they	were	going	on	their	journey	they	were	taken	and
arrested,	my	man	put	in	prison	because	of	her;	also	her	gold	and	her	silver	was
taken	away	from	her,	together	with	her	beads	and	her	ring,	and	she	is	brought
before	me	again	here.	Is	there	any	man	here	who	can	say	anything	against	her?’
Then	other	men	said,	‘Here	is	a	friar	who	knows	many	things	against	her.’
The	friar	came	forward	and	said	that	she	disparaged	all	men	of	Holy	Church	–

and	he	uttered	much	evil	talk	about	her	that	time.	He	also	said	that	she	would
have	been	burned	at	Lynn,	had	his	order	–	that	was	the	Preaching	Friars	–	not
been	there.	‘And,	sir,	she	says	that	she	may	weep	and	have	contrition	when	she



been	there.	‘And,	sir,	she	says	that	she	may	weep	and	have	contrition	when	she
will.’
Then	came	the	two	men	who	had	arrested	her,	saying	with	the	friar	that	she

was	Cobham’s	daughter,4 	and	was	sent	to	carry	letters	about	the	country.	And
they	said	she	had	not	been	to	Jerusalem,	nor	in	the	Holy	Land,	nor	on	other
pilgrimage,	as	she	had	been	in	truth.5 	They	denied	all	truth,	and	maintained
what	was	wrong,	as	many	others	had	done	before.	When	they	had	said	enough
for	a	long	while,	they	held	their	peace.
Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	her,	‘Woman,	what	do	you	say	to	all	this?’
She	said,	‘My	lord,	saving	your	reverence,	all	the	words	that	they	say	are	lies.’
Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	the	friar,	‘Friar,	the	words	are	not	heresy;	they

are	slanderous	words	and	erroneous.’
‘My	lord,’	said	the	friar,	‘she	knows	her	faith	well	enough.	Nevertheless,	my

lord	of	Bedford	is	angry	with	her,	and	he	will	have	her.’
‘Well,	friar,’	said	the	Archbishop,	‘and	you	shall	escort	her	to	him.’
‘No,	sir,’	said	the	friar,	‘it	is	not	a	friar’s	job	to	escort	a	woman	about.’
‘And	I	will	not	have	it,’	said	the	Archbishop,	‘that	the	Duke	of	Bedford	be

angry	with	me	because	of	her.’
Then	the	Archbishop	said	to	his	men,	‘Watch	the	friar	until	I	want	to	see	him

again,’	and	commanded	another	man	to	guard	the	said	creature	as	well,	until	he
wanted	to	see	her	another	time,	when	he	pleased.	The	said	creature	begged	his
lordship	that	she	not	be	put	amongst	men,	for	she	was	a	man’s	wife.	And	the
Archbishop	said,	‘No,	you	shall	come	to	no	harm.’
Then	he	who	was	charged	with	her	took	her	by	the	hand	and	led	her	home	to

his	house,	and	made	her	sit	with	him	to	eat	and	drink,	making	her	very	welcome.
Many	priests	and	other	men	came	there	to	see	her	and	talk	to	her,	and	many
people	were	very	sorry	that	she	was	being	so	badly	treated.
A	short	time	afterwards	the	Archbishop	sent	for	her,	and	she	was	led	into	his

chamber,	and	even	up	to	his	bedside.6 	Then	she,	bowing,	thanked	him	for	his
gracious	favour	that	he	had	shown	her	before.
‘Yes,	yes,’	said	the	Archbishop,	‘I	am	told	worse	things	of	you	than	I	ever	was

before.’
She	said,	‘My	lord,	if	you	care	to	examine	me,	I	shall	avow	the	truth,	and	if	I

be	found	guilty,	I	will	be	obedient	to	your	correction.’
Then	a	Preaching	Friar	came	forward,	who	was	Suffragan7 	to	the

Archbishop,	to	whom	the	Archbishop	said,	‘Now,	sir,	as	you	said	to	me	when
she	was	not	present,	say	now	while	she	is	present.’
‘Shall	I	do	so?’	said	the	Suffragan.
‘Yes,’	said	the	Archbishop.



Then	the	Suffragan	said	to	this	creature,	‘Woman,	you	were	at	my	Lady
Westmorland’s.’8
‘When,	sir?’	said	she.
‘At	Easter,’	said	the	Suffragan.
She,	not	replying,	said,	‘Well,	sir?’
Then	he	said,	‘My	Lady	herself	was	well	pleased	with	you	and	liked	your	talk,

but	you	advised	my	Lady	Greystoke	to	leave	her	husband,	and	she	is	a	baron’s
wife,	and	daughter	to	my	Lady	of	Westmorland.9 	And	now	you	have	said
enough	to	be	burned	for.’	And	so	he	multiplied	many	sharp	words	in	front	of	the
Archbishop	–	it	is	not	fitting	to	repeat	them.
At	last	she	said	to	the	Archbishop,	‘My	lord,	if	it	be	your	will,	I	have	not	seen

my	Lady	Westmorland	these	two	years	and	more.	Sir,	she	sent	for	me	before	I
went	to	Jerusalem10 	and,	if	you	like,	I	will	go	to	her	again	for	a	testimonial	that
I	prompted	no	such	matter.’
‘No,’	said	those	who	stood	round	about,	‘let	her	be	put	in	prison,	and	we	will

send	a	letter	to	the	noble	lady,	and,	if	it	be	the	truth	that	she	is	saying,	let	her	go
free,	without	any	grudging.’
And	she	said	she	was	quite	satisfied	that	it	should	be	so.
Then	a	great	cleric	who	stood	a	little	to	one	side	of	the	Archbishop	said,	‘Put

her	in	prison	forty	days,	and	she	will	love	God	the	better	for	the	rest	of	her	life.’
The	Archbishop	asked	her	what	tale	it	was	that	she	told	the	Lady	of

Westmorland	when	she	spoke	with	her.
She	said,	‘I	told	her	a	good	tale	of	a	lady	who	was	damned	because	she	would

not	love	her	enemies,	and	of	a	bailiff	who	was	saved	because	he	loved	his
enemies	and	forgave	them	their	trespasses	against	him,	and	yet	he	was	held	to	be
an	evil	man.’
The	Archbishop	said	it	was	a	good	tale.	Then	his	steward	said,	and	many

others	with	him,	crying	with	a	loud	voice	to	the	Archbishop,	‘My	lord,	we	pray
you,	let	her	go	from	here	this	time,	and	if	she	ever	comes	back	again,	we	will
burn	her	ourselves.’
The	Archbishop	said,	‘I	believe	there	was	never	woman	in	England	so	treated

as	she	is,	and	has	been.’
Then	he	said	to	this	creature,	‘I	do	not	know	what	I	shall	do	with	you.’
She	said,	‘My	lord,	I	pray	you,	let	me	have	your	letter	and	your	seal	as	a

record	that	I	have	vindicated	myself	against	my	enemies,	and	that	nothing
admissible	is	charged	against	me,	neither	error	nor	heresy	that	may	be	proved
against	me,	our	Lord	be	thanked.	And	let	me	have	John,	your	man,	again	to
bring	me	over	the	water.’
And	the	Archbishop	very	kindly	granted	her	all	she	desired	–	our	Lord	grant



And	the	Archbishop	very	kindly	granted	her	all	she	desired	–	our	Lord	grant
him	his	reward	–	and	delivered	to	her	her	purse	with	her	ring	and	beads,	which
the	Duke	of	Bedford’s	men	had	taken	from	her	before.	The	Archbishop	was
amazed	at	where	she	got	the	money	to	travel	about	the	country	with,	and	she	said
good	men	gave	it	her	so	that	she	would	pray	for	them.
Then	she,	kneeling	down,	received	his	blessing	and	took	her	leave	with	a	very

glad	heart,	going	out	of	his	chamber.	And	the	Archbishop’s	household	asked	her
to	pray	for	them,	but	the	Steward	was	angry	because	she	laughed	and	was	so
cheerful,	saying	to	her,	‘Holy	folk	should	not	laugh.’11
She	said,	‘Sir,	I	have	great	cause	to	laugh,	for	the	more	shame	and	scorn	I

suffer,	the	merrier	I	may	be	in	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ.’
Then	she	came	down	into	the	hall,	and	there	stood	the	Preaching	Friar	who

had	caused	her	all	that	unhappiness.	And	so	she	passed	on	with	a	man	of	the
Archbishop’s,	bearing	the	letter	which	the	Archbishop	had	granted	her	for	a
record,	and	he	brought	her	to	the	River	Humber,	and	there	he	took	his	leave	of
her,	returning	to	his	lord	and	bearing	the	said	letter	with	him	again,	and	so	she
was	left	alone,	without	any	knowledge	of	the	people.
All	the	aforesaid	trouble	befell	her	on	a	Friday,	God	be	thanked	for

everything.



Chapter	55

When	she	had	crossed	the	River	Humber,1 	she	was	immediately	arrested	as	a
Lollard	and	led	towards	prison.	There	happened	to	be	a	person	there	who	had
seen	her	before	the	Archbishop	of	York,	and	he	got	her	leave	to	go	where	she
wanted,	and	excused	her	to	the	bailiff,	and	undertook	for	her	that	she	was	no
Lollard.	And	so	she	escaped	away	in	the	name	of	Jesus.
Then	she	met	a	man	from	London,	and	his	wife	who	was	with	him.	And	so

she	went	on	with	them	until	she	came	to	Lincoln,	and	there	she	suffered	much
scorn	and	many	annoying	words,	answering	back	in	God’s	cause	without	any
hindrance,	wisely	and	discreetly,	so	that	people	were	amazed	at	her	knowledge.
There	were	men	of	law	who	said	to	her,	‘We	have	gone	to	school	many	years,

and	yet	we	are	not	sufficient	to	answer	as	you	do.	From	whom	do	you	get	this
knowledge?’
And	she	said,	‘From	the	Holy	Ghost.’
Then	they	asked,	‘Do	you	have	the	Holy	Ghost?’
‘Yes,	sirs,’	said	she,	‘no	one	may	say	a	good	word	without	the	gift	of	the	Holy

Ghost,	for	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	his	disciples,	“Do	not	study	what	you
shall	say,	for	it	shall	not	be	your	spirit	that	shall	speak	in	you,	but	it	shall	be	the
spirit	of	the	Holy	Ghost.”’2
And	thus	our	Lord	gave	her	grace	to	answer	them,	worshipped	may	he	be.
Another	time	there	came	a	great	lord’s	men	to	her,	and	they	swore	many	great

oaths,	saying,	‘We’ve	been	given	to	understand	that	you	can	tell	us	whether	we
shall	be	saved	or	damned.’
She	said,	‘Yes,	truly	I	can,	for	as	long	as	you	swear	such	horrible	oaths,	and

break	God’s	commandment	as	knowingly	as	you	do,	and	will	not	leave	your	sin,
I	dare	well	say	you	shall	be	damned.	And	if	you	will	be	contrite,	and	confess
your	sin,	willingly	do	penance	and	leave	sin	while	you	may,	with	a	will	to	turn
back	to	it	no	more,	I	dare	well	say	you	shall	be	saved.’
‘What!	Can’t	you	tell	us	anything	other	than	this?’
‘Sirs,’	she	said,	‘this	is	very	good,	I	think.’
And	then	they	went	away	from	her.



And	then	they	went	away	from	her.
After	this	she	went	on	homewards	again,	until	she	came	to	West	Lynn.	When

she	was	there,	she	sent	into	Bishop’s	Lynn3 	for	her	husband,	for	Master	Robert,
her	confessor,	and	for	Master	Aleyn,4 	a	doctor	of	divinity,	and	told	them	in	part
of	her	tribulations.	And	afterwards	she	told	them	that	she	could	not	come	home
to	Bishop’s	Lynn	until	such	time	as	she	had	been	to	the	Archbishop	of
Canterbury	for	his	letter	and	his	seal.
‘For	when	I	was	before	the	Archbishop	of	York,’	she	said,	‘he	would	give	no

credence	to	my	words,	inasmuch	as	I	didn’t	have	my	Lord	of	Canterbury’s	letter
and	seal.	And	so	I	promised	him	that	I	would	not	come	to	Bishop’s	Lynn	until	I
had	my	Lord	of	Canterbury’s	letter	and	seal.’
And	then	she	took	her	leave	of	the	said	clerks,	asking	their	blessing,	and	went

on	with	her	husband	to	London.5 	When	she	got	there,	she	was	soon	successful
over	her	letter	from	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury.6 	And	so	she	stayed	in	the
city	of	London	a	long	time,	and	was	very	well	received	by	many	worthy	men.
Afterwards,	she	was	coming	towards	Ely7 	on	her	way	home	to	Lynn,	and	she

was	three	miles	from	Ely,	when	a	man	came	riding	after	them	at	a	great	speed,
and	arrested	her	husband	and	her	also,	intending	to	take	them	both	to	prison.	He
cruelly	rebuked	them	and	utterly	reviled	them,	repeating	many	reproving	words.
And	at	last	she	asked	her	husband	to	show	him	my	Lord	of	Canterbury’s	letter.
When	the	man	had	read	the	letter	he	spoke	handsomely	and	kindly	to	them,
saying,	‘Why	didn’t	you	show	me	your	letter	before?’
And	so	they	parted	from	him,	and	then	came	to	Ely,	and	from	there	home	to

Lynn,	where	she	suffered	much	humiliation,	much	reproof,	many	a	scorn,	many
a	slander	and	many	a	curse.
And	on	one	occasion	a	reckless	man,	caring	little	for	his	own	shame,

deliberately	and	on	purpose	threw	a	bowlful	of	water	on	her	head	as	she	was
coming	along	the	street.8 	She,	not	at	all	disturbed	by	it,	said,	‘God	make	you	a
good	man,’	highly	thanking	God	for	it,	as	she	did	of	many	other	things	at
different	times.



Chapter	56

Afterwards	God	punished	her	with	many	great	and	various	illnesses.	She	had
dysentery	for	a	long	time,	until	she	was	anointed,	expecting	to	be	dead.	She	was
so	weak	that	she	could	not	hold	a	spoon	in	her	hand.	Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ
spoke	to	her	in	her	soul	and	said	that	she	should	not	die	yet.	Then	she	recovered
again	for	a	little	while.
And	shortly	afterwards	she	had	a	great	sickness	in	her	head,	and	later	in	her

back,	so	that	she	feared	to	lose	her	wits	because	of	it.	Afterwards,	when	she	was
recovered	from	all	these	illnesses,	another	illness	followed	within	a	short	time,
which	settled	in	her	right	side,	lasting	over	a	period	of	eight	years,	all	but	eight
weeks,	at	different	times.1 	Sometimes	she	had	it	once	in	a	week,	lasting
sometimes	thirty	hours,	sometimes	twenty,	sometimes	ten,	sometimes	eight,
sometimes	four,	sometimes	two,	so	hard	and	so	sharp	that	she	must	discharge
everything	that	was	in	her	stomach,	as	bitter	as	if	it	had	been	gall,	neither	eating
nor	drinking	while	the	sickness	lasted,	but	always	groaning	until	it	was	gone.
Then	she	would	say	to	our	Lord,	‘Ah,	blissful	Lord,	why	would	you	become

man	and	suffer	so	much	pain	for	my	sins	and	for	all	men’s	sins	that	shall	be
saved,	and	we	are	so	unkind,	Lord,	to	you;	and	I,	most	unworthy,	cannot	suffer
this	little	pain?	Ah,	Lord,	because	of	your	great	pain,	have	mercy	on	my	little
pain;	for	the	great	pain	that	you	suffered,	do	not	give	me	as	much	as	I	am	worthy
of,	for	I	may	not	bear	as	much	as	I	am	worthy	of.	And	if	you	wish,	Lord,	that	I
should	bear	it,	send	me	patience,	for	otherwise	I	may	not	endure	it.
‘Ah,	blissful	Lord,	I	would	rather	suffer	all	the	cutting	words	that	people

might	say	about	me,	and	all	clerics	to	preach	against	me	for	your	love	(provided
it	were	no	hindrance	to	any	man’s	soul),	than	this	pain	that	I	have.	For	to	suffer
cruel	words	for	your	love	hurts	me	not	at	all,	Lord,	and	the	world	may	take
nothing	from	me	but	respect	and	worldly	goods,	and	on	the	respect	of	the	world	I
set	no	value	at	all.
‘And	all	manner	of	worldly	goods	and	dignities,	and	all	manner	of	loves	on

earth,	I	pray	you,	Lord,	forbid	me,	especially	all	those	loves	and	possessions	of
any	earthly	thing	which	would	decrease	my	love	towards	you,	or	lessen	my	merit
in	heaven.	And	all	manner	of	loves	and	goods	which	you	know	in	your	Godhead



in	heaven.	And	all	manner	of	loves	and	goods	which	you	know	in	your	Godhead
should	increase	my	love	towards	you,	I	pray	you,	grant	me	for	your	mercy	to
your	everlasting	worship.’
Sometimes,	notwithstanding	that	the	said	creature	had	great	bodily	sickness,

the	Passion	of	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	still	so	worked	in	her	soul	that	at
that	time	she	did	not	feel	her	own	illness,	but	wept	and	sobbed	at	the	memory	of
our	Lord’s	Passion,	as	though	she	saw	him	with	her	bodily	eye	suffering	pain
and	Passion	before	her.
Afterwards,	when	eight	years	were	passed,	her	sickness	abated,	so	that	it	did

not	come	week	by	week	as	it	did	before,	but	then	her	cries	and	weeping
increased	so	much	that	priests	did	not	dare	to	give	her	communion	openly	in	the
church,	but	privately,	in	the	Prior’s	chapel	at	Lynn,	out	of	people’s	hearing.2
And	in	that	chapel	she	had	such	high	contemplation	and	so	much

confabulation	with	our	Lord,	inasmuch	as	she	was	put	out	of	church	for	his	love,
that	she	cried	at	the	time	when	she	should	receive	communion	as	if	her	soul	and
her	body	were	going	to	be	parted,	so	that	two	men	held	her	in	their	arms	till	her
crying	ceased,	for	she	could	not	bear	the	abundance	of	love	that	she	felt	in	the
precious	sacrament,	which	she	steadfastly	believed	was	very	God	and	man	in	the
form	of	bread.
Then	our	blessed	Lord	said	to	her	mind,	‘Daughter,	I	will	not	have	my	grace

hidden	that	I	give	you,	for	the	busier	people	are	to	hinder	it	and	prevent	it,	the
more	I	shall	spread	it	abroad	and	make	it	known	to	all	the	world.’



Chapter	57

Then	it	so	happened	that	another	monk	came	to	Lynn	at	the	time	of	removing1 –
as	was	the	custom	amongst	them	–	who	had	no	love	for	the	said	creature,	nor
would	allow	her	to	come	into	their	chapel,	as	she	had	done	before	he	came	there.
Then	the	Prior	of	Lynn,	Dom	Thomas	Hevyngham,2 	meeting	the	said

creature	and	Master	Robert	Spryngolde,	who	was	her	confessor	at	that	time,
asked	them	to	excuse	him	if	she	no	longer	received	communion	in	his	chapel;
‘for	there	has	come,’	he	said,	‘a	new	brother	of	mine	who	will	not	come	into	our
chapel	as	long	as	she	is	in	it.	And	therefore,	please	provide	yourselves	with
another	place.’
Master	Robert	answered,	‘Sir,	we	must	then	give	her	communion	in	the

church	–	we	may	not	choose,	for	she	has	my	Lord	of	Canterbury’s	letter	and
seal,	in	which	we	are	commanded,	by	virtue	of	obedience,	to	hear	her	confession
and	administer	the	sacrament	to	her	as	often	as	we	are	required.’3
Then	after	this	time	she	received	communion	at	the	high	altar	in	St	Margaret’s

Church,	and	our	Lord	visited	her	with	such	great	grace	when	she	should	receive
communion	that	she	cried	so	loudly	that	it	could	be	heard	all	round	the	church,
and	outside	as	well,	as	if	she	would	have	died	because	of	it,	so	that	she	could	not
receive	the	sacrament	from	the	priest’s	hands,	the	priest	turning	back	again	to	the
altar	with	the	precious	sacrament	until	her	crying	had	ceased.	And	then	he,
turning	back	to	her,	would	minister	to	her	as	he	ought	to	do.	And	thus	it
happened	many	times	when	she	was	to	receive	communion;	and	sometimes	she
would	weep	very	softly	and	silently	in	receiving	the	precious	sacrament	without
any	violence,	just	as	our	Lord	would	visit	her	with	his	grace.
One	Good	Friday,	as	the	said	creature	beheld	priests	kneeling	and	other

worthy	men	with	torches	burning	in	their	hands	before	the	Easter	Sepulchre,
representing	the	lamentable	death	and	doleful	burying	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ
according	to	the	good	custom	of	Holy	Church,4 	the	memory	of	our	Lady’s
sorrows,	which	she	suffered	when	she	beheld	his	precious	body	hanging	on	the
cross	and	then	buried	before	her	eyes,	suddenly	filled	the	heart	of	this	creature.



Her	mind	was	drawn	wholly	into	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus,5 	whom
she	beheld	with	her	spiritual	eye	in	the	sight	of	her	soul	as	truly	as	if	she	had
seen	his	precious	body	beaten,	scourged	and	crucified	with	her	bodily	eye,	which
sight	and	spiritual	beholding	worked	by	grace	so	fervently	in	her	mind,
wounding	her	with	pity	and	compassion,	so	that	she	sobbed,	roared	and	cried,
and,	spreading	her	arms	out	wide,	said	with	a	loud	voice,	‘I	die,	I	die,’	so	that
many	people	were	astonished	at	her,	and	wondered	what	was	the	matter	with
her.6 	And	the	more	she	tried	to	keep	herself	from	crying,	the	louder	she	cried,
for	it	was	not	in	her	power	to	take	it	or	leave	it,	but	as	God	would	send	it.	Then	a
priest	took	her	in	his	arms	and	carried	her	into	the	Prior’s	Cloister	to	let	her	get
the	air,	supposing	she	would	not	otherwise	have	lasted,	her	affliction	was	so
great.	Then	she	turned	all	blue	like	lead,	and	sweated	dreadfully.7
And	this	manner	of	crying	lasted	for	a	period	of	ten	years,	as	is	written

before.8 	And	every	Good	Friday	in	all	these	years	she	was	weeping	and	sobbing
five	or	six	hours	together,	and	also	cried	loudly	many	times,	so	that	she	could
not	restrain	herself	from	doing	so,	which	made	her	very	weak	and	feeble	in	her
bodily	strength.	Sometimes	she	wept	for	an	hour	on	Good	Friday	for	the	sins	of
the	people,	having	more	sorrow	for	their	sins	than	for	her	own,	inasmuch	as	our
Lord	forgave	her	her	own	sins	before	she	went	to	Jerusalem.
Nevertheless,	she	wept	for	her	own	sins	most	plentifully	when	it	pleased	our

Lord	to	visit	her	with	his	grace.	Sometimes	she	wept	another	hour	for	the	souls
in	purgatory;	another	hour	for	those	who	were	in	misfortune,	in	poverty,	or	in
any	distress;	another	hour	for	Jews,	Saracens,	and	all	false	heretics,9 	that	God
out	of	his	great	goodness	should	set	aside	their	blindness,	so	that	they	might
through	his	grace	be	turned	to	the	faith	of	Holy	Church	and	be	children	of
salvation.
Many	times,	when	this	creature	would	say	her	prayers,	our	Lord	said	to	her,

‘Daughter,	ask	what	you	wish,	and	you	shall	have	it.’10
She	said,	‘I	ask	for	absolutely	nothing,	Lord,	except	what	you	may	well	give

me,	and	that	is	mercy,	which	I	ask	for	the	people’s	sins.	Often	during	the	year
you	say	to	me	that	you	have	forgiven	me	my	sins.	Therefore	I	now	ask	mercy	for
the	sins	of	the	people,	as	I	would	do	for	my	own,	for,	Lord,	you	are	all	charity,
and	charity	brought	you	into	this	wretched	world	and	caused	you	to	suffer	hard
pains	for	our	sins.	Why	should	I	not	then	have	charity	for	the	people	and	desire
forgiveness	of	their	sins?
‘Blessed	Lord,	I	think	you	have	shown	very	great	charity	to	me,	unworthy

wretch	that	I	am.	You	are	as	gracious	to	me	as	though	I	were	as	pure	a	maiden	as
any	is	in	this	world,	and	as	though	I	had	never	sinned.



‘Therefore,	Lord,	I	wish	I	had	a	well	of	tears11 	to	constrain	you	with,	so	that
you	would	not	take	utter	vengeance	on	man’s	soul,	to	part	him	from	you	without
end;	for	it	is	a	hard	thing,	to	think	that	any	earthly	man	should	ever	do	any	sin
through	which	he	should	be	parted	from	your	glorious	face	without	end.
‘If	I	could,	Lord,	give	the	people	contrition	and	weeping	as	good	as	that	which

you	gave	me	for	my	own	sins	and	other	men’s	sins	also,	and	as	easily	as	I	could
give	a	penny	out	of	my	own	purse,	I	should	soon	fill	men’s	hearts	with	contrition
so	that	they	might	cease	from	their	sin.	I	wonder	very	much	in	my	heart,	Lord,
that	I	–	who	have	been	so	sinful	a	woman,	and	the	most	unworthy	creature	that
you	ever	showed	your	mercy	to	in	all	this	world	–	should	have	such	great	charity
towards	my	fellow	Christian	souls.	I	think	that,	though	they	had	ordained	for	me
the	most	shameful	death	that	any	man	or	woman	might	ever	suffer	on	earth,	yet	I
would	forgive	them	it	for	your	love,	Lord,	and	have	their	souls	saved	from
everlasting	damnation.
‘And	therefore,	Lord,	I	shall	not	cease,	when	I	may	weep,	to	weep	for	them

abundantly,	if	I	can	succeed.	And	if	you	wish,	Lord,	that	I	cease	from	weeping,	I
pray	you,	take	me	out	of	this	world.	What	should	I	do	here,	unless	I	might	be
useful?	For	though	it	were	possible	that	all	this	world	might	be	saved	through	the
tears	of	my	eyes,	I	would	not	be	worthy	of	thanks.	Therefore,	all	praising,	all
honour,	all	worship	be	to	you,	Lord.	If	it	were	your	will,	Lord,	I	would	for	your
love,	and	for	the	magnifying	of	your	name,	be	chopped	up	as	small	as	meat	for
the	pot.’



Chapter	58

On	one	occasion,	as	the	said	creature	was	in	her	contemplation,	she	hungered
very	much	for	God’s	word,	and	said,	‘Alas,	Lord!	as	many	clerics	as	you	have	in
this	world,	and	you	will	not	send	me	one	of	them	who	might	fill	my	soul	with
your	word	and	with	reading	of	Holy	Scripture,	for	all	the	clerics	that	preach	may
not	satisfy	me,	for	I	think	that	my	soul	is	always	just	as	hungry.	If	I	had	money
enough,	I	would	give	a	noble	every	day	to	have	a	sermon,	for	your	word	is	worth
more	to	me	than	all	the	money	in	this	world.	And	therefore,	blessed	Lord,	take
pity	on	me,	for	you	have	taken	away	from	me	the	anchorite	who	was	a	singular
solace	and	comfort	to	me,	and	many	times	refreshed	me	with	your	holy	word.’1
Then	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	answered	in	her	soul,	saying,	‘There	shall	come

someone	from	far	away	who	shall	fulfil	your	desire.’
So,	many	days	after	this	answer,	there	came	a	priest	to	Lynn2 	who	had	never

known	her	before	and,	when	he	saw	her	going	along	the	streets,	he	was	greatly
moved	to	speak	with	her,	and	inquired	of	other	people	what	sort	of	woman	she
was.	They	said	they	trusted	to	God	that	she	was	a	very	good	woman.
Afterwards,	the	priest	sent	for	her,	asking	her	to	come	and	speak	with	him	and

with	his	mother,	for	he	had	hired	a	room	for	his	mother	and	for	himself,	and	so
they	lived	together.	Then	the	creature	came	to	learn	his	will,	and	she	spoke	with
his	mother	and	with	him,	and	was	very	kindly	received	by	them	both.
Then	the	priest	took	a	book	and	read	in	it	how	our	Lord,	seeing	the	city	of

Jerusalem,	wept	over	her,	rehearsing	the	misfortunes	and	sorrows	that	should
come	upon	her,	for	she	did	not	know	the	time	of	her	visitation.3 	When	the	said
creature	heard	it	read	how	our	Lord	wept,	then	she	wept	bitterly	and	cried
loudly,	neither	the	priest	nor	his	mother	knowing	any	reason	for	her	weeping.
When	her	crying	and	her	weeping	were	ceased,	they	rejoiced	and	were	very
merry	in	our	Lord.	Afterwards	she	took	her	leave	and	parted	from	them	at	that
time.
When	she	was	gone,	the	priest	said	to	his	mother,	‘I	am	amazed	at	why	this

woman	weeps	and	cries	so.	Nevertheless,	I	think	she	is	a	good	woman,	and	I



greatly	desire	to	speak	more	with	her.’4
His	mother	was	well	pleased,	and	advised	that	he	should	do	so.	And

afterwards	this	same	priest	loved	her	and	trusted	her	greatly,	and	blessed	the
time	that	he	ever	knew	her,	for	he	found	great	spiritual	comfort	in	her,	and	was
caused	to	look	up	much	good	scripture,	and	many	a	good	doctor,	at	which	he
would	not	have	looked	at	that	time,	had	it	not	been	for	her.
He	read	to	her	many	a	good	book	of	high	contemplation,	and	other	books,

such	as	the	Bible	with	doctors’	commentaries	on	it,	St	Bride’s	book,	Hilton’s
book,	Bonaventura’s	Stimulus	Amoris,	Incendium	Amoris,5 	and	others	similar.
And	then	she	knew	it	was	a	spirit	sent	from	God	which	said	to	her	these	words,
as	is	written	a	little	before,	when	she	complained	of	a	lack	of	reading:	‘There
shall	come	someone	from	far	away	who	shall	fulfil	your	desire.’	And	thus	she
knew	by	experience	that	it	was	a	very	true	spirit.
The	said	priest	read	books	to	her	for	the	most	part	of	seven	or	eight	years,	to

the	great	increase	of	his	knowledge	and	of	his	merit,	and	he	suffered	many	an
evil	word	for	her	love,	inasmuch	as	he	read	her	so	many	books,	and	supported
her	in	her	weeping	and	her	crying.	Afterwards	he	became	beneficed	and	had	a
large	cure	of	souls,	and	then	he	was	very	pleased	that	he	had	read	so	much
before.



Chapter	59

Thus,	through	listening	to	holy	books	and	through	listening	to	holy	sermons,	she
was	always	increasing	in	contemplation	and	holy	meditation.	It	would	be
impossible	to	write	all	the	holy	thoughts,	holy	speeches	and	high	revelations
which	our	Lord	showed	to	her,	both	concerning	herself	and	other	men	and
women,	and	also	concerning	many	souls,	some	to	be	saved	and	some	to	be
damned.
This	was	a	great	punishment	and	a	sharp	chastisement	to	her.	To	know	of

those	who	would	be	saved,	she	was	very	glad	and	joyful,	because	she	longed	as
much	as	she	dared	for	all	men	to	be	saved;	and	when	our	Lord	revealed	to	her
any	who	would	be	damned,	she	had	great	pain.1 	She	would	not	hear	it,	nor
believe	that	it	was	God	who	showed	her	such	things,	and	put	it	out	of	her	mind
as	much	as	she	could.	Our	Lord	blamed	her	for	this,	and	bade	her	believe	that	it
was	his	high	mercy	and	his	goodness	to	reveal	to	her	his	secret	counsels,	saying
to	her	mind,	‘Daughter,	you	must	hear	of	the	damned	as	well	as	of	the	saved.’
She	would	give	no	credence	to	the	counsel	of	God,	but	rather	believed	it	was

some	evil	spirit	out	to	deceive	her.	Then	for	her	forwardness	and	her	unbelief,
our	Lord	withdrew	from	her	all	good	thoughts	and	all	good	recollections	of	holy
speeches	and	conversation,	and	the	high	contemplation	which	she	had	been	used
to	before,	and	allowed	her	to	have	as	many	evil	thoughts	as	she	previously	had
good	thoughts.	And	this	affliction	lasted	twelve	days	altogether,	and	just	as
previously	she	had	four	hours	in	the	morning	of	holy	speeches	and	confabulation
with	our	Lord,	so	she	now	had	as	many	hours	of	foul	thoughts	and	foul
recollections	of	lechery	and	all	uncleanness,	as	though	she	would	have
prostituted	herself	with	all	manner	of	people.
And	so	the	devil	deluded	her,	dallying	with	her	with	accursed	thoughts,	just	as

our	Lord	dallied	with	her	previously	with	holy	thoughts.	And	just	as	before	she
had	many	glorious	visions	and	high	contemplation	upon	the	manhood	of	our
Lord,	upon	our	Lady,	and	upon	many	other	holy	saints,	even	so	now	she	had
horrible	and	abominable	visions	–	despite	anything	she	could	do	–	of	seeing
men’s	genitals,	and	other	such	abominations.
She	saw,	as	she	really	thought,	various	men	of	religion,	priests	and	many



She	saw,	as	she	really	thought,	various	men	of	religion,	priests	and	many
others,	both	heathen	and	Christian,	coming	before	her	eyes	so	that	she	could	not
avoid	them	or	put	them	out	of	her	sight,	and	showing	her	their	naked	genitals.
And	with	that	the	devil	ordered	her	in	her	mind	to	choose	which	of	them	she

would	have	first,	and	she	must	prostitute	herself	to	them	all.
And	he	said	she	liked	one	of	them	better	than	all	the	others.	She	thought	he

spoke	the	truth;	she	could	not	say	no;	and	she	had	to	do	his	bidding,	and	yet	she
would	not	have	done	it	for	all	this	world.	But	yet	she	thought	it	should	be	done,
and	she	thought	that	these	horrible	sights	and	accursed	thoughts	were	delicious
to	her	against	her	will.	Wherever	she	went	or	whatever	she	did,	these	accursed
thoughts	remained	with	her.	When	she	would	see	the	sacrament,	say	her	prayers,
or	do	any	other	good	deed,	such	abomination	was	always	put	into	her	mind.	She
confessed	and	was	absolved	and	did	all	that	she	could,	but	she	found	no	release,
until	she	was	nearly	in	despair.	It	cannot	be	written	what	pain	she	felt,	and	what
sorrow	she	was	in.
Then	she	said,	‘Alas,	Lord,	you	have	said	before	that	you	would	never	forsake

me.	Where	is	now	the	truthfulness	of	your	word?’
And	immediately	afterwards	her	good	angel	came	to	her,	saying,	‘Daughter,

God	has	not	forsaken	you,	nor	ever	shall	forsake	you,	as	he	has	promised	you.
But	because	you	do	not	believe	that	it	is	the	spirit	of	God	that	speaks	in	your
soul	and	reveals	to	you	his	secret	counsels,	of	some	that	shall	be	saved	and	some
that	shall	be	damned,	therefore	God	chastises	you	in	this	way,	and	this	chastising
shall	endure	twelve	days	until	you	will	believe	that	it	is	God	who	speaks	to	you
and	no	devil.’
Then	she	said	to	her	angel,	‘Ah,	I	pray	you,	pray	for	me	to	my	Lord	Jesus

Christ,	that	he	will	vouchsafe	to	take	from	me	these	accursed	thoughts,	and
speak	to	me	as	he	did	before	now,	and	I	shall	make	a	promise	to	God	that	I	shall
believe	that	it	is	God	who	has	spoken	to	me	before,	for	I	may	no	longer	endure
this	great	pain.’
Her	angel	said	to	her	again,	‘Daughter,	my	Lord	Jesus	will	not	take	it	away

from	you	until	you	have	suffered	it	twelve	days,	for	he	wishes	that	you	should
know	by	that	means	whether	it	is	better	that	God	speak	to	you	or	the	devil.	And
my	Lord	Christ	Jesus	is	never	any	angrier	with	you,	though	he	allow	you	to	feel
this	pain.’
So	she	suffered	that	pain	until	twelve	days	were	passed,	and	then	she	had	as

holy	thoughts,	as	holy	reflections,	and	as	holy	desires,	as	holy	speeches	and
conversation	with	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	as	she	ever	had	before,	our	Lord	saying
to	her,	‘Daughter,	now	believe	indeed	that	I	am	no	devil.’
Then	she	was	filled	with	joy,	for	she	heard	our	Lord	speaking	to	her	as	he

used	to	do.	Therefore	she	said,	‘I	shall	believe	that	every	good	thought	is	the



used	to	do.	Therefore	she	said,	‘I	shall	believe	that	every	good	thought	is	the
speech	of	God.	Blessed	may	you	be,	Lord,	that	you	do	not	disdain	to	comfort	me
again.	I	would	not,	Lord,	for	all	this	world	suffer	such	another	pain	as	I	suffered
these	twelve	days,	for	I	thought	I	was	in	hell	–	blessed	may	you	be	that	it	is	past.
Therefore,	Lord,	I	will	now	lie	still	and	be	obedient	to	your	will.	I	pray	you,
Lord,	speak	in	me	what	is	most	pleasing	to	you.’



Chapter	60

The	good	priest	who	was	written	about	before,	and	who	was	her	reader,	fell	very
ill,	and	she	was	stirred	in	her	soul	to	look	after	him,	on	God’s	behalf.	And	when
she	lacked	such	thing	as	was	needful	for	him,	she	went	about	to	good	men	and
good	women	and	got	what	was	necessary	for	him.	He	was	so	ill	that	people	had
no	confidence	that	he	would	live,	and	his	sickness	was	long	continuing.
Then	on	one	occasion,	as	she	was	in	church	hearing	mass	and	prayed	for	the

same	priest,	our	Lord	said	to	her	that	he	should	live	and	get	on	very	well.	Then
she	was	stirred	to	go	to	Norwich,	to	St	Stephen’s	Church,	where	the	good	Vicar
is	buried	who	died	only	shortly	before	that	time,1 	and	for	whom	God	showed
high	mercy	to	his	people,	to	thank	him	for	the	recovery	of	this	priest.
She	took	leave	of	her	confessor,	and	set	off	for	Norwich.	When	she	came	into

the	churchyard	of	St	Stephen’s,	she	cried,	she	roared,	she	wept,	she	fell	down	to
the	ground,	so	fervently	did	the	fire	of	love	burn	in	her	heart.
Afterwards	she	rose	up	again	and	went	on	weeping	into	the	church	and	up	to

the	high	altar,	and	there	she	fell	down	with	violent	sobbings,	weepings	and	loud
cries	beside	the	grave	of	the	good	Vicar,	all	ravished	with	spiritual	comfort	in
the	goodness	of	our	Lord,	who	worked	such	great	grace	for	his	servant	who	had
been	her	confessor,	and	many	times	heard	her	confession	of	all	her	life,	and
administered	to	her	at	various	times	the	precious	sacrament	of	the	altar.	And	her
devotion	was	all	the	more	increased,	in	that	she	saw	our	Lord	work	such	special
grace	for	such	a	creature	as	she	had	been	conversant	with	in	his	lifetime.
She	had	such	holy	thoughts	and	such	holy	memories	that	she	could	not	control

her	weeping	nor	her	crying.	And	therefore	people	were	astonished	at	her,
supposing	that	she	had	wept	because	of	some	fleshly	or	earthly	affection,	and
said	to	her,	‘What	is	wrong	with	you,	woman?	Why	are	you	behaving	like	this?
We	knew	him	as	well	as	you.’
Then	there	were	priests	in	the	same	place	who	knew	her	way	of	behaving,	and

they	very	charitably	took	her	to	a	tavern	and	made	her	have	a	drink,	and	made
her	very	welcome	with	much	kindness.



There	was	also	a	lady	who	wanted	to	have	the	said	creature	to	a	meal.	And
therefore,	as	decency	required,	she	went	to	the	church	where	this	lady	heard	her
service,	and	where	this	creature	saw	a	beautiful	image	of	our	Lady	called	a
pietà.2 	And	through	looking	at	that	pietà	her	mind	was	wholly	occupied	with
the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	and	with	the	compassion	of	our	Lady,	St
Mary,	by	which	she	was	compelled	to	cry	out	very	loudly	and	weep	very
bitterly,	as	though	she	would	have	died.
Then	the	lady’s	priest	came	to	her,	saying,	‘Woman,	Jesus	is	long	since	dead.’
When	her	crying	had	ceased,	she	said	to	the	priest,	‘Sir,	his	death	is	as	fresh	to

me	as	if	he	had	died	this	same	day,	and	so,	I	think,	it	ought	to	be	to	you	and	to	all
Christian	people.	We	ought	always	to	remember	his	kindness,	and	always	think
of	the	doleful	death	that	he	died	for	us.’
Then	the	good	lady,	hearing	what	she	had	said,	declared,	‘Sir,	it	is	a	good

example	to	me,	and	to	other	people	also,	the	grace	that	God	works	in	her	soul.’
And	so	the	good	lady	was	her	advocate	and	answered	for	her.	Afterwards	she

took	her	home	with	her	to	eat,	and	showed	her	great	warmth	and	kindness	as
long	as	she	wanted	to	remain	there.	And	soon	after,	she	came	home	again	to
Lynn,	and	the	said	priest,	for	whom	she	went	most	specially	to	Norwich,	and
who	had	read	to	her	for	about	seven	years,3 	recovered	and	went	about	where	he
liked	–	Almighty	God	be	thanked	for	his	goodness.



Chapter	61

Then	a	friar	came	to	Lynn	who	was	held	to	be	a	holy	man	and	a	good	preacher.1
His	name	and	his	skill	in	preaching	were	very	widely	known.	Good	men	came	to
the	said	creature	in	their	charity	and	said,	‘Margery,	now	you	will	have	enough
preaching,	for	one	of	the	most	famous	friars	in	England	has	come	to	this	town	to
be	in	their	establishment	here.’2
Then	she	was	happy	and	glad,	and	thanked	God	with	all	her	heart	that	so	good

a	man	had	come	to	dwell	amongst	them.	A	short	time	afterwards,	he	preached	a
sermon	in	a	chapel	of	St	James	in	Lynn,3 	many	people	gathered	to	hear	the
sermon.	And	before	he	went	to	the	pulpit,	the	parish	priest	of	the	place	where	he
was	going	to	preach	went	to	him	and	said,	‘Sir,	I	pray	you	be	not	displeased.	A
woman	will	come	here	to	your	sermon	who	often,	when	she	hears	of	the	Passion
of	our	Lord	or	of	any	high	devotion,	weeps,	sobs	and	cries,	but	it	does	not	last
long.	And	therefore,	good	sir,	if	she	should	make	any	noise	at	your	sermon,	bear
with	it	patiently	and	do	not	be	dismayed	by	it.’
The	good	friar	went	forward	to	preach	the	sermon,	and	spoke	most	holily	and

most	devoutly,	and	said	much	about	our	Lord’s	Passion,	so	that	the	said	creature
could	no	longer	bear	it.	She	kept	herself	from	crying	as	long	as	she	could,	and
then	at	last	she	burst	out	with	a	great	cry,	and	cried	amazingly	bitterly.	The	good
friar	bore	with	it	patiently,	and	said	not	a	word	about	it	at	that	time.
A	short	time	afterwards	he	preached	again	in	the	same	place.	The	said	creature

being	present,	and	noticing	how	many	people	came	running	to	hear	the	sermon,
she	had	great	joy	in	her	soul,	thinking	in	her	mind,	‘Ah,	Lord	Jesus,	I	believe,	if
you	were	here	to	preach	in	person,	people	would	have	great	joy	to	hear	you.	I
pray	you,	Lord,	make	your	holy	word	to	settle	in	their	souls	as	I	would	that	it
would	do	in	mine,	and	may	as	many	be	turned	by	his	voice,	as	would	be	by	your
voice	if	you	preached	yourself.’
And	with	such	holy	thoughts	and	reflections,	she	asked	grace	for	the	people	at

that	time.	And	afterwards,	what	with	the	holy	sermon,	and	what	with	her
meditation,	grace	of	devotion	worked	so	intensely	in	her	mind	that	she	fell	into
violent	weeping.



violent	weeping.
Then	the	good	friar	said,	‘I	wish	this	woman	were	out	of	the	church;	she	is

annoying	people.’
Some	people	that	were	her	friends	replied,	‘Sir,	do	excuse	her.	She	can’t

control	it.’
Then	many	people	turned	against	her	and	were	very	glad	that	the	good	friar

held	against	her.	Then	some	men	said	that	she	had	a	devil	within	her,	and	they
had	said	so	many	times	before,	but	now	they	were	bolder,	for	they	thought	that
their	opinion	was	much	strengthened	by	this	good	friar.	Nor	would	he	allow	her
to	hear	his	sermons	unless	she	would	leave	off	her	sobbing	and	her	crying.
There	was	then	a	good	priest	who	had	read	to	her	much	good	scripture	and

knew	the	cause	of	her	crying.	He	spoke	to	another	good	priest,	who	had	known
her	many	years,	and	told	him	his	idea:	how	he	proposed	to	go	to	the	good	friar,
and	try	if	he	could	humble	his	heart.
The	other	good	priest	said	he	would	willingly	go	with	him,	to	obtain	grace,	if

he	might.	So	they	went,	both	priests	together,	and	begged	the	good	friar	with	all
their	hearts	that	he	would	allow	the	said	creature	to	come	quietly	to	his	sermon,
and	bear	with	her	patiently	if	she	happened	to	sob	or	cry,	as	other	good	men	had
borne	with	her	before.
He	answered	shortly,	that	if	she	came	into	any	church	where	he	was	going	to

preach,	and	made	any	noise	as	she	was	used	to	do,	he	would	speak	out	against
her	sharply	–	he	would	not	allow	her	to	cry	in	any	way.
Afterwards,	a	worthy	doctor	of	divinity,	a	White	Friar	–	a	very	serious-minded

cleric	and	elderly	doctor,	and	very	well	thought	of	–	who	had	known	the	said
creature	many	years	of	her	life,	and	believed	the	grace	that	God	worked	in	her,
took	with	him	another	worthy	man,	a	bachelor	of	law,	a	man	well	grounded	and
long	practised	in	scripture,	who	was	confessor	to	the	said	creature,4 	and	went	to
this	friar	as	the	good	priests	did	before,	and	sent	for	wine	to	cheer	him	with,
praying	him	of	his	charity	to	look	favourably	on	the	works	of	our	Lord	in	the
said	creature,	and	grant	her	his	benevolence	in	supporting	her,	if	she	happened	to
cry	or	sob	while	he	was	in	the	middle	of	his	sermon.	And	these	worthy	clerics
told	him	that	it	was	a	gift	of	God,	and	that	she	could	not	have	it	but	when	God
would	give	it,	nor	could	she	withstand	it	when	God	would	send	it,	and	God
would	withdraw	it	when	he	willed	–	for	that	she	had	through	revelation,	and	that
was	unknown	to	the	friar.
Then	he,	neither	giving	credence	to	the	doctor’s	words	nor	the	bachelor’s,

trusting	a	great	deal	on	the	favour	of	the	people,	said	he	would	not	look
favourably	on	her	crying	for	anything	that	anyone	might	say	or	do,	for	he	would
not	believe	that	it	was	a	gift	of	God.	But,	he	said,	if	she	could	not	withstand	it



when	it	came,	he	believed	it	was	a	heart	condition,	or	some	other	sickness,	and	if
she	would	acknowledge	this	to	be	so,	he	said,	he	would	have	compassion	on	her
and	urge	people	to	pray	for	her.	And,	on	this	condition,	he	would	have	patience
with	her	and	allow	her	to	cry	enough,	if	she	would	say	it	was	a	natural	illness.
And	she	herself	well	knew	by	revelation	and	by	experience	that	it	was	no

sickness,	and	therefore	she	would	not	for	all	this	world	say	otherwise	than	as	she
felt.	And	therefore	they	could	not	agree.	Then	the	worthy	doctor	and	her
confessor	advised	her	that	she	should	not	go	to	his	sermon,	and	that	was	a	great
pain	to	her.
Then	another	man	went	–	a	most	worthy	burgess,	who	a	few	years	after	was

Mayor	of	Lynn	–	and	asked	him	as	the	worthy	clerics	had	done	before,	and	he
was	answered	as	they	were.
Then	she	was	charged	by	her	confessor	that	she	should	not	go	where	he

preached,	but	when	he	preached	in	one	church	she	should	go	into	another.	She
felt	so	much	sorrow	that	she	did	not	know	what	she	could	do,	for	she	was
excluded	from	the	sermon,	which	was	to	her	the	highest	comfort	on	earth	when
she	could	hear	it,	and	equally,	the	contrary	was	to	her	the	greatest	pain	on	earth,
when	she	could	not	hear	it.	When	she	was	alone	by	herself	in	one	church,	and	he
preaching	to	people	in	another,	she	had	as	loud	and	as	astonishing	cries	as	when
she	was	amongst	people.
For	years	she	was	not	allowed	to	come	to	his	sermons,	because	she	cried	so

when	it	pleased	our	Lord	to	put	her	in	mind	and	true	beholding	of	his	bitter
Passion.	But	she	was	not	excluded	from	any	other	cleric’s	preaching,	but	only
from	the	good	friar’s,	as	is	said	before;	notwithstanding	that	in	the	meantime
there	preached	many	worthy	doctors	and	other	worthy	clerks,	both	religious	and
secular,	at	whose	sermons	she	cried	very	loudly	and	sobbed	very	violently	many
times	and	often.	And	yet	they	put	up	with	it	very	patiently,	and	some	who	had
spoken	with	her	before,	and	had	knowledge	of	her	manner	of	life,	excused	her	to
the	people	when	they	heard	any	clamour	or	grumbling	against	her.



Chapter	62

Afterwards,	on	St	James’s	Day,1 	the	good	friar	preached	in	St	James’s	Chapel
yard	in	Lynn	–	he	was	at	that	time	neither	bachelor	nor	doctor	of	divinity	–
where	there	were	many	people	and	a	great	audience,	for	he	had	a	holy	name	and
great	favour	amongst	the	people,	in	so	much	that	some	men,	if	they	knew	that	he
would	preach	in	the	district,	would	go	with	him	or	else	follow	him	from	town	to
town,	such	great	delight	had	they	to	hear	him,	and	so	–	blessed	may	God	be	–	he
preached	most	holily	and	devoutly.
Nevertheless,	on	this	day	he	preached	a	great	deal	against	the	said	creature,

not	mentioning	her	name,	but	so	conveying	his	thoughts	that	people	well
understood	that	he	meant	her.	Then	there	was	much	protest	amongst	the	people,
for	many	men	and	many	women	trusted	and	loved	her	very	much,	and	were	very
sad	and	sorry	that	he	spoke	so	much	against	her	as	he	did,	wishing	that	they	had
not	heard	him	that	day.
When	he	heard	the	murmuring	and	grumbling	of	the	people,	and	supposing	he

would	be	gainsaid	another	day	by	those	who	were	her	friends,	he,	striking	his
hand	on	the	pulpit,	said,	‘If	I	hear	these	matters	repeated	any	more,	I	shall	so
strike	the	nail	on	the	head,’	he	said,	‘that	it	shall	shame	all	her	supporters.’
And	then	many	of	those	who	pretended	friendship	to	her	hung	back	out	of	a

little	vain	dread	that	they	had	of	his	words,	and	dared	not	very	well	speak	with
her.	Among	these	people	was	the	same	priest	who	afterwards	wrote	down	this
book,	and	he	was	resolved	never	again	to	believe	her	feelings.
And	yet	our	Lord	drew	him	back	in	a	short	time	–	blessed	may	he	be	–	so	that

he	loved	her	more,	and	trusted	more	in	her	weeping	and	her	crying	than	he	ever
did	before.	For	afterwards	he	read	of	a	woman	called	Mary	of	Oignies,2 	and	of
her	manner	of	life,	of	the	wonderful	sweetness	that	she	had	in	hearing	the	word
of	God,	of	the	wonderful	compassion	that	she	had	in	thinking	of	his	Passion,	of
the	abundant	tears	that	she	wept,	which	made	her	so	weak	and	feeble	that	she
could	not	endure	to	look	upon	the	cross,	nor	hear	our	Lord’s	Passion	repeated,
without	dissolving	into	tears	of	pity	and	compassion.



Of	the	plentiful	grace	of	her	tears,	it	treats	especially	in	the	book	before
mentioned,	in	the	eighteenth	chapter	which	begins	Bonus	est,	domine,
sperantibus	in	te,	and	also	in	the	nineteenth	chapter,3 	where	it	tells	how	she,	at
the	request	of	a	priest	that	he	should	not	be	troubled	or	disturbed	at	his	mass	by
her	weeping	and	sobbing,	went	out	at	the	church	door,	crying	with	a	loud	voice,
such	that	she	could	not	restrain	herself.4
And	our	Lord	also	visited	the	priest	when	at	mass	with	such	grace	and	such

devotion	when	he	should	read	the	Holy	Gospel,	that	he	wept	amazingly,	so	that
he	wetted	his	vestments	and	the	ornaments	of	the	altar,	and	could	not	control	his
weeping	or	his	sobbing,	it	was	so	abundant;	nor	could	he	restrain	it,	or	very	well
stand	at	the	altar	because	of	it.5
Then	he	well	believed	that	the	good	woman,	for	whom	he	had	previously	had

little	affection,	could	not	restrain	her	weeping,	her	sobbing,	nor	her	crying,	and
that	she	felt	much	more	abundance	of	grace	than	he	ever	did,	beyond
comparison.	Then	he	well	knew	that	God	gave	his	grace	to	whom	he	would.
Then	the	priest	who	wrote	this	treatise,	through	the	prompting	of	a	worthy

clerk,	a	bachelor	of	divinity,	had	seen	and	read	the	matter	before	written	much
more	seriously	and	in	greater	detail	than	it	is	written	in	this	present	treatise.	(For
here	is	included	only	a	little	of	the	purpose	of	it,	because	he	did	not	have	a	very
clear	memory	of	the	said	matter	when	he	wrote	this	treatise,	and	therefore	he
wrote	less	about	it.)6
Then	he	drew	towards	and	inclined	more	steadfastly	to	the	said	creature,

whom	he	had	fled	and	avoided	because	of	the	friar’s	preaching,	as	is	written
before.	The	same	priest	also	read	afterwards	in	a	treatise	which	is	called	The
Prick	of	Love,7 	the	second	chapter,	that	Bonaventura	wrote	these	following
words	about	himself:	‘Ah,	Lord,	what	shall	I	more	cry	out	and	call?	You	delay
and	do	not	come,	and	I,	weary	and	overcome	with	desire,	begin	to	go	mad,	for
love	governs	me,	and	not	reason.	I	run	with	a	hasty	course	wherever	you	wish.	I
submit,	Lord.	Those	who	see	me	are	irked	and	have	pity,	not	knowing	me	to	be
drunk	with	your	love.	“Lord,”	they	say,	“see,	that	mad	man	cries	out	in	the
streets,”	but	they	do	not	perceive	how	great	is	the	desire	of	my	heart.’8

He	also	read	similar	material	about	Richard	of	Hampole,9 	the	hermit,	in	the
Incendium	Amoris,	which	prompted	him	to	give	credence	to	the	said	creature.
Elizabeth	of	Hungary10 	also	cried	with	a	loud	voice,	as	is	written	in	her	treatise.
And	many	others,	who	had	forsaken	her	because	of	the	friar’s	preaching,

repented	and	turned	to	her	once	more	by	process	of	time,	notwithstanding	that
the	friar	kept	his	opinion.	He	would	always	in	his	sermons	have	a	part	against
her,	whether	she	were	there	or	not,	and	caused	many	people	to	think	very	badly
of	her	for	many	long	days.



of	her	for	many	long	days.
For	some	said	that	she	had	a	devil	within	her,	and	some	said	to	her	own	face

that	the	friar	should	have	driven	those	devils	out	of	her.	Thus	was	she	slandered,
and	eaten	and	gnawed	by	people’s	talk,	because	of	the	grace	that	God	worked	in
her	of	contrition,	of	devotion,	and	of	compassion,	through	the	gift	of	which
graces	she	wept,	sobbed,	and	cried	very	bitterly	against	her	will	–	she	might	not
choose,	for	she	would	rather	have	wept	softly	and	privately	than	openly,	if	it	had
been	in	her	power.



Chapter	63

Then	some	of	her	friends	came	to	her	and	said	it	would	be	more	comfortable	for
her	to	go	out	of	the	town	than	stay	there,	because	so	many	people	were	against
her.	And	she	said	she	would	stay	there	as	long	as	God	wanted.
‘For	here,’	she	said,	‘in	this	town	I	have	sinned.	Therefore	it	is	fitting	that	I

suffer	sorrow	in	this	town	because	of	it.	And	yet	I	do	not	have	as	much	sorrow	or
shame	as	I	have	deserved,	for	I	have	trespassed	against	God.	I	thank	Almighty
God	for	whatever	he	sends	me,	and	I	pray	God	that	all	manner	of	wickedness
that	any	man	shall	say	of	me	in	this	world	may	stand	towards	remission	of	my
sins,	and	any	good	thing	that	any	man	shall	say	about	the	grace	that	God	works
in	me,	may	turn	to	worship	and	to	praising	of	God,	and	magnifying	of	his	holy
name	without	end,	for	all	manner	of	worship	belongs	to	him,	and	all	contempt,
shame	and	reproof	belongs	to	me,	and	that	I	have	well	deserved.’
Another	time,	her	confessor	came	to	her	in	a	chapel	of	our	Lady,	called	the

Gesine,1 	saying,	‘Margery,	what	will	you	do	now?	There	can	be	no	more
against	you	but	the	moon	and	seven	stars.	There	is	scarcely	anyone	on	your	side
except	only	myself.’
She	said	to	her	confessor,	‘Sir,	cheer	up,	for	everything	will	be	quite	all	right

in	the	end.	And	I	tell	you	truly,	my	Lord	Jesus	gives	me	great	comfort	in	my
soul,	and	otherwise	I	should	fall	into	despair.	My	blissful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	will
not	let	me	despair	for	any	holy	name	that	the	good	friar	has,2 	for	my	Lord	tells
me	that	he	is	angry	with	him,	and	he	says	to	me	it	were	better	if	he	were	never
born,	for	he	despises	his	works	in	me.’
Also	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	if	he	be	a	priest	that	despises	you,	well

knowing	why	you	weep	and	cry,	then	he	is	accursed.’
And	one	time,	when	she	was	in	the	Prior’s	Cloister	and	dared	not	stay	in	the

church	for	fear	of	disturbing	people	with	her	crying,3 	our	Lord	said	to	her,	she
being	in	great	heaviness	of	heart,	‘Daughter,	I	bid	you	to	go	back	into	church,	for
I	shall	take	away	from	you	your	crying,	so	that	you	will	no	longer	cry	so	loudly,
nor	in	that	kind	of	way	that	you	have	done	before,	even	if	you	wanted	to.’
She	obeyed	the	commandment	of	our	Lord,	and	told	her	confessor	exactly



She	obeyed	the	commandment	of	our	Lord,	and	told	her	confessor	exactly
how	she	felt,	and	it	happened	in	truth	as	she	felt.	She	afterwards	no	longer	cried
so	loud,	nor	in	the	way	that	she	had	done	before,	but	later	she	did	sob
remarkably	and	wept	as	bitterly	as	she	ever	did	before,	sometimes	loud	and
sometimes	quiet,	as	God	would	control	it	himself.
Then	many	people	believed	that	she	dared	no	longer	cry	out	because	of	the

way	the	good	friar	preached	against	her	and	would	not	endure	her	in	any	way.
Then	they	held	him	to	be	a	holy	man,	and	her	a	false,	pretending	hypocrite.	And
just	as	some	spoke	badly	of	her	before	because	she	cried,	so	some	now	spoke
badly	of	her	because	she	did	not	cry.	And	so	slander	and	bodily	anguish	befell
her	on	every	side,	and	all	was	to	the	increasing	of	her	spiritual	comfort.
Then	our	merciful	Lord	said	to	his	unworthy	servant,	‘Daughter,	I	must

comfort	you,	for	now	you	have	the	true	way	to	heaven.	By	this	way	I	came	to
heaven	and	all	my	disciples,	for	now	you	will	know	all	the	better	what	sorrow
and	shame	I	suffered	for	your	love,	and	you	will	have	the	more	compassion
when	you	think	upon	my	Passion.	Daughter,	I	have	told	you	many	times	that	the
friar	should	say	evil	things	about	you.	Therefore,	I	warn	you	not	to	tell	him	of
the	secret	counsels	which	I	have	revealed	to	you,	for	I	do	not	wish	him	to	hear	it
from	your	mouth.	And,	daughter,	I	tell	you	truly,	he	shall	be	chastised	sharply.
As	his	name	is	now,	it	shall	be	thrown	down,	and	yours	shall	be	raised	up.	And	I
shall	make	as	many	men	love	you	for	my	love	as	have	despised	you	for	my	love.
Daughter,	you	shall	be	in	church	when	he	shall	be	outside.	In	this	church	you
have	suffered	much	shame	and	rebuke	for	the	gifts	that	I	have	given	you	and	for
the	grace	and	goodness	that	I	have	worked	in	you,	and	therefore	in	this	church
and	in	this	place	I	will	be	worshipped	in	you.4 	Many	a	man	and	woman	shall
say,	“It	is	clear	to	see	that	God	loves	her	well.”	Daughter,	I	shall	work	so	much
grace	for	you,	that	all	the	world	shall	wonder	and	marvel	at	my	goodness.’
Then	the	said	creature	said	to	our	Lord	with	great	reverence,	‘I	am	not	worthy

that	you	should	show	such	grace	to	me.	Lord,	it	is	enough	for	me	that	you	save
my	soul	from	endless	damnation	by	your	great	mercy.’
‘It	is	my	worship,	daughter,	that	I	shall	perform,	and	therefore	I	wish	you	to

have	no	will	but	my	will.	The	less	price	that	you	set	on	yourself,	the	more	price	I
set	on	you,	and	the	better	will	I	love	you,	daughter.	See	that	you	have	no	sorrow
for	earthly	goods.	I	have	tried	you	in	poverty,	and	I	have	chastised	you	as	I
would	myself,	both	inwardly	within	your	soul,	and	outwardly	through	people’s
slander.	See,	daughter,	I	have	granted	you	your	own	desire	–	that	you	should
have	no	other	purgatory	than	in	this	world	alone.
‘Daughter,	you	often	say	to	me	in	your	mind	that	rich	men	have	great	cause	to

love	me	well,	and	you	say	most	truly,	for	you	say	I	have	given	them	many	goods



with	which	they	may	serve	me	and	love	me.	But,	good	daughter,	I	pray	you,	love
me	with	all	your	heart,	and	I	shall	give	you	goods	enough	to	love	me	with,	for
heaven	and	earth	should	rather	fail,	than	I	should	fail	you.	And	if	other	men	fail,
you	shall	not	fail.	And	though	all	your	friends	forsake	you,	I	shall	never	forsake
you.	You	made	me	once	steward	of	your	household,	and	executor	of	all	your
good	works,5 	and	I	will	be	a	true	steward	and	a	true	executor	in	the	fulfilling	of
all	your	will	and	all	your	desire.	And	I	shall	provide	for	you,	daughter,	as	for	my
own	mother	and	as	for	my	own	wife.’



Chapter	64

The	creature	said	to	her	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	‘Ah,	blessed	Lord,	I	wish	I	knew	in
what	I	might	best	love	you	and	please	you,	and	that	my	love	were	as	sweet	to
you	as	I	think	your	love	is	to	me.’
Then	our	sweet	Lord	Jesus,	answering	his	creature,	said,	‘Daughter,	if	you

knew	how	sweet	your	love	is	to	me,	you	would	never	do	anything	else	but	love
me	with	all	your	heart.	And	therefore,	do	believe,	daughter,	that	my	love	is	not
so	sweet	to	you	as	your	love	is	to	me.	Daughter,	you	do	not	know	how	much	I
love	you,	for	it	may	not	be	known	in	this	world	how	much	it	is,	nor	be	felt	as	it
is,	for	you	would	fail	and	burst	and	never	endure	it,	for	the	joy	that	you	would
feel.	And	therefore	I	measure	it	as	I	wish	to	your	greatest	ease	and	comfort.
‘But	daughter,	you	shall	well	know	in	another	world	how	much	I	loved	you	on

earth,	for	there	you	will	have	great	reason	to	thank	me.	There	you	will	see
without	end	every	good	day	that	I	ever	gave	you	on	earth	of	contemplation,	of
devotion,	and	of	all	the	great	charity	that	I	have	given	you	to	the	profit	of	your
fellow	Christians.	For	this	shall	be	your	reward	when	you	come	home	into
heaven.
‘There	is	no	clerk	in	all	this	world	who	can,	daughter,	teach	you	better	than	I

can	do,	and,	if	you	will	be	obedient	to	my	will,	I	shall	be	obedient	to	your	will.
Where	is	a	better	token	of	love	than	to	weep	for	your	Lord’s	love?	You	know
very	well,	daughter,	that	the	devil	has	no	charity,	for	he	is	very	angry	with	you,
and	he	might	hurt	you	somewhat,	but	he	shall	not	injure	you,	except	a	little,	in
this	world,	in	sometimes	making	you	afraid,	so	that	you	should	pray	all	the	more
strongly	to	me	for	grace,	and	direct	your	love	all	the	more	towards	me.	There	is
no	clerk	who	can	speak	against	the	life	which	I	teach	you,	and,	if	he	does	so,	he
is	not	God’s	clerk,	he	is	the	devil’s	clerk.	I	tell	you	truly	that	there	is	no	man	in
this	world	–	if	he	would	willingly	suffer	as	much	humiliation	for	my	love	as	you
have	done,	and	cleave	as	steadfastly	to	me,	not	willing	to	forsake	me	for
anything	that	may	be	said	or	done	against	him	–	but	I	shall	treat	him	fairly	and
show	him	much	grace,	both	in	this	world,	and	in	the	other.’
Then	the	creature	said,	‘Ah,	my	beloved	Lord,	you	should	show	this	life	to

religious	men	and	priests.’



religious	men	and	priests.’
Our	Lord	replied	to	her,	‘No,	no,	daughter,	for	that	thing	which	I	love	best

they	do	not	love	–	and	that	is	shame,	contempt,	scorn	and	rebukes	from	people	–
and	therefore	they	shall	not	have	this	grace.	For,	daughter,	I	tell	you,	he	that
dreads	the	shame	of	the	world	may	not	perfectly	love	God.	And,	daughter,	under
the	habit	of	holiness	is	covered	much	wickedness.	Daughter,	if	you	saw	the
wickedness	that	is	done	in	the	world	as	I	do,	you	would	be	amazed	that	I	do	not
take	utter	vengeance	upon	them.	But,	daughter,	I	desist	because	of	your	love.
You	weep	so	every	day	for	mercy	that	I	have	to	grant	it,	and	people	will	not
believe	the	goodness	that	I	work	in	you	for	them.
‘Nevertheless,	daughter,	there	shall	come	a	time	when	they	shall	be	very	glad

to	believe	the	grace	that	I	have	given	you	for	them.	And	I	shall	say	to	them	when
they	are	passed	out	of	this	world,	“Look,	I	ordained	her	to	weep	for	her	sins,	and
you	held	her	in	great	contempt,	but	her	charity	for	you	would	never	cease.”	And
therefore,	daughter,	those	who	are	good	souls	shall	highly	thank	me	for	the	grace
and	goodness	that	I	have	given	you,	and	those	who	are	wicked	shall	protest	and
have	great	pain	to	endure	the	grace	that	I	show	to	you.	And	therefore	I	shall
chastise	them	as	it	were	for	myself.’
She	prayed,	‘No,	beloved	Lord	Jesus,	do	not	chastise	any	creature	for	me.	You

well	know,	Lord,	that	I	desire	no	vengeance,	but	I	ask	mercy	and	grace	for	all
men	if	it	be	your	will	to	grant	it.	Nevertheless,	Lord,	rather	than	that	they	should
be	separated	from	you	without	end,	chastise	them	as	you	wish	yourself.	It	seems,
Lord,	in	my	soul,	that	you	are	full	of	charity,	for	you	say	you	do	not	wish	the
death	of	a	sinful	man.	And	you	also	say	that	you	wish	all	men	to	be	saved.	Then
Lord,	since	you	wish	all	men	to	be	saved,	I	must	wish	the	same,	and	you	say
yourself	that	I	must	love	my	fellow	Christians	as	my	own	self.1 	And,	Lord,	you
know	that	I	have	wept	and	sorrowed	many	years	because	I	would	be	saved,	and
so	must	I	do	for	my	fellow	Christians.’



Chapter	65

Our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	said	to	this	creature,	‘Daughter,	you	shall	well	see	when
you	are	in	heaven	with	me	that	no	man	is	damned	unless	he	is	well	worthy	to	be
damned,	and	you	shall	hold	yourself	well	pleased	with	all	my	works.	And
therefore,	daughter,	thank	me	highly	for	this	great	charity	that	I	work	in	your
heart,	for	it	is	myself,	Almighty	God,	that	makes	you	weep	every	day	for	your
own	sins;	for	the	great	compassion	that	I	give	you	for	my	bitter	Passion;	and	for
the	sorrows	that	my	mother	had	here	on	earth,	for	the	anguish	that	she	suffered
and	for	the	tears	that	she	wept;	and	also,	daughter,	for	the	holy	martyrs	in	heaven
(when	you	hear	of	them,	you	give	me	thanks	with	crying	and	weeping	for	the
grace	that	I	have	showed	to	them,	and,	when	you	see	any	lepers,	you	have	great
compassion	on	them,	giving	me	thanks	and	praises	that	I	am	more	favourable	to
you	than	to	them);	and	also,	daughter,	for	the	great	sorrow	that	you	have	for	all
this	world,	that	you	might	help	them	as	well	as	you	would	help	yourself	both
spiritually	and	physically;	and	furthermore,	for	the	sorrows	that	you	have	for	the
souls	in	purgatory,	that	you	would	be	so	pleased	that	they	were	out	of	their	pain,
so	that	they	might	praise	me	without	end.
‘And	all	this	is	my	own	goodness	that	I	give	to	you,	because	of	which	you	are

bound	to	thank	me.	And	nevertheless,	I	still	thank	you	for	the	great	love	you
have	for	me,	and	because	you	have	so	great	a	will	and	desire	that	all	men	and
women	should	love	me	well.	For,	as	you	think,	they	all	–	holy	and	unholy	–	want
money	to	live	with,	as	is	lawful	for	them	to	do,	but	they	will	not	all	busy
themselves	to	love	me,	as	they	do	to	get	themselves	temporal	goods.
‘Also,	daughter,	I	thank	you	because	you	think	it	such	a	long	time	that	you	are

kept	out	of	my	blessed	presence.	Furthermore,	I	thank	you	especially,	daughter,
because	you	cannot	allow	any	man	to	break	my	commandments,	nor	to	swear	by
me,	without	it	being	a	great	pain	to	you,	and	because	you	are	always	ready	to
reprove	them	about	their	swearing,	for	my	love.	And	therefore	you	have	endured
many	a	cutting	word	and	many	a	rebuke,	and	because	of	this	you	shall	have
many	a	joy	in	heaven.



‘Daughter,	I	once	sent	St	Paul	to	you	to	strengthen	you	and	comfort	you,1 	so
that	you	should	boldly	speak	in	my	name	from	that	day	forward.	And	St	Paul
said	to	you	that	you	had	suffered	much	tribulation	because	of	his	writing,	and	he
promised	you	that	because	of	this	you	should	have	as	much	grace	for	his	love	as
you	ever	had	shame	or	reproof	for	his	love.	He	also	told	you	of	many	joys	of
heaven,	and	of	the	great	love	that	I	had	for	you.
‘And,	daughter,	I	have	often	said	to	you	that	there	is	no	saint	in	heaven	who,	if

you	will	speak	with	him,	is	not	ready	to	comfort	you	and	speak	to	you	in	my
name.	My	angels	are	ready	to	offer	your	holy	thoughts	and	your	prayers	to	me,
and	the	tears	of	your	eyes	as	well,	for	your	tears	are	angels’	drink,	and	are	truly
to	the	angels	like	spiced	and	honeyed	wine.
‘Therefore,	my	beloved	daughter,	do	not	be	weary	of	me	on	earth,	to	sit	alone

by	yourself	and	think	of	my	love,	for	I	am	not	weary	of	you,	and	my	merciful
eye	is	ever	upon	you.	Daughter,	you	may	boldly	say	to	me	Jesus	est	amor	meus,
that	is	to	say,	“Jesus	is	my	love”.2 	Therefore,	daughter,	let	me	be	all	your	love,
and	all	the	joy	of	your	heart.
‘Daughter,	if	you	will	think	things	over	to	yourself,	you	have	great	cause	to

love	me	above	all	things,	because	of	the	great	gifts	that	I	have	given	you	before
now.	And	yet	you	have	another	great	cause	to	love	me,	because	you	have	your
will	in	the	matter	of	chastity	as	if	you	were	a	widow,	although	your	husband	is
still	living	and	in	good	health.
‘Daughter,	I	have	drawn	the	love	of	your	heart	from	all	men’s	hearts	into	my

heart.	At	one	time,	daughter,	you	thought	it	had	been	in	a	way	impossible	to	be
so,	and	at	that	time	you	suffered	very	great	pain	in	your	heart	with	earthly
affections.	And	then	you	could	well	cry	to	me	saying,	“Lord,	for	all	your
smarting	wounds,	draw	all	the	love	of	my	heart	into	your	heart.”
‘Daughter,	for	all	these	reasons,	and	many	other	causes	and	benefits	which	I

have	shown	you	on	this	side	of	the	sea	and	beyond	the	sea,	you	have	great	cause
to	love	me.’



Chapter	66

‘Now,	daughter,	I	wish	that	you	should	eat	meat	again	as	you	used	to	do,	and
that	you	should	be	meek	and	obedient	to	my	will	and	my	bidding,	and	leave	your
own	will,	and	tell	your	confessors	to	let	you	act	according	to	my	will.	And	you
will	have	none	the	less	grace,	but	so	much	the	more,	for	you	shall	have	the	same
reward	in	heaven	as	though	you	still	fasted	according	to	your	own	will.
Daughter,	I	commanded	you	first	that	you	should	give	up	meat	and	eat	none,	and
you	have	obeyed	my	will	for	many	years	and	abstained	in	accordance	with	my
advice.	Therefore	I	now	order	you	to	take	up	eating	meat	again.’1
The	said	creature	with	reverent	dread	said,	‘Ah,	blessed	Lord,	the	people	who

have	known	of	my	abstinence	over	so	many	years	and	who	now	see	me	returning
to	eating	meat,	will	be	astonished	and	will,	I	suppose,	despise	me	and	scorn	me
because	of	this.’
Our	Lord	replied	to	her,	‘You	shall	take	no	heed	of	their	scorn,	but	let	every

man	say	what	he	will.’
Then	she	went	to	her	confessors	and	told	them	what	our	Lord	had	said	to	her.

When	her	confessors	knew	the	will	of	God,	they	charged	her	by	virtue	of
obedience	to	eat	meat,	as	she	had	done	many	years	before.	Then	she	had	much
scorn	and	many	a	rebuke	because	she	ate	meat	again.
She	had	also	made	a	vow	to	fast	one	day	in	the	week,	as	long	as	she	lived,	in

worship	of	our	Lady,	which	vow	she	kept	for	many	years.	Our	Lady,	appearing
to	her	soul,	bade	her	go	to	her	confessor	and	say	that	she	would	have	her
discharged	of	her	vow,	so	that	she	should	be	sufficiently	strong	to	bear	her
spiritual	labours,	for	without	bodily	strength	they	could	not	be	endured.	Then	her
confessor,	perceiving	with	discretion	that	this	was	the	appropriate	thing	to	do,
commanded	her	by	virtue	of	obedience	to	eat	moderately,	as	other	people	did,
when	God	wished	her	to	eat.	And	her	grace	was	not	decreased	but	rather
increased,	for	she	would	rather	have	fasted	than	eaten,	if	it	had	been	the	will	of
God.
Furthermore,	our	Lady	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	you	are	weak	enough	from

weeping	and	crying,	for	both	make	you	weak	and	feeble.	I	can	thank	you	more
for	eating	meat	for	my	love	than	for	fasting,	so	that	you	may	endure	your



for	eating	meat	for	my	love	than	for	fasting,	so	that	you	may	endure	your
perfection	of	weeping.’



Chapter	67

On	one	occasion	there	happened	to	be	a	great	fire	in	Bishop’s	Lynn,1 	which
burned	down	the	Guildhall	of	the	Trinity.	This	same	terrible	and	serious	fire	was
very	likely	to	have	burned	down	the	parish	church	–	dedicated	in	honour	of	St
Margaret,	a	stately	place	and	richly	honoured	–	and	also	the	whole	town	as	well,
had	there	been	no	grace	or	miracle.
The	said	creature	being	present	there,	and	seeing	the	dangerous	plight	of	the

whole	town,	cried	out	very	loudly	many	times	that	day,	and	wept	most
abundantly,	praying	for	grace	and	mercy	for	all	the	people.	And	notwithstanding
that	at	other	times	they	could	not	endure	her	crying	and	weeping	because	of	the
plentiful	grace	that	our	Lord	worked	in	her,	on	this	day,	in	order	to	lessen	their
physical	danger,	they	allowed	her	to	cry	and	weep	as	much	as	she	liked,	and
nobody	would	order	her	to	stop,	but	instead	begged	her	to	continue,	fully
trusting	and	believing	that	through	her	crying	and	weeping	our	Lord	would	take
them	to	mercy.
Then	her	confessor2 	came	to	her	and	asked	if	it	were	best	to	carry	the

sacrament	towards	the	fire,	or	not.
She	said,	‘Yes,	sir,	yes!	For	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	told	me	it	will	be	well.’
So	her	confessor,	parish	priest	of	St	Margaret’s	Church,	took	the	precious

sacrament	and	went	before	the	fire	as	devoutly	as	he	could	and	afterwards
brought	it	back	into	the	church	again	–	and	the	sparks	of	the	fire	flew	about	the
church.	The	said	creature,	desiring	to	follow	the	precious	sacrament	to	the	fire,
went	out	at	the	church	door,	and	as	soon	as	she	saw	the	terrible	flames	of	the
fire,	she	immediately	cried	with	a	loud	voice	and	much	weeping,	‘Good	Lord,
make	everything	all	right!’
These	words	worked	in	her	mind,	inasmuch	as	our	Lord	had	said	to	her	before

that	he	would	make	everything	all	right,	and	therefore	she	cried,	‘Good	Lord,
make	everything	all	right,	and	send	down	some	rain	or	storm	that	may	through
your	mercy	quench	this	fire	and	ease	my	heart.’
Afterwards	she	went	back	into	the	church,	and	then	she	saw	how	the	sparks

were	coming	into	the	choir	through	the	lantern	of	the	church.	Then	she	had	a



were	coming	into	the	choir	through	the	lantern	of	the	church.	Then	she	had	a
new	sorrow,	and	cried	very	loudly	again	for	grace	and	mercy,	with	great
abundance	of	tears.	Soon	after,	three	worthy	men	came	in	to	her	with	snow	on
their	clothes,	saying	to	her,	‘Look,	Margery,	God	has	shown	us	great	grace	and
sent	us	a	fair	snowstorm	to	quench	the	fire	with.	Be	now	of	good	cheer,	and
thank	God	for	it.’
And	with	a	great	cry	she	gave	praise	and	thanks	to	God	for	his	great	mercy

and	his	goodness,	especially	because	he	had	said	to	her	before	that	everything
would	be	well,	when	it	was	most	unlikely	to	be	well,	except	through	a	miracle
and	special	grace.	And	now	that	she	saw	that	all	was	well	indeed,	she	thought
she	had	great	reason	to	thank	our	Lord.
Then	her	confessor	came	to	her	and	said	he	believed	that	because	of	her

prayers	God	granted	them	to	be	delivered	out	of	their	great	danger,	for	without
devout	prayers	it	could	not	happen	that	the	air,	being	bright	and	clear,	should	so
soon	be	changed	into	clouds	and	darkness,	and	send	down	great	flakes	of	snow,
through	which	the	fire	was	hindered	in	its	natural	working	–	blessed	may	our
Lord	be.
Notwithstanding	the	grace	that	he	showed	for	her,	still,	when	the	dangers	were

past,	some	people	slandered	her	because	she	cried,	and	some	said	to	her	that	our
Lady	never	cried:	‘Why	do	you	cry	in	this	way?’	–	and	she	said,	because	she
could	not	do	otherwise.
Then	she	fled	from	people	into	the	Prior’s	chapel,	so	that	she	should	give

them	no	further	occasion.	When	she	was	there,	she	had	such	intense	recollection
of	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	of	his	precious	wounds,	and	how
dearly	he	bought	her,	that	she	cried	and	roared	amazingly,	so	that	she	could	be
heard	a	great	way	away,	and	she	could	not	restrain	herself	from	doing	so.
Then	she	was	astonished	how	our	Lady	might	suffer	or	endure	to	see	his

precious	body	being	scourged	and	hanged	on	the	cross.	It	also	came	into	her
mind	how	people	had	said	to	her	before	that	our	Lady,	Christ’s	own	mother,	did
not	cry	as	she	did,	and	that	caused	her	to	say	in	her	crying,	‘Lord,	I	am	not	your
mother.	Take	away	this	pain	from	me,	for	I	cannot	bear	it.	Your	Passion	will	kill
me.’
So	a	worthy	cleric	came	past	her,	a	doctor	of	divinity,	and	said,	‘If	I	could

have	such	a	sorrow	for	our	Lord’s	Passion,	I’d	rather	have	it	than	twenty
pounds!’
Then	the	said	doctor	sent	for	her	to	come	and	speak	with	him	where	he	was,

and	she	very	willingly	went	to	him	in	his	chamber,	weeping	tears.	That	worthy
and	estimable	cleric	made	her	have	a	drink	and	was	very	welcoming	to	her.
Afterwards	he	led	her	to	an	altar,	and	asked	what	was	the	reason	that	she	cried
and	wept	so	bitterly.	Then	she	told	him	many	great	causes	of	her	weeping,	and



yet	she	told	him	of	no	revelation.3 	And	he	said	she	was	much	obliged	to	love
our	Lord	for	the	tokens	of	love	that	he	showed	her	in	various	ways.
Afterwards	there	came	a	parson	who	had	taken	a	degree,	and	who	would

preach	both	morning	and	afternoon.	And	as	he	preached	most	holily	and
devoutly,	the	said	creature	was	moved	by	devotion	during	his	sermon,	and	at	last
she	burst	out	with	a	cry,	and	people	began	to	grumble	about	her	crying,	for	this
was	in	the	time	that	the	good	friar	preached	against	her,	as	is	written	before,	and
also	before	our	Lord	took	her	crying	from	her.	(For	although	that	matter	is
written	before	this,	nevertheless	it	happened	after	this.)
Then	the	parson	stopped	for	a	little	while	from	his	preaching	and	said	to	the

people,	‘Friends,	be	quiet,	and	do	not	complain	about	this	woman,	for	each	of
you	may	sin	mortally	in	her,	and	she	is	not	the	cause,	but	rather	your	own
judgement.	For,	though	this	manner	of	proceeding	may	seem	both	good	and	bad,
yet	you	ought	to	judge	for	the	best	in	your	hearts	–	and	I	do	not	doubt	that	it	is	a
very	good	thing.	I	also	dare	say	it	is	a	most	gracious	gift	of	God,	blessed	may	he
be.’
Then	the	people	blessed	him	for	his	good	words,	and	were	all	the	more	moved

to	believe	in	his	holy	deeds.	Afterwards,	when	the	sermon	was	ended,	a	good
friend	of	the	said	creature	met	the	friar	who	had	preached	so	keenly	against	her,
and	asked	him	what	he	thought	of	her.	The	friar,	answering	back	sharply,	said,
‘She	has	a	devil	within	her,’	not	at	all	shifted	from	his	opinion,	but	instead
defending	his	error.



Chapter	68

Soon	afterwards,	the	Chapter	of	the	Preaching	Friars	was	held	at	Lynn,	and	to
that	there	came	many	worthy	clerics	of	that	holy	order,	one	of	whom	was	to
preach	a	sermon	in	the	parish	church.
And	amongst	others	who	had	come	to	the	said	Chapter	was	a	worthy	doctor

called	Master	Custawns,1 	and	he	had	known	the	said	creature	many	years
before.	When	this	creature	heard	tell	that	he	had	come	there,	she	went	to	him	and
showed	him	why	she	cried	and	wept	so	bitterly,	in	order	to	learn	if	he	could	find
any	fault	in	her	crying	or	in	her	weeping.
The	worthy	doctor	said	to	her,	‘Margery,	I	have	read	of	a	holy	woman	to

whom	God	had	given	great	grace	of	weeping	and	crying	as	he	has	done	to	you.
In	the	church	where	she	lived	was	a	priest	who	had	no	favourable	opinion	of	her
weeping,	and	caused	her	through	his	prompting	to	go	out	of	the	church.2 	When
she	was	in	the	churchyard,	she	prayed	God	that	the	priest	might	have	some
feeling	of	the	grace	that	she	felt,	just	as	surely	as	it	did	not	lie	in	her	power	to	cry
out	or	weep	except	when	God	willed.	And	so,	suddenly,	our	Lord	sent	him	such
devotion	during	his	mass,	that	he	could	not	control	himself,	and	then,	after	that,
he	no	longer	wished	to	despise	her	but	rather	to	comfort	her.’
Thus	the	said	doctor,	confirming	her	crying	and	her	weeping,	said	it	was	a

gracious	and	a	special	gift	of	God,	and	God	was	highly	to	be	magnified	for	his
gift.
And	then	the	same	doctor	went	to	another	doctor	of	divinity,	who	was

assigned	to	preach	in	the	parish	church	before	all	the	people,	asking	him	that,	if
the	said	creature	cried	out	or	wept	at	his	sermon,	he	would	bear	with	it	meekly,
and	not	be	at	all	dismayed	by	it,	nor	speak	against	it.	So	afterwards,	when	the
worthy	doctor	was	going	to	preach,	and	was	brought	fittingly	to	the	pulpit,	he
began	to	preach	most	holily	and	devoutly	of	our	Lady’s	Assumption,3 	and	the
said	creature	–	lifted	up	in	her	mind	by	high	sweetness	and	devotion	–	burst	out
with	a	loud	voice	and	cried	very	loudly,	and	wept	very	bitterly.	The	worthy



doctor	stood	still,	and	bore	with	it	meekly	until	it	stopped,	and	afterwards	he
preached	his	sermon	through	to	the	end.
In	the	afternoon	he	sent	for	the	same	creature	to	the	place	where	he	was,	and

made	her	very	welcome.	Then	she	thanked	him	for	his	meekness	and	his	charity,
which	he	showed	in	putting	up	with	her	crying	and	her	weeping	in	the	morning
at	his	sermon.	The	worthy	doctor	replied	to	her,	‘Margery,	I	would	not	have
spoken	against	you,	though	you	had	cried	until	evening.	If	you	will	come	to
Norwich,	you	will	be	very	welcome	and	have	such	hospitality	as	I	can	offer
you.’
Thus	God	sent	her	an	excellent	patron	in	this	worthy	doctor,	to	strengthen	her

against	her	detractors,	worshipped	be	his	name.
Afterwards,	in	Lent,	a	good	clerk,	an	Augustinian	Friar,	preached	in	his	own

house	at	Lynn4 	and	had	a	very	large	audience,	the	said	creature	being	present	at
that	time.	And	God,	of	his	goodness,	inspired	the	friar	to	preach	a	great	deal
about	his	Passion,	so	compassionately	and	so	devoutly	that	she	could	not	bear	it.
Then	she	fell	down	weeping	and	crying	so	violently	that	many	people	were
astonished	at	her,	and	cursed	her	most	vehemently,	supposing	that	she	could
have	left	off	her	crying	if	she	had	wished,	inasmuch	as	the	good	friar	had	so
preached	against	it,	as	is	written	before.	And	then	this	good	man	who	now
preached	at	this	time	said	to	the	people,	‘Friends,	be	quiet	–	you	know	very	little
what	she	is	feeling.’
And	so	the	people	stopped	and	were	still,	and	heard	out	the	sermon	in

quietness	and	rest	of	body	and	soul.



Chapter	69

Also,	on	a	Good	Friday	at	St	Margaret’s	Church,	the	Prior1 	of	the	same	place
and	the	same	town	of	Lynn	was	going	to	preach.	And	he	took	as	his	theme
‘Jesus	is	dead’.	Then	the	said	creature,	all	wounded	with	pity	and	compassion,
cried	and	wept	as	if	she	had	seen	our	Lord	dead	with	her	bodily	eyes.	The
worthy	Prior	and	doctor	of	divinity	bore	with	her	most	meekly	and	held	nothing
against	her.
Another	time,	Bishop	Wakeryng,2 	Bishop	of	Norwich,	preachcd	at	Lynn	in

the	said	Church	of	St	Margaret,	and	this	creature	cried	and	wept	most	violently
during	his	sermon,	and	he	put	up	with	it	most	meekly	and	patiently,	and	so	did
many	a	worthy	clerk,	both	regular	and	secular,	for	there	was	never	any	clerk	who
preached	openly	against	her	crying	except	the	Grey	Friar,	as	is	written	before.
So	our	Lord	of	his	mercy,	just	as	he	had	promised	the	said	creature	that	he

would	ever	provide	for	her,	stirring	the	spirits	of	two	good	clerics3 	who	had	for
many	long	years	known	her	conversings	and	all	her	search	for	perfection,	made
them	strong	and	bold	to	speak	for	his	part	in	excusing	the	said	creature,	both	in
the	pulpit	and	outside	it,	wherever	they	heard	anything	moved	against	her,
strengthening	their	arguments	sufficiently	with	authorities	from	holy	scripture.
Of	these	clerks,	one	was	a	White	Friar,	a	doctor	of	divinity;	the	other	was	a
bachelor	of	canon	law,	a	man	who	had	laboured	much	on	the	scriptures.
And	then	some	envious	persons	complained	to	the	Provincial	of	the	White

Friars4 	that	the	said	doctor	was	associating	too	much	with	the	said	creature,
forasmuch	as	he	supported	her	in	her	weeping	and	in	her	crying,	and	also
informed	her	in	questions	of	scripture,5 	when	she	would	ask	him	any.	Then	he
was	admonished,	by	virtue	of	obedience,	that	he	should	no	longer	speak	with	her
nor	inform	her	about	any	texts	of	scripture,	and	that	was	most	painful	to	him,	for,
as	he	said	to	some	people,	he	would	rather	have	lost	a	hundred	pounds,	if	he	had
had	it,	than	her	conversation	–	it	was	so	spiritual	and	fruitful.
When	her	confessor	perceived	how	the	worthy	doctor	was	charged	by

obedience	that	he	should	not	speak	with	her,	then	he,	to	exclude	all	opportunity
and	occasion,	also	warned	her	by	virtue	of	obedience	that	she	should	not	go	any



and	occasion,	also	warned	her	by	virtue	of	obedience	that	she	should	not	go	any
more	to	the	friars,	nor	speak	with	the	said	doctor,	nor	ask	him	any	questions,	as
she	had	done	before.
And	then	her	thoughts	were	very	sorrowful	and	gloomy,	for	she	was	excluded

from	much	spiritual	comfort.	She	would	rather	have	lost	any	earthly	good	than
his	conversation,	for	it	was	to	her	a	great	increasing	of	virtue.
Then	long	afterwards,	she	happened	as	she	went	along	the	street	to	meet	the

said	doctor,	and	neither	of	them	spoke	one	word	to	the	other,	and	then	she	had	a
great	cry,	with	many	tears.	Afterwards,	when	she	came	to	her	meditation,	she
said	in	her	mind	to	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	‘Alas,	Lord,	why	may	I	have	no
comfort	from	this	worthy	clerk,	who	has	known	me	so	many	years	and	often
strengthened	me	in	your	love?	Now	you	have,	Lord,	taken	from	me	the	anchorite
–	I	trust	to	your	mercy	–	the	most	special	and	singular	comfort	that	I	ever	had	on
earth,	for	he	always	loved	me	for	your	love	and	would	never	forsake	me	while
he	lived	for	anything	that	anyone	could	say	or	do.	And	now	Master	Aleyn	is
barred	from	seeing	me,	and	I	from	him.	Sir	Thomas	Andrew	and	Sir	John	Amy6
have	got	benefices	and	are	out	of	town.	Master	Robert	scarcely	dares	speak	to
me.	Now	I	have	in	a	way	no	comfort	from	either	man	or	child.’
Our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	answering	in	her	mind,	said,	‘Daughter,	I	am

more	worthy	of	your	soul	than	ever	was	the	anchorite	and	all	the	others	you	have
mentioned,	or	than	all	the	world	may	be,	and	I	shall	comfort	you	myself,	for	I
would	speak	to	you	more	often	than	you	will	let	me.	And,	daughter,	I	want	you
to	know	that	you	will	speak	to	Master	Aleyn	again,	as	you	have	done	before.’
And	then	our	Lord	sent,	through	the	provision	of	the	Prior	of	Lynn,	a	priest	to

be	the	keeper	of	a	chapel	of	our	Lady,	called	the	Gesine,7 	within	the	church	of
St	Margaret,	and	this	priest	many	times	heard	her	confession	in	the	absence	of
her	principal	confessor.	And	to	this	priest	she	confided	her	whole	life,	as	near	as
she	could,	from	her	young	age,	both	her	sins,	her	troubles,	her	trials,	her
contemplations,	and	also	her	revelations,	and	such	grace	as	God	worked	in	her
through	his	mercy,	and	so	that	priest	well	believed	that	God	performed	very
great	grace	in	her.



Chapter	70

At	one	time	God	visited	the	said	doctor,	Master	Aleyn,	with	great	sickness	so
that	no	man	who	saw	him	would	promise	him	life.	And	so	the	said	creature	was
told	of	his	sickness.	Then	she	grieved	for	him,	especially	because	she	had	had	it
by	revelation	that	she	should	speak	with	him	again	as	she	had	done	before	and,	if
he	had	died	of	this	illness,	her	feeling	would	not	have	been	true.
Therefore	she	ran	into	the	choir	at	St	Margaret’s	Church,	kneeling	down

before	the	sacrament	and	saying	in	this	way:	‘Ah,	Lord,	I	pray	you,	for	all	the
goodness	that	you	have	shown	me,	and	as	surely	as	you	love	me,	let	this	worthy
cleric	never	die	until	I	may	speak	with	him,	as	you	have	promised	me	that	I
should	do.	And	you,	glorious	Queen	of	Mercy,	remember	what	he	used	to	say
about	you	in	his	sermons:	he	used	to	say,	Lady,	that	he	was	indeed	blessed	who
had	you	for	his	friend,	for,	when	you	prayed,	all	the	company	of	heaven	prayed
with	you.	Now,	for	the	blissful	love	that	you	had	for	your	son,	let	him	live	until
such	time	as	he	has	leave	to	speak	with	me,	and	I	with	him,	for	now	we	are
separated	by	obedience.’
Then	she	was	answered	in	her	soul	that	he	should	not	die	before	the	time	that

she	had	permission	to	speak	with	him,	and	he	with	her,	as	they	had	done	years
before.
And,	as	our	Lord	willed,	a	short	time	afterwards	the	worthy	cleric	recovered

and	went	about	hale	and	healthy,	and	had	leave	from	his	Provincial	to	speak	with
the	said	creature.	And	she	had	leave	from	her	confessor	to	speak	with	him.
It	so	happened	that	the	said	doctor	was	to	dine	in	town	with	a	worthy	woman

who	had	taken	the	mantle	and	the	ring1 	and	he	sent	for	the	said	creature	to	come
and	speak	with	him.	She,	much	surprised	at	this,	got	permission	and	went	to	him.
When	she	came	into	the	place	where	he	was,	she	could	not	speak	for	weeping
and	for	joy	that	she	had	in	our	Lord,	inasmuch	as	she	found	her	feeling	true	and
not	deceptive,	in	that	he	had	leave	to	speak	to	her,	and	she	to	him.
Then	the	worthy	doctor	said	to	her,	‘Margery,	you	are	welcome	to	me,	for	I

have	long	been	kept	from	you,	and	now	our	Lord	has	sent	you	here	so	that	I	may
speak	with	you,	blessed	may	he	be.’



There	was	a	dinner	of	great	joy	and	gladness,	much	more	spiritual	than	bodily,
for	it	was	sauced	and	savoured	with	tales	from	holy	scripture.	And	then	he	gave
the	said	creature	a	pair	of	knives,2 	in	token	that	he	would	stand	with	her	in
God’s	cause,	as	he	had	done	before.



Chapter	71

One	day	there	came	a	priest	to	the	said	creature	who	had	great	faith	in	her
feelings	and	in	her	revelations	–	but	desired	to	test	them	at	various	times	–	and
asked	her	to	pray	to	our	Lord	that	she	might	have	some	understanding	whether
the	Prior	of	Lynn,	who	was	a	good	patron	of	the	said	priest,	should	be	removed
or	not.	Just	as	she	felt,	she	was	to	give	him	a	true	account.	She	prayed	for	the
said	matter	and,	when	she	had	an	answer	to	it,	she	told	the	priest	that	the	Prior	of
Lynn,	his	master,	should	be	called	home	to	Norwich,	and	another	of	his	brethren
should	be	sent	to	Lynn	in	his	stead.1 	And	so	it	was	indeed.	But	he	that	was	sent
to	Lynn	only	stayed	there	a	little	while	before	he	was	called	home	to	Norwich
again,	and	he	that	had	been	Prior	of	Lynn	before	was	sent	to	Lynn	again,	and
stayed	there	about	four	years	until	he	died.
And	in	the	meantime,	the	said	creature	often	had	a	feeling	that	he	who	was

last	called	home	to	Norwich,	and	only	stayed	a	little	while	at	Lynn,	should	yet	be
Prior	of	Lynn	again.	She	would	give	no	credence	to	this,	inasmuch	as	he	had
already	been	there,	and	was	within	a	little	while	called	home	again.
Then	as	she	once	walked	up	and	down	in	the	White	Friars’	church	at	Lynn,2

she	felt	a	wonderfully	sweet	and	heavenly	savour,	so	that	she	thought	she	might
have	lived	by	means	of	it,	without	food	or	drink,	if	it	would	have	continued.	And
in	that	moment	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	by	this	sweet	smell	you	may
know	that	there	shall	in	a	short	time	be	a	new	Prior	in	Lynn,	and	that	shall	be	he
who	was	last	removed	from	there.’
And	soon	after	the	old	Prior	died,	and	then	our	Lord	said	to	her	as	she	lay	in

her	bed,	‘Daughter,	loath	as	you	are	to	believe	my	stirrings,	you	shall	yet	see
him,	of	whom	I	told	you	before,	Prior	of	Lynn	before	the	week	is	out.’
And	so	our	Lord	repeated	this	matter	to	her	each	day	for	a	week,	until	she	saw

it	was	so	indeed,	and	then	she	was	very	glad	and	joyful	that	her	feeling	was	true.
Afterwards,	when	this	worthy	man	had	come	to	Lynn	and	had	lived	there	only

a	little	while	–	he	was	a	most	respected	clerk,	a	doctor	of	divinity	–	he	was
appointed	to	go	over	the	sea	to	the	King	in	France,	together	with	other	clerks	as
well,	among	the	worthiest	in	England.



well,	among	the	worthiest	in	England.
Then	a	priest	who	had	an	office	under	the	said	Prior	came	to	the	said	creature

and	begged	her	to	bear	this	matter	in	mind,	when	God	should	minister	his	holy
dalliance	to	her	soul,	and	discover	in	this	matter	whether	the	Prior	should	go
over	the	sea	or	not.	And	so	she	prayed	to	have	some	understanding	in	this
matter,	and	she	was	answered	that	he	would	not	go.	Nevertheless,	he	himself
expected	to	have	gone,	and	was	all	prepared	for	it,	and	had	with	great	grief	taken
leave	of	his	friends,	supposing	never	to	have	come	back,	for	he	was	a	very	weak
man	and	had	a	feeble	constitution.	And	in	the	meantime	the	King	died,3 	and	the
Prior	stayed	at	home.	And	so	her	feeling	was	true,	without	deception.
It	was	also	voiced	about	that	the	Bishop	of	Winchester	was	dead,4 	and,

notwithstanding	that,	she	had	a	feeling	that	he	was	alive	–	and	so	it	was	in	truth.
And	so	she	had	feelings	about	many	more	than	can	be	written,	which	our	Lord,
of	his	mercy,	revealed	to	her	understanding,	though	she	were	unworthy	by	her
own	merits.



Chapter	72

So	by	process	of	time	her	mind	and	her	thoughts	were	so	joined	to	God	that	she
never	forgot	him,	but	had	him	in	mind	continually,	and	beheld	him	in	all
creatures.	And	the	more	that	she	ever	increased	in	love	and	in	devotion,	the	more
she	increased	in	sorrow	and	in	contrition,	in	lowness,	in	meekness,	and	in	holy
dread	of	our	Lord,	and	in	knowledge	of	her	own	frailty,	so	that,	if	she	saw	a
creature	being	punished	or	sharply	chastised,	she	would	think	that	she	was	more
worthy	to	be	chastised	than	that	creature,	for	her	unkindness	towards	God.	Then
she	would	cry,	weep	and	sob	for	her	own	sin,	and	for	compassion	of	the	creature
that	she	saw	being	so	punished	and	sharply	chastised.
If	she	saw	a	prince,	a	prelate,	or	a	worthy	man	of	state	and	degree,	whom	men

worshipped	and	reverenced	with	lowness	and	meekness,	her	mind	was
immediately	refreshed	in	our	Lord,	thinking	what	joy,	what	bliss,	what	worship
and	reverence	he	had	in	heaven	among	his	blessed	saints,	since	a	mortal	man	had
such	great	honours	on	earth.
And	most	of	all,	when	she	saw	the	precious	sacrament	borne	about	the	town

with	lights	and	reverence,	the	people	kneeling	on	their	knees,	then	she	had	many
holy	thoughts	and	meditations,	and	then	she	would	often	cry	and	roar,	as	though
she	would	have	burst,	for	the	faith	and	the	trust	that	she	had	in	the	precious
sacrament.
The	said	creature	was	also	desired	by	many	people	to	be	with	them	at	their

dying	and	to	pray	for	them,	for,	although	they	had	no	love	for	her	weeping	or	her
crying	during	their	lifetimes,	they	desired	that	she	should	both	weep	and	cry
when	they	were	dying,	and	so	she	did.	When	she	saw	people	anointed1 	she	had
many	holy	thoughts,	many	holy	meditations,	and	–	if	she	saw	them	dying	–	she
thought	she	saw	our	Lord	dying,	and	sometimes	our	Lady,	as	our	God	would
illumine	her	spiritual	sight	with	understanding.	Then	she	would	cry,	weep	and
sob	amazingly,	as	if	she	had	beheld	our	Lord	in	his	dying,	or	our	Lady	in	her
dying.	And	she	thought	in	her	mind	that	God	took	many	out	of	this	world	who
would	have	very	gladly	lived,	‘and	I,	Lord,’	she	thought,	‘would	very	gladly



come	to	you,	and	for	me	you	have	no	yearning,’	and	such	thoughts	increased	her
weeping	and	her	sobbing.
On	one	occasion,	a	worthy	lady	sent	for	her	to	talk	with	her,	and	as	they	were

in	conversation,	the	lady	paid	her	a	kind	of	respect	and	praise,	and	it	was	great
pain	to	her	to	have	any	praise.	Nevertheless	she	immediately	offered	it	up	to	our
Lord	–	for	she	desired	no	praise	but	his	alone	–	with	a	great	cry	and	many	devout
tears.
So	there	was	neither	honour	nor	praise,	love	nor	detraction,	shame	nor

contempt,	that	might	draw	her	love	from	God,	but,	after	the	saying	of	St	Paul,
‘To	them	that	love	God,	all	things	turn	into	goodness,’2 	and	so	it	happened	with
her.	Whatever	she	saw	or	heard,	her	love	and	her	spiritual	affection	always
increased	towards	our	Lord	–	blessed	may	he	be	–	who	worked	such	grace	in	her
for	many	men’s	profit.
Another	time	she	was	sent	for	by	another	worthy	lady	who	had	a	large	retinue

about	her,	and	great	honour	and	great	reverence	was	shown	her.	When	the	said
creature	saw	all	her	retinue	about	her	and	the	great	reverence	and	honour	that
was	shown	her,	she	fell	to	much	weeping	and	cried	out	at	it	most	sorrowfully.
There	was	a	priest	who	heard	how	she	cried	and	wept	–	and	he	was	a	man	not
savouring	spiritual	things	–	and	he	cursed	her,	saying	to	her,	‘What	the	devil’s
wrong	with	you?	Why	do	you	weep	so?	God	give	you	sorrow!’
She	sat	still,	and	answered	not	a	word.	Then	the	lady	took	her	into	a	garden	by

themselves	alone,	and	asked	her	to	tell	her	why	she	cried	so	grievously.	And
then	she,	supposing	it	was	fitting	to	do	so,	told	her	in	part	of	the	cause.	Then	the
lady	was	displeased	with	her	priest,	who	had	so	spoken	against	her,	and	had
great	love	for	her,	desiring	and	asking	her	still	to	remain	with	her.	Then	she
excused	herself,	and	said	she	could	not	agree	with	the	manner	of	dress	and
behaviour	that	she	saw	among	her	household.



Chapter	73

On	Holy	Thursday,1 	as	the	said	creature	went	in	procession	with	other	people,
she	saw	in	her	soul	our	Lady,	St	Mary	Magdalene,	and	the	twelve	apostles.	And
then	she	beheld	with	her	spiritual	eye	how	our	Lady	took	her	leave	of	her
blessed	son,	Jesus,	how	he	kissed	her	and	all	his	apostles,	and	also	his	true	lover,
Mary	Magdalene.	Then	she	thought	it	was	a	sorrowful	parting,	and	also	a	joyful
parting.	When	she	beheld	this	sight	in	her	soul,	she	fell	down	in	the	field	among
the	people.2 	She	cried,	she	roared,	she	wept	as	though	she	would	have	burst.
She	could	not	control	herself	or	master	herself,	but	cried	and	roared	so	that	many
people	were	astonished	at	her.	But	she	took	no	notice	of	what	anyone	said	or	did,
for	her	mind	was	occupied	with	our	Lord.
She	felt	many	a	holy	thought	at	that	time	which	she	could	never	know

afterwards.	She	had	forgotten	all	earthly	things	and	only	attended	to	spiritual
things.	She	thought	that	all	her	joy	was	gone.	She	saw	her	Lord	ascend	up	into
heaven,3 	yet	she	could	not	do	without	him	on	earth.	Therefore	she	desired	to	go
with	him,	for	all	her	joy	and	all	her	bliss	was	in	him,	and	she	well	knew	that	she
would	never	have	joy	or	bliss	until	she	came	to	him.	Such	holy	thoughts	and
holy	desires	caused	her	to	weep,	and	people	did	not	know	what	was	wrong	with
her.
Another	time,	the	said	creature	beheld	how	our	Lady	was	–	as	she	thought	–

dying,4 	and	all	the	apostles	kneeling	before	her	and	asking	for	grace.	Then	she
cried	and	wept	grievously.	The	apostles	commanded	her	to	stop,	and	be	quiet.
The	creature	answered	the	apostles,	‘Would	you	have	it	that	I	should	see	the
mother	of	God	dying	and	not	weep?	It	may	not	be,	for	I	am	so	full	of	sorrow	that
I	may	not	withstand	it.	I	simply	must	cry	and	weep.’
And	then	she	said	in	her	soul	to	our	Lady,	‘Ah,	blessed	Lady,	pray	for	me	to

your	son,	that	I	may	come	to	you,	and	no	longer	be	delayed	from	you;	for,	Lady,
this	is	all	too	great	a	sorrow,	to	be	both	at	your	son’s	death,	and	at	your	death,
and	not	die	with	you,	but	still	live	on	alone	and	have	no	comfort	with	me.’



Then	our	gracious	Lady	answered	to	her	soul,	promising	her	to	pray	for	her	to
her	son,	and	said,	‘Daughter,	all	these	sorrows	that	you	have	had	for	me	and	for
my	blessed	son	shall	turn	for	you	to	great	joy	and	bliss	in	heaven	without	end.
And	do	not	doubt,	daughter,	that	you	shall	come	to	us	indeed,	and	be	most
welcome	when	you	come.	But	you	may	not	come	yet,	for	you	shall	come	in	very
good	time.	And,	daughter,	be	assured	that	you	will	find	me	a	true	mother	to	you,
to	help	you	and	succour	you	as	a	mother	ought	to	her	daughter,	and	obtain	for
you	grace	and	virtue.	And	the	same	pardon	that	was	granted	you	before	was
confirmed	on	St	Nicholas’s	Day	–	that	is	to	say,	plenary	remission5 	–	and	it	is
not	only	granted	to	you,	but	also	to	all	those	who	believe,	and	to	all	those	who
shall	believe	until	the	world’s	end,	that	God	loves	you,	and	will	thank	God	for
you.	If	they	will	forsake	their	sin,	and	fully	intend	to	turn	to	it	no	more,	but	are
sorry	and	grieved	for	what	they	have	done	and	will	do	due	penance	for	it,	then
they	shall	have	the	same	pardon	that	is	granted	to	yourself,	and	that	is	all	the
pardon	that	is	in	Jerusalem,	as	was	granted	to	you	when	you	were	at	Ramleh,’	–
as	is	written	before.



Chapter	74

The	said	creature	one	day	hearing	her	mass,	and	turning	over	in	her	mind	the
time	of	her	death,	grievously	sighing	and	sorrowing	because	it	was	so	long
delayed,	said	in	this	way:	‘Alas,	Lord,	how	long	shall	I	thus	weep	and	mourn	for
your	love	and	for	desire	of	your	presence?’
Our	Lord	answered	in	her	soul,	and	said,	‘All	these	fifteen	years.’
Then	said	she,	‘Ah,	Lord,	I	shall	think	it	many	thousand	years.’
Our	Lord	answered	to	her,	‘Daughter,	you	must	think	to	yourself	of	my

blessed	mother,	who	lived	on	after	me	on	earth	for	fifteen	years;1 	also	St	John
the	Evangelist,	and	Mary	Magdalene,2 	who	loved	me	most	highly.’
‘Ah,	blissful	Lord,’	said	she,	‘I	wish	I	were	as	worthy	to	be	assured	of	your

love	as	Mary	Magdalene	was.’
Then	our	Lord	said,	‘Truly,	daughter,	I	love	you	as	well,	and	the	same	peace

that	I	gave	to	her,	the	same	peace	I	give	to	you.	For,	daughter,	no	saint	in	heaven
is	displeased,	though	I	love	a	creature	on	earth	as	much	as	I	do	them.	Therefore
they	do	not	wish	otherwise	than	as	I	wish.’
Thus	our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	drew	this	creature	to	his	love	and	to

recollection	of	his	Passion,	so	that	she	could	not	endure	to	look	at	a	leper	or	any
other	sick	man,	especially	if	he	had	any	wounds	showing	on	him.	Then	she	cried
so	and	wept,	as	if	she	had	seen	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	with	his	wounds
bleeding.3 	And	so	she	did	in	the	sight	of	her	soul,	for	through	the	beholding	of
the	sick	man	her	mind	was	all	taken	into	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ.
Then	she	felt	great	mourning	and	sorrow	because	she	might	not	kiss	the

lepers,	for	the	love	of	Jesus,	when	she	saw	them	or	met	with	them	in	the	streets.
Now	she	began	to	love	what	she	had	most	hated	before,	for	there	was	nothing
more	loathsome	or	abominable	to	her	while	she	was	in	her	years	of	worldly
prosperity	than	to	see	a	leper,	whom	now,	through	our	Lord’s	mercy,	she	desired
to	embrace	and	kiss	for	the	love	of	Jesus,	when	she	had	time	and	a	convenient
place.4



Then	she	told	her	confessor	how	great	a	desire	she	had	to	kiss	lepers,	and	he
warned	her	that	she	should	kiss	no	men,	but,	if	she	would	kiss	anyhow,	she
should	kiss	women.	Then	she	was	glad,	because	she	had	permission	to	kiss	the
sick	women,	and	went	to	a	place	where	sick	women	lived	who	were	very	full	of
the	disease,5 	and	fell	down	on	her	knees	before	them,	begging	them	that	she
might	kiss	their	mouths	for	the	love	of	Jesus.	And	so	she	there	kissed	two	sick
women,	with	many	a	holy	thought	and	many	a	devout	tear	and,	when	she	had
kissed	them,	she	spoke	very	many	good	words	to	them,	and	stirred	them	to
meekness	and	patience,	that	they	should	not	resent	their	illness,	but	thank	God
highly	for	it,	and	they	should	have	great	bliss	in	heaven	through	the	mercy	of	our
Lord	Jesus	Christ.
Then	one	woman	had	so	many	temptations	that	she	did	not	know	how	best	to

behave.	She	was	so	troubled	by	her	spiritual	enemy	that	she	did	not	dare	to	bless
herself,	nor	offer	any	worship	to	God,	for	fear	that	the	devil	would	slay	her.	And
she	was	tormented	with	many	foul	and	horrible	thoughts,	many	more	than	she
could	tell.	And,	as	she	said,	she	was	a	virgin.6 	Therefore	the	said	creature	went
to	her	many	times	to	comfort	her,	and	prayed	for	her,	most	especially	that	God
should	strengthen	her	against	her	enemy.	And	it	is	to	be	believed	that	he	did	so,
blessed	may	he	be.



Chapter	75

As	the	said	creature	was	in	a	church	of	St	Margaret	to	say	her	devotions,	there
came	a	man	and	knelt	behind	her	back,	wringing	his	hands	and	showing	signs	of
great	distress.	She,	perceiving	his	distress,	asked	what	was	troubling	him.	He
said	things	were	very	difficult	for	him,	because	his	wife	had	just	had	a	baby,	and
she	was	out	of	her	mind.1
‘And,	lady,’	he	said,	‘she	doesn’t	know	me,	or	any	of	her	neighbours.	She

roars	and	cries,	so	that	she	scares	folk	badly.	She’ll	both	hit	out	and	bite,	and	so
she’s	manacled	on	her	wrists.’
Then	she	asked	the	man	if	he	would	like	her	to	go	with	him	and	see	her,	and

he	said,	‘Yes,	lady,	for	God’s	love.’	So	she	went	off	with	him	to	see	the	woman.
And	when	she	came	into	the	house,	as	soon	as	that	sick	woman	who	had	lost	her
reason	saw	her,	she	spoke	to	her	seriously	and	kindly,	and	said	she	was	most
welcome	to	her.	And	she	was	very	glad	she	had	come,	and	greatly	comforted	by
her	presence.	‘For	you	are,’	she	said,	‘a	very	good	woman,	and	I	behold	many
fair	angels	round	about	you,	and	therefore,	I	pray	you,	don’t	leave	me,	for	I	am
greatly	comforted	by	you.’
And	when	other	people	came	to	her,	she	cried	and	gaped	as	if	she	would	have

eaten	them,	and	said	that	she	saw	many	devils	around	them.	She	would	not
willingly	allow	them	to	touch	her.	She	roared	and	cried	so,	for	the	most	part	of
both	day	and	night,	that	people	would	not	allow	her	to	live	amongst	them,	she
was	so	tiresome	to	them.	Then	she	was	taken	to	a	room	at	the	furthest	end	of	the
town,	so	that	people	should	not	hear	her	crying.	And	there	she	was	bound	hand
and	foot	with	chains	of	iron,	so	that	she	should	not	strike	anybody.
And	the	said	creature	went	to	her	each	day,	once	or	twice	at	least;	and	while

she	was	with	her	she	was	meek	enough,	and	heard	her	talk	and	chat	willingly,
and	without	any	roaring	or	crying.	And	the	said	creature	prayed	for	this	woman
every	day	that	God	should,	if	it	were	his	will,	restore	her	to	her	wits	again.	And
our	Lord	answered	in	her	soul	and	said	she	should	get	on	very	well.	Then	she
was	bolder	to	pray	for	her	recovery	than	she	was	before,	and	each	day,	weeping
and	sorrowing,	prayed	for	her	recovery	until	God	gave	her	her	wits	and	her	mind



again.	And	then	she	was	brought	to	church	and	purified	as	other	women	are,
blessed	may	God	be.2
It	was,	as	they	thought	who	knew	about	it,	a	very	great	miracle,	for	he	who

wrote	this	book	had	never	before	that	time	seen	any	man	or	woman,	as	he
thought,	so	far	out	of	herself	as	this	woman	was,	nor	so	hard	to	control,	and
afterwards	he	saw	her	serious	and	sober	enough	–	worship	and	praise	be	to	our
Lord	without	end	for	his	high	mercy	and	his	goodness,	who	ever	helps	at	time	of
need.



Chapter	76

It	happened	one	time	that	the	husband	of	the	said	creature	–	a	man	of	great	age,
over	sixty	years	old	–	would	have	come	down	from	his	chamber	bare-foot	and
bare-legged,	and	he	slithered,	or	else	missed	his	footing,	and	fell	to	the	ground
from	the	stairs,	with	his	head	twisted	underneath	him,	seriously	broken	and
bruised,	so	much	so	that	he	had	five	linen	plugs	in	the	wounds	in	his	head1 	for
many	days	while	his	head	was	healing.
And,	as	God	willed,	it	was	known	to	some	of	his	neighbours	how	he	had

fallen	down	the	stairs,	perhaps	through	the	din	and	the	rushing	of	his	falling.
And	so	they	came	in	to	him	and	found	him	lying	with	his	head	twisted	under
himself,	half	alive,	all	streaked	with	blood,	and	never	likely	to	have	spoken	with
priest	nor	clerk,	except	through	high	grace	and	miracle.
Then	the	said	creature,	his	wife,	was	sent	for,	and	so	she	came	to	him.	Then	he

was	taken	up	and	his	head	was	sewn,	and	he	was	ill	for	a	long	time	after,	so	that
people	thought	he	would	die.	And	then	people	said,	if	he	died,	his	wife	deserved
to	be	hanged	for	his	death,	for	as	much	as	she	could	have	looked	after	him	and
did	not.	They	did	not	live	together,	nor	did	they	sleep	together,	for	–	as	it	is
written	before	–	they	both	with	one	assent	and	with	the	free	will	of	each	other
had	made	a	vow	to	live	chaste.	And	therefore,	to	avoid	all	risks,	they	lived	in
different	places,	where	no	suspicion	could	be	had	of	their	lack	of	chastity.	For,	at
first,	they	lived	together	after	they	had	made	their	vow,	and	then	people
slandered	them,	and	said	they	enjoyed	their	lust	and	their	pleasure	as	they	did
before	the	making	of	their	vow.	And	when	they	went	out	on	pilgrimage,	or	to	see
and	speak	with	other	spiritually	minded	creatures,	many	evil	folk	whose	tongues
were	their	own	hurt,	lacking	the	fear	and	love	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	believed
and	said	that	they	went	rather	to	woods,	groves	or	valleys,	to	enjoy	the	lust	of
their	bodies,	where	people	should	not	espy	it	or	know	it.
Knowing	how	prone	people	were	to	believe	evil	of	them,	and	desiring	to	avoid

all	occasion	as	far	as	they	properly	could,	by	mutual	good	will	and	consent,	they
parted	from	each	other	as	regards	their	board	and	lodging,	and	went	to	board	in
different	places.	And	this	was	the	reason	that	she	was	not	with	him,	and	also	so



that	she	should	not	be	hindered	from	her	contemplation.	And	therefore,	when	he
had	fallen	and	was	seriously	hurt,	as	is	said	before,	people	said,	if	he	died,	it	was
proper	that	she	should	answer	for	his	death.	Then	she	prayed	to	our	Lord	that	her
husband	might	live	a	year,	and	she	be	delivered	from	slander,	if	it	were	his
pleasure.
Our	Lord	said	to	her	mind,	‘Daughter,	you	shall	have	your	boon,	for	he	shall

live,	and	I	have	performed	a	great	miracle	for	you	that	he	was	not	dead.	And	I
bid	you	take	him	home,	and	look	after	him	for	my	love.’
She	said,	‘No,	good	Lord,	for	I	shall	then	not	attend	to	you	as	I	do	now.’
‘Yes,	daughter,’	said	our	Lord,	‘you	shall	have	as	much	reward	for	looking

after	him	and	helping	him	in	his	need	at	home,	as	if	you	were	in	church	to	say
your	prayers.	And	you	have	said	many	times	that	you	would	gladly	look	after
me.	I	pray	you	now,	look	after	him	for	love	of	me,	for	he	has	sometime	fulfilled
both	your	will	and	my	will,	and	he	has	made	your	body	freely	available	to	me,	so
that	you	should	serve	me	and	live	chaste	and	clean,	and	therefore	I	wish	you	to
be	available	to	help	him	in	his	need,	in	my	name.’
‘Ah,	Lord,’	said	she,	‘for	your	mercy,	grant	me	grace	to	obey	your	will,	and

fulfil	your	will,	and	never	let	my	spiritual	enemies	have	any	power	to	hinder	me
from	fulfilling	your	will.’
Then	she	took	her	husband	home	with	her	and	looked	after	him	for	years

afterwards,	as	long	as	he	lived.	She	had	very	much	trouble	with	him,	for	in	his
last	days	he	turned	childish	and	lacked	reason,	so	that	he	could	not	go	to	a	stool
to	relieve	himself,	or	else	he	would	not,	but	like	a	child	discharged	his	excrement
into	his	linen	clothes	as	he	sat	there	by	the	fire	or	at	the	table	–	wherever	it	was,
he	would	spare	no	place.	And	therefore	her	labour	was	all	the	greater,	in	washing
and	wringing,	and	so	were	her	expenses	for	keeping	a	fire	going.	All	this
hindered	her	a	very	great	deal	from	her	contemplation,	so	that	many	times	she
would	have	disliked	her	work,	except	that	she	thought	to	herself	how	she	in	her
young	days	had	had	very	many	delectable	thoughts,	physical	lust,	and	inordinate
love	for	his	body.	And	therefore	she	was	glad	to	be	punished	by	means	of	the
same	body,	and	took	it	much	the	more	easily,	and	served	him	and	helped	him,
she	thought,	as	she	would	have	done	Christ	himself.



Chapter	77

When	the	said	creature	first	had	her	astonishing	cries,1 	and	was	once	in	spiritual
dalliance	with	her	sovereign	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	she	said,	‘Lord,	why	will	you
give	me	such	crying	that	people	wonder	at	me	because	of	it?	And	they	say	I	am
in	great	peril,	for,	as	they	say,	I	am	the	cause	that	many	men	sin	over	me.	And
you	know,	Lord,	that	I	would	give	no	man	cause	nor	occasion	for	sin	if	I	could,
for	I	would	rather,	Lord,	be	in	a	prison	ten	fathoms	deep,	there	to	cry	and	weep
all	my	lifetime	for	my	sins	and	for	all	men’s	sins,	and	specially	for	your	love,
than	I	would	give	people	occasion	to	sin	wilfully	because	of	me.
‘Lord,	the	world	may	not	allow	me	to	do	your	will,	nor	to	follow	your

directing,	and	therefore	I	pray	you,	if	it	be	your	will,	take	from	me	these	cryings
during	sermons,	so	that	I	do	not	cry	at	your	holy	preaching,	and	let	me	have
them	alone	by	myself,	so	that	I	be	not	barred	from	hearing	your	holy	preaching
and	your	holy	words;	for	greater	pain	may	I	not	suffer	in	this	world	than	to	be
debarred	from	hearing	your	holy	word.	And	if	I	were	in	prison,	my	greatest	pain
would	be	to	forgo	your	holy	words	and	your	holy	sermons.	And,	good	Lord,	if
you	wish	that	I	cry	in	any	case,	I	pray	you,	give	me	it	alone	in	my	chamber	as
much	as	you	will,	and	spare	me	when	among	people,	if	you	please.’
Our	merciful	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	answering	to	her	mind,	said,	‘Daughter,	do

not	pray	for	this;	you	shall	not	have	your	desire	in	this,	though	my	mother	and
all	the	saints	in	heaven	pray	for	you,	for	I	shall	make	you	obedient	to	my	will,	so
that	you	shall	cry	when	I	will,	and	where	I	will,	both	loudly	and	quietly;	for	I
told	you,	daughter,	you	are	mine	and	I	am	yours,	and	so	shall	you	be	without
end.2
‘Daughter,	you	see	how	the	planets	are	obedient	to	my	will,	and	that

sometimes	there	come	great	thunderclaps	and	make	people	terribly	afraid.	And
sometimes,	daughter,	you	see	how	I	send	great	flashes	of	lightning	that	burn
churches	and	houses.	You	also	sometimes	see	that	I	send	great	winds	that	blow
steeples	and	houses	down,	and	trees	out	of	the	earth,	and	do	much	harm	in	many
places,	and	yet	the	wind	may	not	be	seen,	but	it	may	well	be	felt.
‘And	just	so,	daughter,	I	proceed	with	the	might	of	my	Godhead;	it	may	not	be



‘And	just	so,	daughter,	I	proceed	with	the	might	of	my	Godhead;	it	may	not	be
seen	with	man’s	eye,	and	yet	it	may	well	be	felt	in	a	simple	soul	where	it	pleases
me	to	work	grace,	as	I	do	in	your	soul.	And	as	suddenly	as	the	lightning	comes
from	heaven,	so	suddenly	I	come	into	your	soul,	and	illumine	it	with	the	light	of
grace	and	of	understanding,	and	set	it	all	on	fire	with	love,	and	make	the	fire	of
love	to	burn	there	inside,	and	purge	it	clean	from	all	earthly	filth.	And
sometimes,	daughter,	I	cause	earthquakes	to	frighten	people	so	that	they	should
fear	me.
‘And	so,	daughter,	spiritually	speaking,	have	I	done	with	you,	and	with	other

chosen	souls	that	shall	be	saved,	for	I	turn	the	earth	of	their	hearts	upside	down
and	make	them	so	intensely	afraid	that	they	dread	that	vengeance	will	fall	on
them	for	their	sins.	And	so	did	you,	daughter,	when	you	first	turned	to	me,	and	it
is	needful	that	young	beginners	do	so;	but	now,	daughter,	you	have	great	cause
to	love	me	well,	for	the	perfect	charity	that	I	give	you	dispels	all	fear	from	you.
And	though	other	people	set	little	value	on	you,	I	set	the	more	value	on	you.	As
sure	as	you	are	of	the	sun,	when	you	see	it	shining	brightly,	just	as	sure	are	you
of	the	love	of	God	at	all	times.
‘You	also	well	know,	daughter,	that	I	sometimes	send	many	great	rains	and

sharp	showers,	and	sometimes	only	small	and	gentle	drops.	And	just	so	I
proceed	with	you,	daughter,	when	it	pleases	me	to	speak	in	your	soul.	I
sometimes	give	you	slight	weeping	and	soft	tears,	as	a	token	that	I	love	you.	And
sometimes	I	give	you	great	cries	and	roarings,	to	make	people	afraid	at	the	grace
that	I	put	into	you,	in	token	that	I	wish	that	my	mother’s	sorrow	be	known
through	you,	so	that	men	and	women	might	have	the	more	compassion	of	her
sorrow	that	she	suffered	for	me.
‘And	the	third	token	is	this,	daughter:	that	whatever	creatures	will	feel	as

much	sorrow	for	my	Passion	as	you	have	done	many	times,	and	will	cease	from
their	sins,	then	they	shall	have	the	bliss	of	heaven	without	end.
‘The	fourth	token	is	this:	that	any	creature	on	earth,	though	he	have	been	ever

so	horrible	a	sinner,	he	need	never	fall	into	despair	if	he	will	take	example	from
your	way	of	living	and	act	somewhat	like	it,	as	he	is	able	to.
‘Also,	daughter,	the	fifth	token	is:	that	I	wish	you	to	know	in	yourself,	by	the

great	pain	that	you	feel	in	your	heart	when	you	cry	so	intensely	for	my	love,	that
it	shall	be	the	cause	why	you	shall	feel	no	pain	when	you	have	come	out	of	this
world,	and	also	that	you	shall	have	the	less	pain	in	your	dying,	for	you	have	so
great	compassion	for	my	flesh	that	I	must	needs	have	compassion	on	your	flesh.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	allow	the	people	to	say	what	they	will	about	your

crying,	for	you	are	in	no	way	cause	of	their	sin.	Daughter,	people	sinned	over
me,	and	yet	I	was	not	the	cause	of	their	sin.’



Then	she	said,	‘Ah,	Lord,	blessed	may	you	be,	for	I	think	you	do	yourself	all
that	you	bid	me	do.	In	Holy	Writ,	Lord,	you	bid	me	love	my	enemies,3 	and	I
well	know	that	in	all	this	world	was	never	so	great	an	enemy	to	me,	as	I	have
been	to	you.	Therefore,	Lord,	if	I	were	slain	a	hundred	times	in	a	day,	if	it	were
possible,	for	your	love,	yet	I	could	never	repay	you	the	goodness	that	you	have
shown	me.’
Then	our	Lord	answered	her	and	said,	‘I	pray	you,	daughter,	give	me	nothing

else	but	love.	You	may	never	please	me	better	than	to	have	me	always	in	your
love,	nor	shall	you	ever,	in	any	penance	that	you	may	do	on	earth,	please	me	so
much	as	by	loving	me.	And,	daughter,	if	you	will	be	high	in	heaven	with	me,
keep	me	always	in	your	mind	as	much	as	you	can,	and	do	not	forget	me	at	your
meals,	but	always	think	that	I	sit	in	your	heart	and	know	every	thought	that	is
inside,	both	good	and	ill,	and	that	I	perceive	the	least	thinking	and	twinkling	of
your	eye.’
She	replied	to	our	Lord,	‘Now,	truly,	Lord,	I	wish	I	could	love	you	as	much	as

you	might	make	me	love	you.	If	it	were	possible,	I	would	love	you	as	well	as	all
the	saints	in	heaven	love	you,	and	as	well	as	all	the	creatures	on	earth	might	love
you.	And	I	would,	Lord,	for	your	love,	be	laid	naked	on	a	hurdle	for	all	men	to
wonder	at	me	for	your	love4 	–	so	long	as	it	were	no	danger	to	their	souls	–	and
they	to	throw	mud	and	slime	at	me,	and	to	be	drawn	from	town	to	town	every
day	of	my	life,	if	you	were	pleased	by	this	and	no	man’s	soul	hindered	–	your
will	be	fulfilled	and	not	mine.’



Chapter	78

For	many	years	on	Palm	Sunday,	as	this	creature	was	at	the	procession	with
other	good	people	in	the	churchyard,	and	saw	how	the	priests	kept	their
observances,	how	they	knelt	to	the	sacrament,1 	and	the	people	too,	it	seemed	to
her	spiritual	sight	as	though	she	had	been	at	that	time	in	Jerusalem,	and	seen	our
Lord	in	his	manhood	received	by	the	people	as	he	was	while	he	went	about	here
on	earth.
Then	she	had	so	much	sweetness	and	devotion	that	she	could	not	bear	it,	but

cried,	wept,	and	sobbed	very	violently.	She	had	many	a	holy	thought	of	our
Lord’s	Passion,	and	beheld	him	in	her	spiritual	sight	as	truly	as	if	he	had	been
before	her	in	her	bodily	sight.	Therefore	she	could	not	resist	weeping	and
sobbing,	but	she	simply	had	to	weep,	cry	and	sob,	when	she	saw	her	Saviour
suffer	such	great	pains	for	her	love.
Then	she	would	pray	for	all	the	people	living	on	earth,	that	they	might	do	our

Lord	due	worship	and	reverence	at	that	time	and	all	times,	and	that	they	might	be
worthy	to	hear	and	understand	the	holy	words	and	laws	of	God,	and	meekly
obey	and	truly	fulfil	them	according	to	their	power.
And	it	was	the	custom	in	the	place	where	she	was	dwelling	to	have	a	sermon

on	that	day,	and	then,	as	a	worthy	doctor	of	divinity	was	in	the	pulpit	and
preached	the	sermon,	he	often	repeated	these	words:	‘Our	Lord	Jesus	languishes
for	love.’	Those	words	so	worked	in	her	mind,	when	she	heard	speak	of	the
perfect	love	that	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	had	for	mankind,	and	how	dearly	he
bought	us	with	his	bitter	Passion,	shedding	his	heart’s	blood	for	our	redemption,
and	suffered	so	shameful	a	death	for	our	salvation,	that	she	could	no	longer	keep
the	fire	of	love	enclosed	within	her	breast,	but,	whether	she	would	or	no,	what
was	enclosed	within	would	insist	on	appearing	outwardly.
And	so	she	cried	very	loudly	and	wept	and	sobbed	very	bitterly,	as	though	she

would	have	burst	for	the	pity	and	compassion	that	she	had	for	our	Lord’s
Passion.	And	sometimes	she	was	all	of	a	sweat	with	the	effort	of	the	crying,	it
was	so	loud	and	violent,	and	many	people	wondered	at	her	and	cursed	her
roundly,	supposing	that	she	had	pretended	to	cry.
And	soon	after	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	this	is	very	pleasing	to	me,	for



And	soon	after	our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,	this	is	very	pleasing	to	me,	for
the	more	shame	and	more	contempt	that	you	endure	for	my	love,	the	more	joy
shall	you	have	with	me	in	heaven,	and	it	is	just	that	it	should	be	so.’
Sometimes	she	heard	great	sounds	and	great	melodies	with	her	bodily	ears,

and	then	she	thought	it	was	very	merry	in	heaven,	and	had	very	great
languishing	and	very	great	longing	for	heaven,	with	much	silent	mourning.
And	then	many	times	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	would	say	to	her,	‘Daughter,	here

today	are	some	fair	people,	and	yet	many	of	them	shall	be	dead	before	this	day
twelve-month,’	and	told	her	beforehand	when	plague	should	occur.	And	she
found	it	to	be	indeed	as	she	had	felt	before,	and	that	much	strengthened	her	in
the	love	of	God.
Our	Lord	would	also	say,	‘Daughter,	those	who	will	not	believe	the	goodness

and	the	grace	that	I	show	you	in	this	life,	I	shall	make	them	know	the	truth	when
they	are	dead,	and	out	of	this	world.	Daughter,	you	show	a	good	zeal	in	charity,
in	that	you	wish	all	men	were	saved,	and	so	do	I.	And	they	say	that	they	wish	so
themselves,	but	you	may	well	observe	that	they	do	not	want	themselves	to	be
saved,	for	they	will	all	sometimes	hear	the	word	of	God,	but	they	will	not	always
act	according	to	it,	and	they	will	not	sorrow	for	their	sins	themselves,	nor	will
they	allow	others	to	suffer	for	them.
‘Nevertheless,	daughter,	I	have	ordained	you	to	be	a	mirror	amongst	them,	to

have	great	sorrow,	so	that	they	should	take	example	from	you	to	have	some	little
sorrow	in	their	hearts	for	their	sins,	so	that	they	might	through	that	be	saved;	yet
they	have	no	love	to	hear	of	sorrow	or	of	contrition.	But,	good	daughter,	do	your
duty	and	pray	for	them	while	you	are	in	this	world,	and	you	shall	have	the	same
reward	in	heaven,	as	if	all	the	world	were	saved	by	your	good	will	and	your
prayer.	Daughter,	I	have	many	times	said	to	you	that	many	thousand	souls	shall
be	saved	through	your	prayers,2 	and	some	that	lie	at	the	point	of	death	shall
have	grace	through	your	merits	and	your	prayers,	for	your	tears	and	your	prayers
are	very	sweet	and	acceptable	to	me.’
Then	she	said	in	her	mind	to	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	‘Ah,	Jesus,	blessed	may

you	be	without	end,	for	I	have	many	a	great	cause	to	thank	you	and	love	you
with	all	my	heart,	for	it	seems	to	me,	Lord,	that	you	are	all	charity,	to	the	profit
and	health	of	man’s	soul.	Ah,	Lord,	I	believe	that	he	shall	be	very	wicked,	that
shall	be	parted	from	you	without	end.	He	shall	neither	wish	for	good,	nor	do
good,	nor	desire	good.	And	therefore,	Lord,	I	thank	you	for	all	the	goodness	that
you	have	shown	me,	most	unworthy	wretch.’
And	then,	on	the	same	Sunday,	when	the	priest	took	the	staff	of	the	cross	and

smote	on	the	church	door,3 	the	door	was	opened	to	him;	and	then	the	priest



entered	with	the	sacrament,	while	all	the	people	followed	into	the	church.	Then
she	thought	that	our	Lord	spoke	to	the	devil	and	opened	hell’s	gates,
confounding	him	and	all	his	host	–	and	what	grace	and	goodness	he	showed	to
those	souls,	delivering	them	from	everlasting	prison,	in	spite	of	the	devil	and	all
that	were	his!
She	had	many	a	holy	thought	and	many	a	holy	desire	which	she	could	never

tell	or	repeat,	nor	could	her	tongue	ever	express	the	abundance	of	grace	that	she
felt,	blessed	be	our	Lord	for	all	his	gifts.
When	they	had	come	into	church,	she	saw	the	priests	kneeling	before	the

crucifix,	and	as	they	sang,	the	priest	who	was	conducting	the	service	that	day
drew	up	a	cloth4 	in	front	of	the	crucifix	three	times,	each	time	higher	than	the
other,	so	that	the	people	should	see	the	crucifix.	Then	her	mind	was	wholly	taken
out	of	all	earthly	things	and	set	entirely	upon	spiritual	things,	praying	and
desiring	that	she	might	at	the	last	have	a	full	sight	of	him	in	heaven,	who	is	both
God	and	man	in	one	Person.
And	then	afterwards,	for	the	duration	of	the	mass,	she	would	weep	and	sob

most	abundantly,	and	sometimes,	in	the	middle	of	all	this,	cry	out	most
fervently,	for	she	thought	that	she	saw	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus	as	truly	in	her	soul
with	her	spiritual	eye,	as	she	had	seen	the	crucifix	before	with	her	bodily	eye.



Chapter	79

Then	she	beheld,	in	the	sight	of	her	soul,	our	blissful	Lord	Christ	Jesus	coming
towards	his	Passion,	and	before	he	went,	he	knelt	down	and	received	his
mother’s	blessing.	Then	she	saw	his	mother	falling	down	in	a	swoon	before	her
son,	saying	to	him,	‘Alas,	my	dear	son,	how	shall	I	suffer	this	sorrow,	and	have
no	joy	in	all	this	world	but	you	alone?	Ah,	dear	son,	if	you	will	die	at	any	event,
let	me	die	before	you,	and	let	me	never	suffer	this	day	of	sorrow,	for	I	may	never
bear	this	sorrow	that	I	shall	have	for	your	death.	I	wish,	son,	that	I	might	suffer
death	for	you,	so	that	you	should	not	die	–	if	man’s	soul	might	so	be	saved.	Now,
dear	son,	if	you	have	no	pity	for	yourself,	have	pity	on	your	mother,	for	you	very
well	know	that	no	man	can	comfort	me	in	all	this	world	but	you	alone.’
Then	our	Lord	took	up	his	mother	in	his	arms	and	kissed	her	very	sweetly,	and

said	to	her,	‘Ah,	blessed	mother,	be	cheered	and	comforted,	for	I	have	very	often
told	you	that	I	must	needs	suffer	death,	or	else	no	man	would	be	saved,	or	ever
come	to	bliss.	And	mother,	it	is	my	father’s	will	that	it	be	so,	and	therefore,	I
pray	you,	let	it	be	your	will	also,	for	my	death	shall	turn	for	me	to	great	worship,
and	to	great	joy	and	profit	for	you	and	all	mankind	who	shall	trust	in	my
Passion,	and	act	in	accordance	with	it.
‘And	therefore,	blessed	mother,	you	must	remain	here	after	me,	for	in	you

shall	rest	all	the	faith	of	Holy	Church,	and	by	your	faith	Holy	Church	shall
increase	in	her	faith.	And	therefore	I	pray	you,	beloved	mother,	cease	from	your
sorrowing,	for	I	will	not	leave	you	comfortless.	I	shall	leave	John,	my	cousin,1
here	with	you	to	comfort	you	instead	of	me;	I	shall	send	my	holy	angels	to
comfort	you	on	earth;	and	I	shall	comfort	you	in	your	soul	myself,	for	mother,
you	well	know	I	have	promised	you	the	bliss	of	heaven,	and	that	you	are	sure	of.
‘Ah,	beloved	mother,	what	would	you	wish	for	better	than,	where	I	am	king,

you	to	be	queen,	and	all	angels	and	saints	shall	be	obedient	to	your	will?	And
whatever	grace	you	ask	of	me,	I	shall	not	deny	your	desire.	I	shall	give	you
power	over	the	devils,	so	that	they	shall	be	afraid	of	you,	and	you	not	of	them.
And	also,	my	blessed	mother,	I	have	said	to	you	before	that	I	shall	come	for	you
myself,	when	you	shall	pass	out	of	this	world,	with	all	my	angels	and	all	my
saints	who	are	in	heaven,	and	bring	you	before	my	father	with	all	manner	of



saints	who	are	in	heaven,	and	bring	you	before	my	father	with	all	manner	of
music,	melody	and	joy.	And	there	I	shall	set	you	in	great	peace	and	rest	without
end.	And	there	you	shall	be	crowned	as	queen	of	heaven,	as	lady	of	all	the
world,	and	as	empress	of	hell.
‘And	therefore,	my	beloved	mother,	I	pray	you,	bless	me	and	let	me	go	to	do

my	father’s	will,	because	for	that	I	came	into	this	world,	and	took	flesh	and
blood	of	you.’
When	the	said	creature	beheld	this	glorious	sight	in	her	soul,	and	saw	how	he

blessed	his	mother,	and	his	mother	him,	and	then	his	blessed	mother	could	not
speak	one	more	word	to	him,	but	fell	down	to	the	ground,	and	so	they	parted
from	each	other,	his	mother	lying	still,	as	though	she	were	dead	–	then	the	said
creature	thought	she	took	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	by	the	clothes,	and	fell	down	at
his	feet,	praying	him	to	bless	her,	and	with	that	she	cried	very	loudly	and	wept
very	bitterly,	saying	in	her	mind,	‘Ah,	Lord,	what	shall	become	of	me?	I	had
much	rather	that	you	would	slay	me	than	let	me	remain	in	the	world	without	you,
for	without	you	I	may	not	stay	here,	Lord.’
Then	our	Lord	answered	to	her,	‘Be	still,	daughter,	and	rest	with	my	mother

here,	and	comfort	yourself	in	her,	for	she	that	is	my	own	mother	must	suffer	this
sorrow.	But	I	shall	come	again,	daughter,	to	my	mother,	and	comfort	both	her
and	you,	and	turn	all	your	sorrow	into	joy.’
And	then	she	thought	our	Lord	went	forth	on	his	way,	and	she	went	to	our

Lady	and	said,	‘Ah,	blessed	lady,	rise	up	and	let	us	follow	your	blessed	son	as
long	as	we	may	see	him,	so	that	I	may	look	upon	him	enough	before	he	dies.	Ah,
dear	lady,	how	can	your	heart	last,	and	see	your	blissful	son	see	all	this	woe?
Lady,	I	may	not	endure	it,	and	yet	I	am	not	his	mother.’
Then	our	Lady	answered	and	said,	‘Daughter,	you	have	heard	that	it	will	not

be	otherwise,	and	therefore	I	simply	must	suffer	it	for	my	son’s	love.’
And	then	she	thought	that	they	followed	on	after	our	Lord,	and	saw	how	he

made	his	prayers	to	his	father	on	the	Mount	of	Olivet,2 	and	heard	the	beautiful
answer	that	came	from	his	father,	and	the	beautiful	answer	that	he	gave	his
father.
Then	she	saw	how	our	Lord	went	to	his	disciples	and	ordered	them	to	wake	up

–	his	enemies	were	near.	And	then	came	a	great	multitude	of	people	with	many
lights,	and	many	of	them	armed	with	staves,	swords	and	pole-axes,	to	seek	out
our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	–	our	merciful	Lord,	meek	as	a	lamb,	saying	to	them,
‘Whom	do	you	seek?’
They	answered	in	rough	mood,	‘Jesus	of	Nazareth.’
Our	Lord	replied,	‘Ego	sum.’3



And	then	she	saw	the	Jews	fall	down	to	the	ground4 	–	they	could	not	stand
for	fear	–	but	immediately	they	got	up	again,	and	searched	as	they	had	done
before.	And	our	Lord	asked,	‘Whom	do	you	seek?’
And	they	said	again,	‘Jesus	of	Nazareth.’
Our	Lord	answered,	‘I	am	he.’
And	then	she	immediately	saw	Judas	come	and	kiss	our	Lord,	and	the	Jews

laid	hands	upon	him	most	violently.5 	Then	our	Lady	and	she	had	much	sorrow
and	great	pain	to	see	the	Lamb	of	Innocence	so	contemptuously	handled	and
dragged	about	by	his	own	people,	to	whom	he	was	especially	sent.	And	very
soon	the	said	creature	beheld	with	her	spiritual	eye	the	Jews	putting	a	cloth
before	our	Lord’s	eyes,	beating	him	and	buffeting	him	on	the	head,	and	striking
him	on	his	sweet	mouth,	shouting	very	cruelly	at	him,	‘Tell	us	now,	who	hit
you?’6
They	did	not	spare	to	spit	in	his	face	in	the	most	shameful	way	that	they

could.	And	then	our	Lady	and	she,	her	unworthy	handmaid	for	the	time,	wept
and	sighed	keenly	because	the	Jews	so	foully	and	so	venomously	treated	her
blissful	Lord.	And	they	would	not	spare	to	lug	his	blessed	ears,	and	pull	the	hair
of	his	beard.7
And	soon	after,	she	saw	them	pull	off	his	clothes	and	strip	him	all	naked,	and

then	drag	him	before	them	as	if	he	had	been	the	greatest	malefactor	in	the	world.
And	he	went	on	very	meekly	before	them,	as	naked	as	he	was	born,	towards	a
pillar	of	stone,	and	spoke	no	word	back	to	them,	but	let	them	do	and	say	what
they	wished.	And	there	they	bound	him	to	the	pillar	as	tightly	as	they	could,	and
beat	him	on	his	fair	white	body	with	rods,	with	whips,	and	with	scourges.
And	then	she	thought	our	Lady	wept	wonderfully	sorely,	and	therefore	the

said	creature	had	to	weep	and	cry,	when	she	saw	such	spiritual	sights	in	her	soul
as	freshly	and	veritably	as	if	they	had	been	done	in	her	bodily	sight,	and	she
thought	that	our	Lady	and	she	were	always	together	to	see	our	Lord’s	pains.
Such	spiritual	sights	she	had	every	Palm	Sunday	and	every	Good	Friday,	and	in
many	other	ways	as	well,	many	years	together.	And	therefore	she	cried	and	wept
very	bitterly,	and	suffered	much	contempt	and	rebuke	in	many	places.
And	then	our	Lord	said	to	her	soul,	‘Daughter,	these	sorrows,	and	many	more,

I	suffered	for	your	love,	and	various	pains,	more	than	any	man	on	earth	can	tell.
Therefore,	daughter,	you	have	great	cause	to	love	me	very	well,	for	I	have
bought	your	love	most	dearly.’



Chapter	80

Another	time	she	saw	in	her	contemplation	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	bound	to	a
pillar,	and	his	hands	were	bound	above	his	head.1 	And	then	she	saw	sixteen	men
with	sixteen	scourges,	and	each	scourge	had	eight	tips	of	lead	on	the	end,	and
each	tip	was	full	of	sharp	prickles,	as	if	it	had	been	the	rowel	of	a	spur.	And
those	men	with	the	scourges	made	a	covenant	that	each	of	them	should	give	our
Lord	forty	strokes.2
When	she	saw	this	piteous	sight,	she	wept	and	cried	very	loudly,	as	if	she

would	have	burst	for	sorrow	and	pain.	And	when	our	Lord	was	severely	beaten
and	scourged,	the	Jews	loosed	him	from	the	pillar,	and	gave	him	his	cross	to
bear	on	his	shoulder.	And	then	she	thought	that	our	Lady	and	she	went	by
another	way	to	meet	with	him,	and	when	they	met	with	him,	they	saw	him
carrying	the	heavy	cross	with	great	pain,	it	was	so	heavy	and	so	huge	that	he
could	scarcely	bear	it.
And	then	our	Lady	said	to	him,	‘Ah,	my	sweet	son,	let	me	help	to	carry	that

heavy	cross.3
And	she	was	so	weak	that	she	could	not,	but	fell	down	and	swooned,	and	lay

as	still	as	if	she	had	been	a	dead	woman.4 	Then	the	creature	saw	our	Lord	fall
down	by	his	mother,	and	comfort	her	as	he	could	with	many	sweet	words.	When
she	heard	the	words	and	saw	the	compassion	that	the	mother	had	for	the	son,	and
the	son	for	the	mother,	then	she	wept,	sobbed	and	cried	as	though	she	would
have	died,	for	the	pity	and	compassion	that	she	had	for	that	piteous	sight,	and	the
holy	thoughts	that	she	had	in	the	meantime,	which	were	so	subtle	and	heavenly
that	she	could	never	describe	them	afterwards,	as	she	had	them	in	feeling.
Later	she	went	forth	in	contemplation,	through	the	mercy	of	our	Lord	Jesus

Christ,	to	the	place	where	he	was	nailed	to	the	cross.	And	then	she	saw	the	Jews
with	great	violence	tear	off	from	our	Lord’s	precious	body	a	cloth	of	silk,	which
had	stuck	and	hardened	so	firmly	and	tightly	to	our	Lord’s	body	with	his
precious	blood,	that	it	pulled	away	with	it	all	the	skin	from	his	blessed	body	and
renewed	his	precious	wounds,	and	made	the	blood	to	run	down	all	around	on
every	side.	Then	that	precious	body	appeared	to	her	sight	as	raw	as	something



every	side.	Then	that	precious	body	appeared	to	her	sight	as	raw	as	something
that	was	newly	flayed	out	of	its	skin,	most	pitiful	to	behold.	And	so	she	had	a
new	sorrow,	so	that	she	wept	and	cried	very	bitterly.
And	soon	after,	she	beheld	how	the	cruel	Jews	laid	his	precious	body	on	the

cross,	and	then	took	a	long	nail,	all	rough	and	coarse,	and	set	it	on	one	hand,	and
with	great	violence	and	cruelty	they	drove	it	through	his	hand.	His	blessed
mother	beholding	–	and	this	creature	–	how	his	precious	body	shrank	and	drew
together	with	all	the	sinews	and	veins	in	that	precious	body	for	the	pain	that	it
suffered	and	felt,	they	sorrowed	and	mourned	and	sighed	very	grievously.
Then	she	saw,	with	her	spiritual	eye,	how	the	Jews	fastened	ropes	on	to	the

other	hand	–	for	the	sinews	and	veins	were	so	shrunken	with	pain	that	it	would
not	reach	to	the	hole	that	they	had	drilled	for	it5 	–	and	they	pulled	on	it	to	make
it	reach	the	hole.	And	so	her	pain	and	her	sorrow	ever	increased.	And	later	they
pulled	his	blessed	feet	in	the	same	way.
And	then	she	thought,	in	her	soul,	she	heard	our	Lady	say	to	the	Jews,	‘Alas,

you	cruel	Jews,	why	do	you	treat	my	sweet	son	like	this,	and	he	never	did	you
any	harm?	You	fill	my	heart	full	of	sorrow.’
And	then	she	thought	the	Jews	spoke	back	roughly	to	our	Lady,	and	moved

her	away	from	her	son.
Then	the	said	creature	thought	that	she	cried	out	at	the	Jews,	and	said,	‘You

accursed	Jews,	why	are	you	killing	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ?	Kill	me	instead,	and
let	him	go.’
And	then	she	wept	and	cried	surpassingly	bitterly,	so	that	many	people	in	the

church	were	astonished.	She	straightaway	saw	them	take	up	the	cross	with	our
Lord’s	body	hanging	on	it,	and	make	a	great	noise	and	cry;	and	they	lifted	it	up
from	the	earth	a	certain	distance,	and	then	let	the	cross	fall	down	into	the
mortise.6 	And	then	our	Lord’s	body	shook	and	shuddered,	and	all	the	joints	of
that	blissful	body	burst	and	broke	apart,	and	his	precious	wounds	ran	down	with
rivers	of	blood	on	every	side,	and	so	she	had	ever	more	reason	for	more	weeping
and	sorrowing.
And	then	she	heard	our	Lord,	hanging	on	the	cross,	say	these	words	to	his

mother,	‘Woman,	see	your	son,	St	John	the	Evangelist.’7
Then	she	thought	our	Lady	fell	down	and	swooned,	and	St	John	took	her	up	in

his	arms	and	comforted	her	with	sweet	words,	as	well	as	he	could.	This	creature
then	said	to	our	Lord,	as	it	seemed	to	her,	‘Alas,	Lord,	you	are	leaving	here	a
mother	full	of	care.	What	shall	we	do	now,	and	how	shall	we	bear	this	great
sorrow	that	we	shall	have	for	your	love?’
And	then	she	heard	the	two	thieves	speaking	to	our	Lord,	and	our	Lord	said	to

the	one	thief,	‘This	day	you	shall	be	with	me	in	paradise.’8
Then	she	was	glad	of	that	answer,	and	prayed	our	Lord,	for	his	mercy,	that	he



Then	she	was	glad	of	that	answer,	and	prayed	our	Lord,	for	his	mercy,	that	he
would	be	as	gracious	to	her	soul	when	she	should	pass	out	of	this	world	as	he
was	to	the	thief	–	for	she	was	worse,	she	thought,	than	any	thief.
And	then	she	thought	our	Lord	commended	his	spirit	into	his	father’s	hands,

and	with	that	he	died.9 	Then	she	thought	she	saw	our	Lady	swoon	and	fall	down
and	lie	still,	as	if	she	had	been	dead.	Then	this	creature	thought	that	she	ran	all
round	the	place	like	a	mad	woman,	crying	and	roaring.10 	And	later	she	came	to
our	Lady,	and	fell	down	on	her	knees	before	her,	saying	to	her,	‘I	pray	you,
Lady,	cease	from	your	sorrowing,	for	your	son	is	dead	and	out	of	pain,	and	I
think	you	have	sorrowed	enough.	And	Lady,	I	will	sorrow	for	you,	for	your
sorrow	is	my	sorrow.’
Then	she	thought	she	saw	Joseph	of	Arimathea11 	take	down	our	Lord’s	body

from	the	cross,	and	lay	it	before	our	Lady	on	a	marble	stone.12 	Our	Lady	had	a
kind	of	joy	when	her	dear	son	was	taken	down	from	the	cross	and	laid	on	the
stone	before	her.	And	then	our	blessed	Lady	bowed	down	to	her	son’s	body	and
kissed	his	mouth,	and	wept	so	plentifully	over	his	blessed	face,	that	she	washed
away	the	blood	from	his	face	with	the	tears	of	her	eyes.
And	then	this	creature	thought	she	heard	Mary	Magdalene	say	to	our	Lady,	‘I

pray	you,	Lady,	give	me	leave	to	handle	and	kiss	his	feet,	for	at	these	I	get
grace.’13
At	once	our	Lady	gave	leave	to	her	and	all	those	who	were	there,	to	offer	what

worship	and	reverence	they	wished	to	that	precious	body.	And	Mary	Magdalene
soon	took	our	Lord’s	feet,	and	our	Lady’s	sisters	took	his	hands,	the	one	sister
one	hand	and	the	other	sister	the	other	hand,	and	wept	very	bitterly	in	kissing
those	hands	and	those	precious	feet.	And	the	said	creature	thought	that	she
continually	ran	to	and	fro,	as	if	she	were	a	woman	without	reason,	greatly
desiring	to	have	had	the	precious	body	by	herself	alone,	so	that	she	might	have
wept	enough	in	the	presence	of	that	precious	body,	for	she	thought	she	would
have	died	with	weeping	and	mourning	for	his	death,	for	love	that	she	had	for
him.
And	at	once	she	saw	St	John	the	Evangelist,	Joseph	of	Arimathea,	and	other

friends	of	our	Lord,	come	and	want	to	bury	our	Lord’s	body,	and	they	asked	our
Lady	that	she	would	allow	them	to	bury	that	precious	body.	Our	sorrowful	Lady
said	to	them,	‘Sirs,	would	you	take	away	from	me	my	son’s	body?	I	might	never
look	upon	him	enough	while	he	lived.	I	pray	you,	let	me	have	him	now	he	is
dead,	and	do	not	part	my	son	and	me	from	each	other.	And	if	you	will	bury	him
in	any	case,	I	pray	you,	bury	me	with	him,	for	I	may	not	live	without	him.’
And	then	this	creature	thought	that	they	asked	our	Lady	so	beautifully,	until	at

last	our	Lady	let	them	bury	her	dear	son	with	great	worship	and	great	reverence,



last	our	Lady	let	them	bury	her	dear	son	with	great	worship	and	great	reverence,
as	was	fitting	for	them	to	do.



Chapter	81

When	our	Lord	was	buried,	our	Lady	fell	down	in	a	swoon	as	she	would	have
come	from	the	grave,	and	St	John	took	her	up	in	his	arms,	and	Mary	Magdalene
went	on	the	other	side,	to	support	and	comfort	our	Lady	as	much	as	they	could.
Then	the	said	creature,	desiring	to	remain	still	by	the	grave	of	our	Lord,
mourned,	wept,	and	sorrowed	with	loud	crying	for	the	tenderness	and
compassion	that	she	had	of	our	Lord’s	death,	and	the	many	mournful	desires	that
God	put	into	her	mind	at	that	time.	Because	of	this,	people	wondered	at	her,
marvelling	at	what	was	the	matter	with	her,	for	they	little	knew	the	cause.	She
thought	she	would	never	have	departed	from	there,	but	desired	to	have	died	there
and	been	buried	with	our	Lord.	Later	the	creature	thought	she	saw	our	Lady
going	homewards	again,	and,	as	she	went,	many	good	women	came	to	her	and
said,	‘Lady,	we	are	very	sorry	that	your	son	is	dead,	and	that	our	people	have
done	him	so	much	shame.’
And	then	our	Lady,	bowing	down	her	head,	thanked	them	very	meekly	by	her

looks	and	expression,	for	she	could	not	speak,	her	heart	was	so	full	of	grief.
Then	this	creature	thought,	when	our	Lady	had	come	home	and	was	laid	down

on	a	bed,	that	she	made	for	our	Lady	a	good	hot	drink	of	gruel	and	spiced
wine,1 	and	brought	it	to	her	to	comfort	her,	and	then	our	Lady	said	to	her,	‘Take
it	away,	daughter.	Give	me	no	food	but	my	own	child.’
The	creature	replied,	‘Ah,	blessed	Lady,	you	must	comfort	yourself,	and	cease

from	your	sorrowing.’
‘Ah,	daughter,	where	should	I	go,	or	where	should	I	live	without	sorrow?	I	tell

you,	there	was	certainly	never	any	woman	on	earth	who	had	such	great	cause	to
sorrow	as	I	have,	for	there	was	never	woman	in	this	world	who	bore	a	better
child,	nor	a	meeker	to	his	mother,	than	my	son	was	to	me.’
And	she	thought	she	soon	heard	our	Lady	cry	with	a	lamentable	voice	and

say,	‘John,	where	is	my	son,	Jesus	Christ?’
And	St	John	answered	and	said,	‘Dear	Lady,	you	well	know	that	he	is	dead.’
‘Ah,	John,’	she	said,	‘that	is	a	very	sorrowful	counsel	for	me.’



The	creature	heard	this	answer	as	clearly,	in	the	understanding	of	her	soul,	as
she	would	understand	one	man	speaking	to	another.	And	soon	the	creature	heard
St	Peter	knocking	at	the	door,2 	and	St	John	asked	who	was	there.	Peter
answered,	‘I,	sinful	Peter,	who	have	forsaken	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ.’	St	John
would	have	made	him	come	in,	and	Peter	would	not,	until	our	Lady	told	him	to
come	in.	And	then	Peter	said,	‘Lady,	I	am	not	worthy	to	come	in	to	you,’	and
was	still	outside	the	door.
Then	St	John	went	to	our	Lady	and	told	her	that	Peter	was	so	abashed	that	he

dared	not	come	in.	Our	Lady	told	St	John	to	go	back	quickly	to	St	Peter	and	bid
him	come	in	to	her.	And	then	this	creature,	in	her	spiritual	sight,	beheld	St	Peter
come	before	our	Lady	and	fall	down	on	his	knees,	with	great	weeping	and
sobbing,	and	say,	‘Lady,	I	beg	your	forgiveness,	for	I	have	forsaken	your
beloved	son	and	my	sweet	master,	who	loved	me	so	well,	and	therefore,	Lady,	I
am	never	worthy	to	look	upon	him,	or	you	either,	except	by	your	great	mercy.’
‘Ah,	Peter,’	said	our	Lady,	‘don’t	be	afraid,	for,	though	you	have	forsaken	my

sweet	son,	he	never	forsook	you,	Peter,	and	he	shall	come	again	and	comfort	us
all	indeed;	for	he	promised	me,	Peter,	that	he	would	come	again	on	the	third	day
and	comfort	me.	Ah,	Peter,’	said	our	Lady,	‘I	shall	think	it	a	very	long	time,	until
that	day	comes	that	I	may	see	his	blessed	face.’
Then	our	Lady	lay	still	on	her	bed,	and	heard	how	the	friends	of	Jesus	made

their	lament	for	the	sorrow	that	they	had.	And	always	our	Lady	lay	still,
mourning	and	weeping	with	sorrowful	expression,	and	at	last,	Mary	Magdalene
and	our	Lady’s	sisters	took	their	leave	of	our	Lady,	in	order	to	go	and	buy
ointment,	so	that	they	might	anoint	our	Lord’s	body	with	it.
Then	this	creature	was	left	alone	with	our	Lady	and	thought	it	a	thousand

years	until	the	third	day	came;	and	that	day	she	was	with	our	Lady	in	a	chapel
where	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	appeared	to	her3 	and	said,	‘Salve,	sancta	parens.’4
And	then	this	creature	thought	in	her	soul	that	our	Lady	said,	‘Are	you	my

sweet	son,	Jesus?’
And	he	said,	‘Yes,	my	blessed	mother,	I	am	your	son,	Jesus.’
Then	he	took	up	his	blessed	mother	and	kissed	her	very	sweetly.
And	then	this	creature	thought	that	she	saw	our	Lady	feeling	and	searching	all

over	our	Lord’s	body,	and	his	hands	and	his	feet,	to	see	if	there	were	any
soreness	or	any	pain.5 	And	she	heard	our	Lord	say	to	his	mother,	‘Dear	mother,
my	pain	is	all	gone,	and	now	I	shall	live	for	ever	more.	And	mother,	so	shall
your	pain	and	your	sorrow	be	turned	into	very	great	joy.	Mother,	ask	what	you
will,	and	I	shall	tell	you.’
And	when	he	had	allowed	his	mother	to	ask	what	she	wished	and	had

answered	her	questions,	then	he	said,	‘Mother,	by	your	leave,	I	must	go	and



answered	her	questions,	then	he	said,	‘Mother,	by	your	leave,	I	must	go	and
speak	with	Mary	Magdalene.’
Our	Lady	said,	‘That	is	well	done,	for,	son,	she	has	very	great	sorrow	over

your	absence.	And,	I	pray	you,	do	not	be	long	from	me.’
These	spiritual	sights	and	understandings	caused	the	creature	to	weep,	to	sob

and	to	cry	very	loudly,	so	that	she	could	not	control	or	restrain	herself	on	Easter
Day	and	other	days	when	our	Lord	would	visit	her	with	his	grace	–	blessed	and
worshipped	may	he	be.
And	soon	after,	this	creature	was	–	in	her	contemplation	–	with	Mary

Magdalene,	mourning	and	seeking	our	Lord	at	the	grave,	and	heard	and	saw	how
our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	appeared	to	her	in	the	likeness	of	a	gardener,	saying,
‘Woman,	why	are	you	weeping?’6
Mary,	not	knowing	who	he	was,	all	enflamed	with	the	fire	of	love,	replied	to

him,	‘Sir,	if	you	have	taken	away	my	Lord,	tell	me,	and	I	shall	take	him	back
again.’
Then	our	merciful	Lord,	having	pity	and	compassion	on	her,	said,	‘Mary.’
And	with	that	word	she	–	knowing	our	Lord	–	fell	down	at	his	feet,	and	would

have	kissed	his	feet,	saying,	‘Master.’
Our	Lord	said	to	her,	‘Touch	me	not.’7
Then	this	creature	thought	that	Mary	Magdalene	said	to	our	Lord,	‘Ah,	Lord,	I

see	you	don’t	want	me	to	be	as	homely	with	you	as	I	have	been	before,’	and
looked	very	miserable.
‘Yes,	Mary,’	said	our	Lord,	‘I	will	never	forsake	you,	but	I	shall	always	be

with	you,	without	end.’
And	then	our	Lord	said	to	Mary	Magdalene,	‘Go,	tell	my	brethren	and	Peter

that	I	have	risen.’
And	then	this	creature	thought	that	Mary	went	with	great	joy,	and	it	was	a

great	marvel	to	her	that	Mary	rejoiced	for,	if	our	Lord	had	spoken	to	her	as	he
did	to	Mary,	she	thought	she	could	never	have	been	happy.	That	was	when	she
would	have	kissed	his	feet,	and	he	said,	‘Touch	me	not.’	This	creature	had	such
great	grief	and	sorrow	at	those	words	that,	whenever	she	heard	them	in	any
sermon,	as	she	did	many	times,	she	wept,	sorrowed	and	cried	as	though	she
would	have	died,	for	the	love	and	desire	that	she	had	to	be	with	our	Lord.



Chapter	82

On	the	Purification	Day	–	otherwise	Candlemas	Day	–	when	the	said	creature
saw	people	with	their	candles	in	church,	her	mind	was	ravished	into	beholding
our	Lady	offering	her	blessed	son,	our	Saviour,	to	the	priest	Simeon	in	the
Temple,	as	veritably	to	her	spiritual	understanding	as	if	she	had	been	there	in	her
bodily	presence	to	offer	with	our	Lady	herself.1 	Then	she	was	so	comforted	by
the	contemplation	in	her	soul	which	she	had	in	beholding	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,
his	blessed	mother,	Simeon	the	priest,	Joseph,	and	other	people	who	were	there
when	our	Lady	was	purified,	and	the	heavenly	songs	that	she	thought	she	heard
when	our	blissful	Lord	was	offered	up	to	Simeon,	that	she	could	scarcely	carry
up	her	own	candle	to	the	priest,	as	people	did	at	the	time	of	the	offering,	but
went	reeling	about	on	all	sides	as	if	she	were	a	drunk	woman,	weeping	and
sobbing	so	intensely	that	she	could	hardly	stand	on	her	feet,	for	the	fervour	of
love	and	devotion	that	God	put	into	her	soul	through	high	contemplation.	And
sometimes	she	could	not	stand,	but	fell	down	amongst	people	and	cried	very
loudly,	so	that	many	men	wondered	at	her,	and	marvelled	at	what	was	the	matter
with	her,	for	the	fervour	of	the	spirit	was	so	great	that	the	body	failed,	and	could
not	endure	it.
She	had	such	holy	thoughts	and	meditations	many	times	when	she	saw	women

being	purified	after	childbirth.	She	thought	in	her	soul	that	she	saw	our	Lady
being	purified,	and	had	high	contemplation	in	beholding	the	women	who	came
to	make	offerings	together	with	the	women	that	were	being	purified.2 	Her	mind
was	wholly	drawn	from	earthly	thoughts	and	earthly	sights,	and	set	altogether
upon	spiritual	sights,	which	were	so	delectable	and	so	devout,	that	she	could	not
in	the	time	of	fervour	withstand	her	weeping,	her	sobbing,	nor	her	crying,	and
therefore	she	endured	much	wondering	at	herself,	many	a	jibe,	and	much	scorn.
Also,	when	she	saw	weddings	–	men	and	women	being	joined	together

according	to	the	law	of	Holy	Church	–	at	once	she	had	in	meditation	how	our
Lady	was	joined	to	Joseph,	and	of	the	spiritual	joining	of	man’s	soul	to	Jesus
Christ,	praying	to	our	Lord	that	her	love	and	her	affection	might	be	joined	to	him



alone	without	end,	and	that	she	might	have	grace	to	obey	him,	love	and	dread
him,	worship	and	praise	him,	and	love	nothing	but	what	he	loved,	nor	want
anything	but	what	he	wanted,	and	ever	to	be	ready	to	fulfil	his	will	both	night
and	day	without	resentment	or	sadness,	with	all	gladness	of	spirit;	and	many
more	holy	thoughts	than	she	could	ever	repeat,	for	she	did	not	get	them	from	her
own	study	nor	her	own	wit,	but	of	his	gift,	whose	wisdom	is	incomprehensible	to
all	creatures,	except	to	those	alone	whom	he	chooses	and	illumines	more	or	less
as	he	will	his	own	self,	for	his	will	may	not	be	constrained	–	it	is	in	his	own	free
disposition.
She	had	these	thoughts	and	these	desires	with	profound	tears,	sighings	and

sobbings,	and	sometimes	with	great	violent	cryings,	as	God	would	send	them,
and	sometimes	soft	and	secret	tears	without	any	violence.	She	could	neither
weep	loudly	nor	quietly	except	when	God	would	send	it	her,	for	she	was
sometimes	so	barren	of	tears	for	a	day	or	sometimes	half	a	day,	and	had	such
great	pain	for	the	desire	that	she	had	of	them,	that	she	would	have	given	all	this
world,	if	it	had	been	hers,	for	a	few	tears,	or	have	suffered	very	great	bodily	pain
to	have	got	them	with.
And	then,	when	she	was	barren	in	this	way,	she	could	find	no	joy	or	comfort

in	food	or	drink,	or	chat,	but	was	always	glum	of	face	and	manner	until	God
would	send	tears	to	her	again,	and	then	she	was	happy	enough.	And	although	it
happened	that	our	Lord	sometimes	withdrew	from	her	the	abundance	of	her
tears,	yet	he	did	not	withdraw	from	her	for	years	together	her	holy	thoughts	and
desires,	for	her	mind	and	her	desire	was	ever	upon	our	Lord.	But	she	thought
there	was	no	savour	nor	sweetness,	except	when	she	might	weep,	for	then	she
thought	that	she	could	pray.



Chapter	83

Two	priests	who	had	great	faith	in	her	manner	of	crying	and	weeping	were,
nevertheless,	sometimes	in	great	doubt	whether	it	were	deceptive	or	not.
Because	she	cried	and	wept	in	people’s	sight,	they	had	an	idea	to	themselves,
unbeknown	to	her,	that	they	would	test	whether	she	cried	so	that	people	should
hear	her	or	not.	One	day,	the	priests	came	to	her	and	asked	if	she	would	go	two
miles	from	where	she	lived,	on	pilgrimage	to	a	church	that	stood	out	in	the
country,	a	good	distance	from	any	other	house,	which	was	dedicated	in	honour
of	God	and	St	Michael	the	Archangel.1 	And	she	said	she	would	very	willingly
go	with	them.
They	took	with	them	a	child	or	two,	and	went	to	the	said	place	in	a	company.

When	they	had	said	their	prayers	for	a	while,	the	said	creature	had	so	much
sweetness	and	devotion,	that	she	could	not	keep	it	secret,	but	burst	out	in	violent
weeping	and	sobbing,	and	cried	as	loud,	or	else	louder,	than	she	did	when	she
was	amongst	people	at	home,	and	she	could	not	restrain	herself	from	this,	no
other	people	being	present	there	than	the	two	priests,	and	a	child	or	two	with
them.
And	then,	as	they	came	homewards	again,	they	met	women	with	children	in

their	arms,	and	the	said	creature	asked	if	there	were	any	male	child	among	them,
and	the	women	said	no.	Then	her	mind	was	so	ravished	into	the	childhood	of
Christ,	for	desire	that	she	had	to	see	him,	that	she	could	not	bear	it,	but	fell	down
and	wept	and	cried	so	intensely	that	it	was	marvellous	to	hear	it.	Then	the	priests
had	the	more	faith	that	all	was	indeed	well	with	her,	when	they	heard	her	cry	in
out-of-the-way	places	as	well	as	public	places,	and	in	the	fields	as	in	the	town.
There	were	also	nuns	who	desired	to	have	some	knowledge	of	this	creature,	in

order	that	they	should	be	the	more	stirred	to	devotion.	She	was	in	their	church	at
midnight	to	hear	their	matins,	and	our	Lord	sent	her	such	high	devotion	and	such
high	meditation,	and	such	spiritual	comforts,	that	she	was	all	enflamed	with	the
fire	of	love,	which	increased	so	intensely	that	it	burst	out	with	loud	voice	and
great	crying,	so	that	our	Lord’s	name	was	the	more	magnified	among	his



servants,	those	who	were	good,	meek	and	simple	souls	and	would	believe	the
goodness	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	who	gives	his	grace	to	whom	he	will.2
And	especially	to	those	who	do	not	doubt	or	mistrust	in	their	asking,	her

crying	greatly	profited	to	the	increase	of	merit	and	of	virtue.	To	those	who	little
trusted	and	little	believed,	there	was	perhaps	little	increase	of	virtue	and	of	merit.
But	whether	people	believed	in	her	crying	or	not,	her	grace	was	never	the	less,
but	ever	increased.	Our	Lord	visited	her	with	equal	kindness	by	night	as	by	day,
when	he	would,	and	how	he	would,	and	where	he	would,	for	she	lacked	no	grace
except	when	she	doubted	or	mistrusted	the	goodness	of	God,	supposing	or
dreading	that	it	was	the	guile	of	her	spiritual	enemy	to	inform	her	or	teach	her
otherwise	than	was	to	her	spiritual	health.
When	she	supposed	this,	or	consented	to	any	such	thoughts	through	the

prompting	of	any	man	or	through	any	evil	spirit	in	her	mind	–	which	would
many	a	time	have	caused	her	to	leave	her	good	purpose,	had	the	mighty	hand	of
our	Lord’s	mercy	not	withstood	his	great	malice	–	then	she	lacked	grace	and
devotion,	and	all	good	thoughts	and	all	good	memories,	until	she	was,	through
the	mercy	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	compelled	to	believe	steadfastly,	without	any
doubting,	that	it	was	God	who	spoke	in	her,	and	would	be	magnified	in	her	for
his	own	goodness	and	her	profit,	and	the	profit	of	many	others.
And	when	she	believed	it	was	God	and	no	evil	spirit	that	gave	her	so	much

grace	of	devotion,	contrition,	and	holy	contemplation,	then	she	had	so	many	holy
thoughts,	holy	speeches	and	conversation	in	her	soul,	teaching	her	how	she
should	love	God,	how	she	should	worship	him	and	serve	him,	that	she	could
never	repeat	but	a	few	of	them.	They	were	so	holy	and	so	high	that	she	was
abashed	to	tell	them	to	any	creature,	and	they	were	also	so	high	above	her	bodily
wits	that	she	could	never	express	them	with	her	bodily	tongue	just	as	she	felt
them.	She	understood	them	better	in	her	soul	than	she	could	utter	them.
If	one	of	her	confessors	came	to	her	when	she	rose	up	newly	from	her

contemplation	or	meditation,	she	could	have	told	him	many	things	of	the
converse	that	our	Lord	communicated	to	her	soul,	and	within	a	short	time
afterwards	she	had	forgotten	the	most	part	of	it,	and	nearly	everything.



Chapter	84

The	Abbess	of	Denny,	a	house	of	nuns,	often	sent	for	the	said	creature,1 	that	she
should	come	to	speak	with	her	and	with	her	sisters.	This	creature	thought	she
would	not	go	until	another	year,	for	she	could	ill	endure	the	effort.	Then,	as	she
was	in	her	meditation,	and	had	great	sweetness	and	devotion,	our	Lord
commanded	her	to	go	to	Denny	and	comfort	the	ladies	who	desired	to	converse
with	her,	saying	in	this	way	to	her	soul,	‘Daughter,	set	off	for	the	house	of
Denny	in	the	name	of	Jesus,	for	I	wish	you	to	comfort	them.’
She	was	loath	to	go,	for	it	was	a	time	of	pestilence,	and	she	thought	she	might,

for	no	advantage,	have	died	there.	Our	Lord	said	to	her	mind	again,	‘Daughter,
you	shall	go	safely,	and	come	safely	back.’
She	then	went	to	a	worthy	burgess’s	wife,	who	loved	and	trusted	her	very

much,	and	whose	husband	lay	very	ill,	and	told	the	worthy	wife	that	she	would
be	going	to	Denny.	The	worthy	woman	did	not	want	her	to	go,	and	said,	‘I
would	not	wish	for	forty	shillings,’	she	said,	‘that	my	husband	died	while	you
were	away.’
And	she	replied,	‘If	you	gave	me	a	hundred	pounds,	I	would	not	remain	at

home.’
For	when	she	was	commanded	in	her	soul	to	go,	she	would	in	no	way

withstand	it,	but	in	spite	of	anything	she	would	set	off,	whatever	happened.	And
when	she	was	commanded	to	be	at	home,	she	would	not	go	out	for	anything.
And	then	our	Lord	told	her	that	the	said	burgess	would	not	die,	and	she	went

back	to	the	worthy	wife	and	told	her	to	be	comforted,	for	her	husband	would	live
and	get	on	well,	and	he	would	not	die	yet.	The	good	wife	was	very	glad	and
replied	to	her,	‘Now	Gospel	may	it	be	in	your	mouth.’
Then	this	creature	would	have	hurried	off,	as	she	was	commanded,	but	when

she	came	to	the	waterside,	all	the	boats	had	already	left	in	the	direction	of
Cambridge2 	before	she	got	there.	Then	she	had	great	distress	as	to	how	she
would	fulfil	our	Lord’s	bidding.	And	at	once	she	was	bidden	in	her	soul	that	she
should	not	be	sorry	or	miserable,	because	she	would	be	provided	for	well



enough,	and	she	should	go	safely	and	come	safely	back.	And	so	it	happened
indeed.
Then	our	Lord	in	a	way	thanked	her,	because	she	in	contemplation	and	in

meditation	had	been	his	mother’s	handmaid,	and	helped	to	look	after	him	in	his
childhood	and	so	forth,	until	the	time	of	his	death,	and	said	to	her,	‘Daughter,
you	shall	have	as	great	reward	with	me	in	heaven	for	your	good	service,	and	the
good	deeds	that	you	have	done	in	your	mind	and	meditation,	as	if	you	had	done
those	same	deeds	with	your	bodily	senses	outwardly.	And	also,	daughter,	when
you	do	any	service	to	yourself	and	your	husband,	in	meals	or	drink	or	any	other
thing	that	is	needful	for	you,	for	your	confessors,	or	for	any	others	that	you
receive	in	my	name,	you	shall	have	the	same	reward	in	heaven	as	though	you	did
it	to	my	own	person	or	to	my	blessed	mother,	and	I	shall	thank	you	for	it.
‘Daughter,	you	say	that	it	is	a	good	name	for	me	to	be	called	All	Good,	and

you	shall	find	that	name	is	all	good	to	you.	And	also,	daughter,	you	say	it	is	very
fitting	that	I	be	called	All	Love,	and	you	shall	find	indeed	that	I	am	all	love	to
you,	for	I	know	every	thought	of	your	heart.	And	I	well	know,	daughter,	that	you
have	many	times	thought,	if	you	had	many	churches	full	of	money,	you	would
have	given	it	in	my	name.	And	also	you	have	thought	that	you	would,	if	you	had
had	enough	money,	have	founded	many	abbeys	for	my	love,	for	religious	men
and	women	to	live	in,	and	given	each	of	them	a	hundred	pounds	a	year	to	be	my
servants.	And	you	have	also	in	your	mind	desired	to	have	many	priests	in	the
town	of	Lynn,	who	might	sing	and	read	night	and	day	to	serve	me,	worship	me,
praise	and	thank	me	for	the	goodness	that	I	have	done	to	you	on	earth.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	I	promised	you	that	you	shall	have	the	same	reward

in	heaven	for	this	good	will	and	these	good	desires,	as	if	you	had	done	them
indeed.	Daughter,	I	know	all	the	thoughts	of	your	heart	that	you	have	for	all
kinds	of	men	and	women,	for	all	lepers,	for	all	prisoners;	and	as	much	money	as
you	would	give	them	in	a	year	to	serve	me	with,	I	take	it	as	if	it	were	done
indeed.	And,	daughter,	I	thank	you	for	the	charity	that	you	have	towards	all
lecherous	men	and	women,	for	you	pray	for	them	and	weep	many	a	tear	for
them,	desiring	that	I	should	deliver	them	from	sin,	and	be	as	gracious	to	them	as
I	was	to	Mary	Magdalene,	and	that	they	might	have	as	great	a	love	towards	me
as	Mary	Magdalene	had.	And,	with	this	condition,	you	would	like	every	one	of
them	to	have	twenty	pounds	a	year	to	love	and	praise	me.
‘And,	daughter,	this	great	charity	that	you	have	towards	them	in	your	prayer

very	much	pleases	me.	And	also,	daughter,	I	thank	you	for	the	charity	that	you
have	in	your	prayer	when	you	pray	for	all	Jews	and	Saracens,	and	all	heathen
people,	that	they	should	come	to	Christian	faith,	so	that	my	name	might	be
magnified	in	them;	and	for	the	holy	tears	and	weeping	that	you	have	wept	for



them,	praying	and	desiring	that	if	any	prayer	might	bring	them	to	grace	or
Christian	belief,	that	I	should	hear	your	prayer	for	them,	if	it	were	my	will.
‘Furthermore,	daughter,	I	thank	you	for	the	general	charity	that	you	have

towards	all	people	now	living	in	this	world,	and	all	those	that	are	to	come	until
the	end	of	the	world:	that	you	would	be	chopped	up	as	small	as	meat	for	the	pot
for	their	love,	so	that	I	would,	by	your	death,	save	them	all	from	damnation	if	it
pleased	me.	For	you	often	say	in	your	thoughts	that	there	are	enough	in	hell,	and
you	wish	that	no	more	men	should	ever	deserve	to	go	there.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	for	all	these	good	wills	and	desires,	you	shall	have

most	high	reward	in	heaven.	Believe	it	well,	and	never	doubt	it	at	all,	for	all
these	graces	are	my	graces,	and	I	work	them	in	you	myself,	so	that	you	should
have	the	more	reward	in	heaven.	And	I	tell	you	truly,	daughter,	every	good
thought	and	every	good	desire	that	you	have	in	your	soul	is	the	speech	of	God,
even	if	you	do	not	hear	me	speaking	to	you	sometimes,	as	I	sometimes	do	to
your	clear	understanding.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	I	am	like	a	hidden	God3 	in	your	soul,	and	I

sometimes	withdraw	your	tears	and	your	devotion,	so	that	you	should	think	in
yourself	that	you	have	no	goodness	of	yourself,	but	all	goodness	comes	from	me;
and	also,	so	that	you	should	truly	know	what	pain	it	is	to	be	without	me,	and
how	sweet	it	is	to	feel	me,	and	that	you	should	be	the	more	busy	to	seek	me
again;	also,	daughter,	so	that	you	should	know	what	pain	other	men	have,	who
wish	to	feel	me	and	may	not.	For	there	is	many	a	man	on	earth	who,	if	he	had	for
only	one	day	in	his	whole	lifetime	what	you	have	many	days,	he	would	always
love	me	better,	and	thank	me	because	of	that	one	day.	And	you	may	not,
daughter,	do	without	me	for	one	day	without	great	pain.	Therefore,	daughter,
you	have	great	cause	to	love	me	well,	for	it	is	not	because	of	any	anger,
daughter,	that	I	sometimes	withdraw	from	you	the	feeling	of	grace	and	the
fervour	of	devotion,	but	so	that	you	should	know	for	sure	that	you	cannot	be	a
hypocrite	for	any	weeping,	for	any	crying,	for	any	sweetness,	for	any	devotion,
for	any	thought	of	my	Passion,	or	for	any	other	spiritual	grace	that	I	give	or	send
to	you.	For	these	are	not	the	devil’s	gifts,	but	they	are	my	graces	and	my	gifts,
and	these	are	my	own	special	gifts	that	I	give	to	my	own	chosen	souls,	whom	I
knew	without	beginning	should	come	to	grace	and	dwell	with	me	without	end.
‘For	in	all	other	things	you	may	be	a	hypocrite	if	you	wish,	that	is	to	say,	in

understanding,	in	saying	many	prayers,	in	great	fasting,	in	doing	of	great
penance	outwardly,	so	that	people	may	see	it,	or	in	doing	great	deeds	of	charity
with	your	hands,	or	in	speaking	good	words	with	your	mouth.	In	all	these,
daughter,	you	may	be	a	hypocrite	if	you	wish,	and	you	may	also	do	them	well
and	holily,	if	you	wish	to	yourself.



‘See,	daughter,	I	have	given	you	such	a	love	that	you	shall	be	no	hypocrite	in
it.	And,	daughter,	you	will	never	be	losing	time	while	you	are	so	occupied,	for
whoever	is	thinking	well	may	not	sin	during	that	time.	And	the	devil	does	not
know	your	holy	thoughts	that	I	give	you,	nor	does	any	man	on	earth	know	how
well	and	holily	you	are	occupied	with	me,	nor	can	you	describe	yourself	the
great	grace	and	goodness	that	you	feel	in	me.	And	therefore,	daughter,	you
beguile	both	the	devil	and	the	world	with	your	holy	thoughts,	and	it	is	very	great
folly	for	worldly	people	to	judge	your	heart,	which	no	man	may	know,	but	God
alone.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	I	tell	you	truly,	you	have	as	great	cause	to	rejoice

and	be	merry	in	your	soul	as	any	lady	or	maiden	in	this	world.	So	great	is	my
love	towards	you,	that	I	may	not	withdraw	it	from	you,	for,	daughter,	no	heart
may	think,	nor	tongue	tell,	the	great	love	that	I	have	to	you,	and	for	that	I	take
witness	of	my	blessed	mother,	of	my	holy	angels,	and	of	all	the	saints	in	heaven,
for	they	all	worship	me,	for	your	love,	in	heaven.	And	so	I	shall	be	worshipped
on	earth	for	your	love,	daughter,	for	I	will	have	the	grace	I	have	shown	you	on
earth	known	to	the	world,	so	that	people	may	wonder	at	my	goodness	that	I	have
shown	to	you	who	have	been	sinful.	And	because	I	have	been	so	gracious	and
merciful	to	you,	they	who	are	in	the	world	shall	not	despair,	be	they	never	so
sinful,	for	they	may	have	mercy	and	grace,	if	they	will,	themselves.’



Chapter	85

One	time,	as	the	said	creature	was	kneeling	before	an	altar	of	the	Cross	and
saying	a	prayer,	her	eyelids	kept	closing	together,	as	though	she	would	have
slept.1 	And	in	the	end	she	couldn’t	choose;	she	fell	into	a	little	slumber,	and	at
once	there	appeared	truly	to	her	sight	an	angel,	all	clothed	in	white	as	if	he	were
a	little	child,	bearing	a	huge	book	before	him.2 	Then	this	creature	said	to	the
child,	or	else	to	the	angel,	‘Ah,’	she	said,	‘this	is	the	Book	of	Life.’
And	she	saw	in	the	book	the	Trinity,3 	and	all	in	gold.	Then	she	said	to	the

child,	‘Where	is	my	name?’
The	child	answered	and	said,	‘Here	is	your	name,	written	at	the	Trinity’s

foot,’	and	with	that	he	was	gone,	she	didn’t	know	where.
And	soon	afterwards,	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	spoke	to	her	and	said,	‘Daughter,

see	that	you	are	now	true	and	steadfast,	and	have	a	good	faith,	for	your	name	is
written	in	heaven	in	the	Book	of	Life,	and	this	was	an	angel	who	gave	you
comfort.	And	therefore,	daughter,	you	must	be	very	merry,	for	I	am	very	busy
both	morning	and	afternoon	to	draw	your	heart	into	my	heart,	for	you	should
keep	your	mind	altogether	upon	me,	and	you	shall	much	increase	your	love
towards	God.	For,	daughter,	if	you	will	follow	after	God’s	counsel,	you	may	not
do	amiss,	for	God’s	counsel	is	to	be	meek,	patient	in	charity	and	in	chastity.’
Another	time,	as	this	creature	lay	in	her	contemplation	in	a	chapel	of	our

Lady,	her	mind	was	occupied	in	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	she
thought	truly	that	she	saw	our	Lord	appear	to	her	spiritual	sight	in	his	manhood,
with	his	wounds	bleeding	as	freshly	as	though	he	had	been	scourged	before	her.
And	then	she	wept	and	cried	with	all	the	strength	of	her	body,	for,	if	her	sorrow
were	great	before	this	spiritual	sight,	it	was	yet	greater	afterwards	than	it	was
before,	and	her	love	was	more	increased	towards	our	Lord.	And	then	she	felt
great	wonder	that	our	Lord	would	become	man,	and	suffer	such	grievous	pain
for	her,	who	was	so	unkind	a	creature	to	him.
Another	time,	as	she	was	in	a	church	of	St	Margaret,	in	the	choir,	being	in

great	sweetness	and	devotion,	with	great	abundance	of	tears,	she	asked	our	Lord
Jesus	Christ	how	she	might	best	please	him.	And	he	answered	her	soul,	saying,



Jesus	Christ	how	she	might	best	please	him.	And	he	answered	her	soul,	saying,
‘Daughter,	have	mind	of	your	wickedness,	and	think	of	my	goodness.’
Then	she	prayed	these	words	many	times	and	often,	‘Lord,	for	your	great

goodness,	have	mercy	on	all	my	wickedness,	as	surely	as	I	was	never	so	wicked
as	you	are	good,	nor	ever	may	be,	even	if	I	would,	for	you	are	so	good	that	you
may	be	no	better.	And	therefore	it	is	a	great	marvel	that	any	man	should	ever	be
parted	from	you	without	end.’
Then	as	she	lay	still	in	the	choir,	weeping	and	mourning	for	her	sins,	she	was

suddenly	in	a	kind	of	sleep.	And	at	once	she	saw,	with	her	spiritual	eye,	our
Lord’s	body	lying	before	her,	and	his	head,	as	she	thought,	close	by	her,	with	his
blessed	face	turned	upwards,	the	handsomest	man	that	ever	might	be	seen	or
imagined.	And	then,	as	she	looked,	there	came	someone	with	a	dagger	and	cut
that	precious	body	all	along	the	breast.	And	then	she	wept	amazingly	bitterly,
having	more	thought,	pity	and	compassion	of	the	Passion	of	our	Lord	Jesus
Christ	than	she	had	before.	And	so	every	day	her	thoughts	and	her	love	for	our
Lord	increased,	blessed	may	he	be,	and	the	more	that	her	love	increased,	the
more	was	her	sorrow	for	the	sins	of	the	people.
Another	time,	the	said	creature	being	in	a	chapel	of	our	Lady,	weeping	bitterly

at	the	memory	of	our	Lord’s	Passion,	and	such	other	graces	and	goodness	as	our
Lord	ministered	to	her	mind,	suddenly	–	she	knew	not	how	soon	–	she	was	in	a
kind	of	sleep.
And	at	once,	in	the	sight	of	her	soul,	she	saw	our	Lord	standing	right	up	over

her,	so	near	that	she	thought	she	took	his	toes	in	her	hand	and	felt	them,	and	to
her	feeling	it	was	as	if	they	had	been	really	flesh	and	bones.4 	And	then	she
thanked	God	for	everything,	for	through	these	spiritual	sights	her	affection	was
entirely	drawn	into	the	manhood	of	Christ	and	into	the	memory	of	his	Passion,
until	that	time	that	it	pleased	our	Lord	to	give	her	understanding	of	his
incomprehensible	Godhead.
As	is	written	before,	these	kinds	of	visions	and	feelings	she	had	soon	after	her

conversion,	when	she	was	all	set	and	fully	intending	to	serve	God	with	all	her
heart	and	strength,	and	had	completely	left	the	world,	and	stayed	in	church	both
morning	and	afternoon,	and	most	especially	in	the	time	of	Lent,	when	she	with
great	insistence	and	much	prayer	had	her	husband’s	permission	to	live	chaste
and	clean,	and	did	great	bodily	penance	before	she	went	to	Jerusalem.
But	afterwards,	when	her	husband	and	she	with	one	assent	had	made	a	vow	of

chastity,	as	is	written	before,	and	she	had	been	to	Rome	and	Jerusalem,	and
suffered	much	contempt	and	reproof	for	her	weeping	and	her	crying,	our	Lord,
of	his	mercy,	drew	her	affection	into	his	Godhead,	and	that	was	more	fervent	in
love	and	desire,	and	more	subtle	in	understanding,	than	was	the	manhood.	And
nevertheless,	the	fire	of	love	increased	in	her,	and	her	understanding	was	more



nevertheless,	the	fire	of	love	increased	in	her,	and	her	understanding	was	more
enlightened	and	her	devotion	more	fervent	than	it	was	before,	while	she	had	her
meditation	and	her	contemplation	only	in	his	manhood.	Yet	she	did	not	have	that
manner	of	proceeding	with	crying	as	she	had	before,	but	it	was	more	subtle	and
more	soft,	and	easier	for	her	spirit	to	bear,	and	as	plentiful	in	tears,	as	it	ever	was
before.
Another	time,	while	this	creature	was	in	a	house	of	the	Preaching	Friars,5 	in	a

chapel	of	our	Lady,	standing	at	her	prayers,	her	eyelids	went	a	little	together	in	a
kind	of	sleep,	and	suddenly	she	saw,	she	thought,	our	Lady	in	the	fairest	vision
that	she	ever	saw,	holding	a	fair	white	kerchief	in	her	hand	and	saying	to	her,
‘Daughter,	would	you	like	to	see	my	son?’
And	with	that	she	saw	forthwith	our	Lady	hold	her	blessed	son	in	her	hand,

and	swathe	him	very	lightly	in	the	white	kerchief,	so	that	she	could	see	how	she
did	it.	This	creature	then	had	a	new	spiritual	joy	and	a	new	spiritual	comfort,
which	was	so	marvellous	that	she	could	never	tell	of	it	as	she	felt	it.



Chapter	86

On	one	occasion	our	Lord	spoke	to	the	said	creature,	when	it	pleased	him,	saying
to	her	spiritual	understanding,	‘Daughter,	for	as	many	times	as	you	have
received	the	blessed	sacrament	of	the	altar	with	many	more	holy	thoughts	than
you	can	repeat,	for	as	many	times	you	shall	be	rewarded	in	heaven	with	new	joys
and	new	comforts.	And,	daughter,	in	heaven	it	shall	be	known	to	you	how	many
days	you	have	had	of	high	contemplation	through	my	gift	on	earth,	and	although
they	are	my	gifts	and	graces	which	I	have	given	you,	yet	you	shall	have	the	same
grace	and	reward	in	heaven	as	if	they	were	of	your	own	merits,	for	I	have	freely
given	them	to	you.
‘But	I	thank	you	highly,	daughter,	that	you	have	allowed	me	to	work	my	will

in	you,	and	that	you	would	let	me	be	so	homely	with	you.	For	in	nothing,
daughter,	that	you	might	do	on	earth	might	you	any	better	please	me	than	allow
me	to	speak	to	you	in	your	soul,	for	at	that	time	you	understand	my	will	and	I
understand	your	will.	And	also,	daughter,	you	call	my	mother	to	come	into	your
soul,	and	take	me	in	her	arms,	and	lay	me	to	her	breasts	and	give	me	suck.1
‘Also,	daughter,	I	know	the	holy	thoughts	and	the	good	desires	that	you	have

when	you	receive	me,	and	the	good	charity	that	you	have	towards	me	in	the	time
that	you	receive	my	precious	body	into	your	soul,	and	also	how	you	call	Mary
Magdalene	into	your	soul	to	welcome	me,	for,	daughter,	I	know	well	enough
what	you	are	thinking.	You	think	that	she	is	worthiest,	in	your	soul,	and	you	trust
most	in	her	prayers,	next	to	my	mother,	and	so	you	may	indeed,	daughter,	for
she	is	a	very	great	mediator	to	me	for	you	in	the	bliss	of	heaven.	And	sometimes,
daughter,	you	think	your	soul	so	large	and	so	wide	that	you	call	all	the	court	of
heaven	into	your	soul	to	welcome	me.	I	know	very	well,	daughter,	what	you	say:
“Come,	all	twelve	apostles,	who	were	so	well	beloved	of	God	on	earth,	and
receive	your	Lord	in	my	soul.”
‘You	also	pray	Katherine,	Margaret,	and	all	holy	virgins	to	welcome	me	in

your	soul.	And	then	you	pray	my	blessed	mother,	Mary	Magdalene,	all	apostles,
martyrs,	confessors,	Katherine,	Margaret,	and	all	holy	virgins,	that	they	should



decorate	the	chamber	of	your	soul	with	many	fair	flowers	and	with	many	sweet
spices,	so	that	I	might	rest	there	within.
‘Furthermore,	you	sometimes	imagine,	daughter,	that	you	have	a	cushion	of

gold,	another	of	red	velvet,	the	third	of	white	silk,	in	your	soul.2 	And	you	think
that	my	Father	sits	on	the	cushion	of	gold,	for	with	him	lies	might	and	power.
And	you	think	that	I,	the	Second	Person	of	the	Trinity,	your	love	and	your	joy,
sit	on	the	red	cushion	of	velvet,	for	upon	me	is	all	your	thought,	because	I
bought	you	so	dearly,	and	you	think	that	you	can	never	requite	me	the	love	that	I
have	shown	you,	though	you	were	slain	a	thousand	times	a	day,	if	it	were
possible,	for	my	love.	Thus	you	think,	daughter,	in	your	soul,	that	I	am	worthy	to
sit	on	a	red	cushion,	in	remembrance	of	the	red	blood	that	I	shed	for	you.
Moreover,	you	think	that	the	Holy	Ghost	sits	on	a	white	cushion,	for	you	think
that	he	is	full	of	love	and	purity,	and	therefore	it	is	fitting	for	him	to	sit	on	a
white	cushion,	for	he	is	a	giver	of	all	holy	thoughts	and	chastity.
‘And	yet	I	know	well	enough,	daughter,	that	you	think	you	may	not	worship

the	Father	unless	you	worship	the	Son,	and	that	you	may	not	worship	the	Son
unless	you	worship	the	Holy	Ghost.	And	you	also	think	sometimes,	daughter,
that	the	Father	is	almighty	and	all-knowing,	and	all	grace	and	goodness,	and	you
think	the	same	of	the	Son,	that	he	is	almighty	and	all-knowing	and	all	grace	and
goodness.	And	you	think	that	the	Holy	Ghost	has	the	same	properties,	equal	with
the	Father	and	the	Son,	and	proceeding	from	them	both.
‘You	also	think	that	each	of	the	three	Persons	in	the	Trinity	has	what	the	other

has	in	their	Godhead,	and	so	you	truly	believe,	daughter,	in	your	soul,	that	there
are	three	different	Persons	and	one	God	in	substance,	and	that	each	knows	what
the	others	know,	and	each	may	do	what	the	others	may,	and	each	wills	what	the
others	will.	And,	daughter,	this	is	a	true	faith	and	a	right	faith,	and	this	faith	you
have	only	of	my	gift.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	if	you	will	consider	thoroughly,	you	have	great

cause	to	love	me	very	well,	and	to	give	me	your	heart	completely,	so	that	I	may
fully	rest	within	it,	as	I	wish	to	myself.	For	if	you	allow	me,	daughter,	to	rest	in
your	soul	on	earth,	believe	it	indeed	that	you	shall	rest	with	me	in	heaven
without	end.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	don’t	be	surprised	if	you	weep	bitterly	when	you	are

given	communion,	and	receive	my	blessed	body	in	form	of	bread,	for	you	pray
to	me	before	you	receive	communion,	saying	to	me	in	your	mind,	“As	surely,
Lord,	as	you	love	me,	make	me	clean	from	all	sin,	and	give	me	grace	to	receive
your	precious	body	worthily,	with	all	manner	of	worship	and	reverence.”
‘And,	daughter,	rest	assured	that	I	hear	your	prayer,	for	you	may	not	say

anything	to	please	me	better	than	“as	surely	as	I	love	you”,	for	then	I	fulfil	my
grace	in	you,	and	give	you	many	a	holy	thought	–	it	is	impossible	to	tell	them	all.



grace	in	you,	and	give	you	many	a	holy	thought	–	it	is	impossible	to	tell	them	all.
‘And	because	of	the	great	homeliness	that	I	show	towards	you	at	that	time,

you	are	much	bolder	to	ask	for	grace	for	yourself,	for	your	husband,	for	your
children;	and	you	make	every	Christian	man	and	woman	your	child	in	your	soul
for	the	time,	and	would	have	as	much	grace	for	them	as	for	your	own	children.
You	also	ask	for	mercy	for	your	husband,	and	you	think	you	are	much	beholden
to	me,	that	I	have	given	you	the	sort	of	man	who	would	let	you	live	chaste,	he
being	alive	and	in	good	physical	health.	In	truth,	daughter,	you	think	most	truly,
and	therefore	you	have	great	cause	to	love	me	very	well.
‘Daughter,	if	you	knew	how	many	wives	there	are	in	this	world,	who	would

love	me	and	serve	me	well	and	duly,	if	they	might	be	as	free	from	their	husbands
as	you	are	from	yours,	you	would	say	that	you	were	very	much	beholden	to	me.
And	yet	they	are	thwarted	from	their	will	and	suffer	very	great	pain,	and
therefore	they	shall	have	great	reward	in	heaven,	for	I	receive	every	good	will	as
a	deed.
‘Sometimes,	daughter,	I	make	you	have	great	sorrow	for	your	confessor’s	sins

especially,	so	that	he	should	have	as	full	forgiveness	for	his	sins	as	you	would
have	for	yours.	And	sometimes,	when	you	receive	the	precious	sacrament,	I
make	you	pray	for	your	confessor	in	this	way	–	that	as	many	men	and	women
might	be	turned	by	his	preaching,	as	you	wish	were	turned	by	the	tears	of	your
eyes,	and	that	my	holy	words	might	settle	as	keenly	in	their	hearts,	as	you	wish
they	would	settle	in	your	heart.	And	you	also	ask	the	same	grace	for	all	good
men	who	preach	my	word	on	earth,	that	they	might	bring	profit	to	all	reasonable
creatures.
‘And	often,	on	the	day	that	you	receive	my	precious	body,	you	ask	for	grace

and	mercy	for	all	your	friends,	and	for	all	your	enemies	who	ever	caused	you
shame	or	rebuke,	either	scorned	you	or	jibed	at	you	for	the	grace	that	I	work	in
you,	and	for	all	this	world,	both	young	and	old,	bitterly	weeping	many	tears	and
sobbing.	You	have	suffered	much	shame	and	much	reproof,	and	therefore	you
shall	have	very	much	bliss	in	heaven.
‘Daughter,	do	not	be	ashamed	to	receive	my	grace	when	I	will	give	it	you,	for

I	shall	not	be	ashamed	of	you,	so	that	you	shall	be	received	into	the	bliss	of
heaven	–	there	to	be	rewarded	for	every	good	thought,	for	every	good	word,	and
for	every	good	deed,	and	for	every	day	of	contemplation,	and	for	all	good	desires
that	you	have	had	here	in	this	world	–	with	me	everlastingly	as	my	beloved
darling,	as	my	blessed	spouse,	and	as	my	holy	wife.
‘And	therefore,	do	not	be	afraid,	daughter,	though	people	wonder	why	you

weep	so	bitterly	when	you	receive	me,	for,	if	they	knew	what	grace	I	place	in
you	at	that	time,	they	should	rather	wonder	that	your	heart	does	not	burst



asunder.	And	so	it	should,	if	I	did	not	control	that	grace	myself;	but	you	see	for
yourself,	daughter,	that	when	you	have	received	me	into	your	soul,	you	are	in
peace	and	quiet,	and	sob	no	longer.	And	at	this	people	are	greatly	amazed,	but	it
need	be	no	surprise	to	you,	for	you	know	that	I	proceed	like	a	husband	who
would	wed	a	wife.	At	the	time	he	weds	her,	he	thinks	he	is	sure	enough	of	her,
and	that	no	man	shall	part	them,	for	then,	daughter,	they	may	go	to	bed	together
without	any	shame	or	fear	of	other	people,	and	sleep	in	rest	and	peace	if	they
will.3 	And	things	are	like	this	between	you	and	me,	daughter,	for	you	have
every	week,	especially	on	Sunday,	great	fear	and	dread	in	your	soul	how	you
may	best	be	sure	of	my	love,	and,	with	great	reverence	and	holy	dread,	how	you
may	best	receive	me	to	the	salvation	of	your	soul,	with	all	manner	of	meekness,
humility	and	charity,	as	any	lady	in	this	world	is	busy	to	receive	her	husband,
when	he	comes	home	and	has	been	long	away	from	her.
‘My	beloved	daughter,	I	thank	you	highly	for	all	people	whom	you	have

looked	after	when	ill	in	my	name,	and	for	all	kindness	and	service	that	you	have
done	them	in	any	degree,	for	you	shall	have	the	same	reward	with	me	in	heaven,
as	though	you	had	looked	after	my	own	self,	while	I	was	here	on	earth.	Also,
daughter,	I	thank	you	for	as	many	times	as	you	have	bathed	me,	in	your	soul,	at
home	in	your	chamber,	as	though	I	had	been	present	there	in	my	manhood,	for	I
well	know,	daughter,	all	the	holy	thoughts	that	you	have	shown	me	in	your
mind.	And	also,	daughter,	I	thank	you	for	all	the	times	that	you	have	harboured
me	and	my	blessed	mother	in	your	bed.4
‘For	these,	and	all	other	good	thoughts	and	good	deeds	that	you	have	thought

in	my	name,	and	performed	for	my	love,	you	shall	have	with	me	and	with	my
mother,	with	my	holy	angels,	with	my	apostles,	with	my	martyrs,	confessors	and
virgins,	and	with	all	my	holy	saints,	all	manner	of	joy	and	bliss,	lasting	without
end.’



Chapter	87

The	said	creature	lay	very	still	in	the	church,	hearing	and	understanding	this
sweet	dalliance	in	her	soul	as	clearly	as	if	one	friend	was	speaking	to	another.
And	when	she	heard	the	great	promises	that	our	Lord	promised	her,	then	she
thanked	him	with	much	weeping	and	sobbing,	and	with	many	holy	and	reverent
thoughts,	saying	in	her	mind,	‘Lord	Jesus,	blessed	may	you	be,	for	I	never
deserved	this	of	you,	but	I	wish	I	were	in	that	place	where	I	should	never
displease	you	from	this	time	forward.’
With	such	manner	of	thoughts,	and	many	more	than	I	could	ever	write,	she

worshipped	and	magnified	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	for	his	holy	visitation	and	his
comfort.	And	in	such	kinds	of	visitations	and	holy	contemplations	as	are	written
before,	though	much	more	subtle	and	higher	without	comparison	than	are
written,	the	said	creature	had	continued	her	life,	through	the	preserving	of	our
Saviour	Jesus	Christ,	for	more	than	twenty-five	years	when	this	treatise	was
written,1 	week	by	week,	day	by	day,	unless	she	were	occupied	with	sick	folk,	or
else	prevented	by	some	other	needful	occupation	which	was	necessary	to	her	or
to	her	fellow	Christians.	Then	it	was	withdrawn	sometimes,	for	it	can	only	be
had	in	great	quietness	of	soul	through	long	exercise.
By	this	manner	of	speech	and	converse	she	was	made	mighty	and	strong	in	the

love	of	our	Lord,	and	greatly	stabilized	in	her	faith,	and	increased	in	meekness
and	charity	with	other	good	virtues.	And	she	firmly	and	steadfastly	believed	that
it	was	God	that	spoke	in	her	soul,	and	no	evil	spirit,	for	in	his	speech	she	had
most	strength	and	most	comfort	and	most	increase	of	virtue	–	blessed	be	God.
Various	times,	when	this	creature	was	so	ill	that	she	expected	to	die,	and	other

people	thought	the	same,	it	was	answered	in	her	soul	that	she	should	not	die,	but
she	should	live	and	be	well,	and	so	she	did.	Sometimes	our	Lady	spoke	to	her,
and	comforted	her	in	her	sickness.	Sometimes	St	Peter,	or	St	Paul,	sometimes	St
Mary	Magdalene,	St	Katherine,	St	Margaret,	or	whichever	saint	in	heaven	that
she	could	think	of,	through	the	will	and	sufferance	of	God,	spoke	to	the
understanding	of	her	soul,	and	informed	her	how	she	should	love	God	and	how
she	should	best	please	him,	and	answered	to	whatever	she	would	ask	them,	and
she	could	understand	by	their	manner	of	speaking	which	of	them	it	was	that



she	could	understand	by	their	manner	of	speaking	which	of	them	it	was	that
spoke	to	her	and	comforted	her.
Our	Lord,	of	his	mercy,	visited	her	so	much	and	so	plentifully	with	his	holy

speeches	and	his	holy	dalliance,	that	many	times	she	did	not	know	how	the	day
went.	She	sometimes	supposed	that	periods	of	five	or	six	hours	had	not	been	the
space	of	an	hour.	It	was	so	sweet	and	so	devout	that	it	was	as	if	she	had	been	in
heaven.	She	never	thought	it	was	a	long	time,	and	she	was	never	irked	by	it	–	the
time	went	past,	she	knew	not	how.	She	would	rather	have	served	God,	if	she
could	have	lived	so	long,	for	a	hundred	years	in	this	manner	of	life,	than	one	day
as	she	first	began.
And	she	often	said	to	our	Lord	Jesus,	‘Ah,	Lord	Jesus,	since	it	is	so	sweet	to

weep	for	your	love	on	earth,	I	well	know	it	will	be	truly	joyful	to	be	with	you	in
heaven.	Therefore,	Lord,	I	pray	you,	let	me	never	have	other	joy	on	earth	but
mourning	and	weeping	for	your	love.	For	I	think,	Lord,	though	I	were	in	hell,	if	I
might	weep	there	and	mourn	for	your	love	as	I	do	here,	hell	would	not	annoy
me,	but	it	would	be	a	kind	of	heaven,	for	your	love	sets	aside	every	sort	of	fear
of	our	spiritual	enemy,	and	I	had	rather	be	there	as	long	as	you	wished,	and
please	you,	than	be	in	this	world	and	displease	you.	Therefore,	Lord,	as	you	will,
so	may	it	be.’



Chapter	88

When	this	book	was	first	being	written,1 	the	said	creature	was	more	at	home	in
her	chamber	with	the	man	doing	the	writing,	and	said	fewer	prayers	than	she	had
done	for	years	before,	in	order	to	speed	the	writing.	And	when	she	came	to
church	to	hear	mass,	intending	to	say	her	matins	and	such	other	devotions	as	she
had	performed	before,	her	heart	was	drawn	away	from	recitation	and	much	set
upon	meditation.	She	being	afraid	of	the	displeasure	of	our	Lord,	he	said	to	her
soul,	‘Do	not	be	afraid,	daughter,	for	as	many	prayers	as	you	would	like	to	say,	I
accept	them	as	though	you	said	them;	and	your	concentration	on	getting	written
down	the	grace	that	I	have	shown	you	pleases	me	greatly,	and	he	who	is	doing
the	writing	as	well.	For	though	you	were	in	church	and	both	wept	together	as
bitterly	as	you	ever	did,	you	still	would	not	please	me	more	than	you	do	with
your	writing,	for,	daughter,	by	this	book	many	a	man	shall	be	turned	to	me	and
believe.
‘Daughter,	where	is	a	better	prayer,	by	your	own	reason,	than	to	pray	to	me

with	your	heart	or	your	thought?	Daughter,	when	you	pray	by	thought,	you
yourself	understand	what	you	ask	of	me,	and	you	also	understand	what	I	say	to
you,	and	you	understand	what	I	promise	to	you	and	yours,	and	to	all	your
confessors.	And	as	for	Master	Robert,	your	confessor,	I	have	granted	you	what
you	desired,	that	he	should	have	half	your	tears	and	half	the	good	works	that	I
have	worked	in	you.2 	Therefore	he	shall	truly	be	rewarded	for	your	weeping,	as
though	he	had	wept	himself.	And	believe	indeed,	daughter,	that	you	shall	be	very
merry	in	heaven	together	at	the	last,	and	shall	bless	the	time	that	you	ever	knew
each	other.
‘And,	daughter,	you	shall	bless	me	without	end	that	I	ever	gave	you	so	true	a

confessor,	for,	though	he	has	been	sharp	with	you	sometimes,	it	has	been	greatly
to	your	advantage,	for	otherwise	you	would	have	had	too	great	an	affection	for
him	personally.	And	when	he	was	sharp	to	you,	then	you	ran	with	all	your	mind
to	me,	saying,	“Lord,	there	is	no	trust	but	in	you	alone.”	And	then	you	cried	to
me	with	all	your	heart,	“Lord,	for	your	smarting	wounds,	draw	all	my	love	into
your	heart.”	And,	daughter,	so	I	have	done.



your	heart.”	And,	daughter,	so	I	have	done.
‘You	often	think	that	I	have	done	very	much	for	you,	and	you	think	that	it	is	a

great	miracle	that	I	have	drawn	all	your	affection	to	me,	for	sometimes	you	were
so	fond	of	some	particular	person,	that	you	thought	at	the	time	that	it	would	have
been	in	a	way	impossible	to	have	withdrawn	your	affection	from	him.	And	later
you	have	desired,	if	it	pleased	me,	that	this	same	person	should	have	forsaken
you	for	my	love,	for,	if	he	had	not	supported	you,	few	men	would	have	set	any
value	on	you,	as	it	seemed.	And	you	thought,	if	he	had	abandoned	you,	it	would
have	been	the	greatest	rebuke	that	ever	befell	you	in	people’s	eyes;	and	therefore
you	would	willingly	have	endured	that	reproof	for	my	love,	if	it	had	pleased	me.
‘And	so,	with	such	doleful	thoughts	you	increased	your	love	towards	me,	and

therefore,	daughter,	I	receive	your	desires	as	if	they	were	done	indeed.	And	I
well	know	that	you	have	very	true	love	for	that	same	person,	and	I	have	often
said	to	you	that	he	would	be	very	glad	to	love	you,	and	that	he	would	believe	it
is	God	that	speaks	in	you,	and	no	devil.	Also,	daughter,	that	person	has	very	well
pleased	me,	because	he	has	often	in	his	sermons	excused	your	weeping	and	your
crying,	and	so	has	Master	Aleyn	done	as	well,	and	therefore	they	shall	have	very
great	reward	in	heaven.	Daughter,	I	have	told	you	many	times	that	I	should
maintain	your	weeping	and	your	crying	by	sermons	and	preaching.
‘Also,	daughter,	I	tell	you	that	Master	Robert,	your	confessor,	pleases	me	very

much	when	he	tells	you	to	believe	that	I	love	you.	And	I	know	that	you	have
great	faith	in	his	words,	and	so	you	may,	for	he	will	not	flatter	you.	And	also,
daughter,	I	am	highly	pleased	with	him,	because	he	tells	you	that	you	should	sit
still	and	give	your	heart	to	meditation,	and	think	such	holy	thoughts	as	God	will
put	into	your	mind.	I	have	often	told	you	so	myself,	and	yet	you	will	not	do	so
except	with	much	grumbling.
‘And	yet	I	am	not	displeased	with	you,	daughter,	for	I	have	often	said	to	you

that	whether	you	pray	with	your	mouth,	or	think	with	your	heart,	whether	you
read	or	hear	things	read,3 	I	will	be	pleased	with	you.	And	yet,	daughter.	I	tell
you,	if	you	would	believe	me,	that	thinking	is	best	for	you	and	will	most	increase
your	love	towards	me;	and	the	more	homely	that	you	allow	me	to	be	in	your	soul
on	earth,	it	is	worthy	and	right	that	I	be	the	more	homely	with	your	soul	in
heaven.	And	therefore,	daughter,	if	you	will	not	follow	my	advice,	follow	the
advice	of	your	confessor,	for	he	bids	you	do	the	same	as	I	bid	you	do.
‘Daughter,	when	your	confessor	says	to	you	that	you	displease	God,	you

believe	him,	and	then	you	feel	much	sorrow	and	great	misery	and	weep
copiously	until	you	have	gained	grace	again.	And	then	I	often	come	to	you
myself	and	comfort	you,	for,	daughter,	I	cannot	allow	you	to	have	pain	for	any
time	without	having	to	remedy	it.	And	therefore,	daughter,	I	come	to	you	and
make	you	sure	of	my	love,	and	tell	you	with	my	own	mouth	that	you	are	as	sure



make	you	sure	of	my	love,	and	tell	you	with	my	own	mouth	that	you	are	as	sure
of	my	love	as	God	is	God,	and	that	nothing	on	earth	that	you	may	see	with	your
bodily	eye	is	so	secure	to	you.	And	therefore,	blessed	daughter,	love	him	that
loves	you,	and	do	not	forget	me,	daughter,	for	I	do	not	forget	you,	for	my
merciful	eye	is	ever	upon	you.	And	my	merciful	mother	knows	that	very	well,
daughter,	for	she	has	often	told	you	so,	and	many	other	saints	as	well.
‘And	therefore,	daughter,	you	have	great	cause	to	love	me	well,	and	to	give

me	your	whole	heart	with	all	your	affections,	for	that	I	desire,	and	nothing	else,
from	you.	And	I	shall	give	you	in	return	my	whole	heart.	And	if	you	will	be
obedient	to	my	will,	I	shall	be	obedient	to	your	will,	daughter	–	believe	it
indeed.’



Chapter	89

Also,	while	the	said	creature	was	occupied	with	the	writing	of	this	treatise,	she
had	many	holy	tears	and	much	weeping,	and	often	there	came	a	flame	of	fire
about	her	breast,	very	hot	and	delectable;	and	also,	he	that	was	writing	for	her
could	sometimes	not	keep	himself	from	weeping.1
And	often	in	the	meantime,	when	this	creature	was	in	church,	our	Lord	Jesus

Christ	with	his	glorious	mother,	and	many	saints	as	well,	came	into	her	soul	and
thanked	her,	saying	that	they	were	well	pleased	with	the	writing	of	this	book.
And	she	also	heard	many	times	a	voice	of	a	sweet	bird	singing	in	her	ear,	and
often	she	heard	sweet	sounds	and	melodies	that	surpassed	her	wit	to	tell	of	them.
And	she	was	many	times	ill	while	this	treatise	was	being	written,	and,	as	soon	as
she	would	set	about	the	writing	of	this	treatise,	then	in	a	sudden	way	she	was
hale	and	healthy.	And	often	she	was	commanded	to	make	herself	ready	in	all
haste.
On	one	occasion,	as	she	lay	at	her	prayers	in	the	church	during	the	time	of

Advent	before	Christmas,	she	thought	in	her	heart	that	she	wished	that	God,	of
his	goodness,	would	make	Master	Aleyn	to	preach	a	sermon	as	well	as	he
could.2 	And	as	soon	as	she	had	thought	in	this	way,	she	heard	our	Sovereign
Lord	Christ	Jesus	saying	in	her	soul,	‘Daughter,	I	know	very	well	what	you	are
thinking	now	about	Master	Aleyn,	and	I	tell	you	truly	that	he	shall	preach	a	very
holy	sermon.	And	see	that	you	believe	steadfastly	the	words	that	he	shall	preach,
as	though	I	preached	them	myself,	for	they	shall	be	words	of	great	solace	and
comfort	to	you,	for	I	shall	speak	in	him.’
When	she	had	heard	this	answer,	she	went	and	told	it	to	her	confessor	and	two

other	priests	whom	she	greatly	trusted.	And	when	she	had	told	them	her	feeling,
she	was	sorry,	for	fear	as	to	whether	he	would	speak	as	well	as	she	had	felt	or
not	–	for	revelations	are	hard	sometimes	to	understand.
And	sometimes	those	that	people	think	were	revelations	are	deceits	and

illusions,	and	therefore	it	is	not	appropriate	to	give	credence	too	readily	to	every
stirring,	but	wait	steadfastly	and	prove	if	they	be	sent	from	God.	Nevertheless,	as



for	this	feeling	of	this	creature,	it	was	very	truth,	shown	in	experience,	and	her
fear	and	her	heaviness	of	heart	turned	into	great	spiritual	comfort	and	gladness.
Sometimes	she	was	greatly	depressed	about	her	feelings	–	when	she	did	not

know	how	they	should	be	understood	for	many	days	together,	because	of	the
dread	that	she	had	of	deceptions	and	delusions	–	so	that	she	thought	she	wished
her	head	had	been	struck	from	her	body	until	God,	of	his	goodness,	explained
them	to	her	mind.
For	sometimes,	what	she	understood	physically	was	to	be	understood

spiritually,	and	the	fear	that	she	had	of	her	feelings	was	the	greatest	scourge	that
she	had	on	earth;	and	especially	when	she	had	her	first	feelings;	and	that	fear
made	her	most	meek,	for	she	had	no	joy	in	the	feeling	until	she	knew	by
experience	whether	it	was	true	or	not.
But	ever	blessed	may	God	be,	for	he	made	her	always	more	mighty	and	more

strong	in	his	love	and	in	his	fear,	and	gave	her	increase	of	virtue,	with
perseverance.
Here	ends	this	treatise,	for	God	took	him	to	his	mercy	who	wrote	the	first

copy	of	this	book.3 	And	though	he	did	not	write	clearly	or	openly	to	our	manner
of	speaking,	he	in	his	own	way	of	writing	and	spelling	made	true	sense,	which	–
through	the	help	of	God,	and	of	herself	who	experienced	all	this	treatise	in
feeling	and	acting	–	is	now	truly	drawn	out	of	that	copy	into	this	little	book.





BOOK 	 I I



Chapter	1

After	our	Sovereign	Saviour	had	taken	to	his	manifold	mercy	the	person	who
first	wrote	the	said	treatise,	and	the	priest,	of	whom	is	written	before,	had	copied
the	same	treatise	according	to	his	simple	knowledge,	he	held	it	appropriate	to	the
honour	of	the	blissful	Trinity1 	that	God’s	holy	works	should	be	notified	and
declared	to	the	people,	when	it	pleased	him,	to	the	worship	of	his	holy	name.
And	then	he	began	to	write	in	the	year	of	our	Lord	1438,	on	the	feast	of	St

Vitalis,	Martyr,2 	of	such	grace	as	our	Lord	worked	in	his	simple	creature	during
the	years	that	she	lived	afterwards;	not	all,	but	some	of	it,	as	she	told	him	with
her	own	tongue.
And	first,	here	is	a	notable	matter	which	is	not	written	in	the	preceding

treatise.	It	happened	soon	after	the	creature	previously	written	about	had
forsaken	the	occupations	of	the	world	and	was	joined	in	her	mind	to	God,	as
much	as	frailty	would	allow.3
The	said	creature	had	a	son,	a	tall	young	man,	living	with	a	worthy	burgess	in

Lynn,	involved	in	business	as	a	merchant	and	sailing	overseas,	whom	she
desired	to	draw	away	from	the	perils	of	this	wretched	and	unstable	world,	if	her
power	could	attain	to	it.	She	did	as	much	as	was	in	her,	and	whenever	she	could
meet	with	him	at	leisure	she	many	times	counselled	him	to	leave	the	world	and
follow	Christ	–	so	much	so,	that	he	fled	her	company,	and	would	not	gladly	meet
her.
So,	on	one	occasion,	it	happened	that	the	mother	met	with	her	son,	although	it

was	against	his	will	and	his	intention	at	that	time.	And	as	she	had	done	before,	so
now	she	spoke	to	him	again,	that	he	should	flee	the	perils	of	this	world,	and	not
set	all	his	study	and	business	so	much	upon	it	as	he	did.	He	not	agreeing,	but
answering	back	sharply,	and	she,	somewhat	moved	herself	with	sharpness	of
spirit,	said,	‘Now,	since	you	will	not	leave	the	world	at	my	advice,	I	charge	you
–	at	my	blessing	–	at	least	to	keep	your	body	clean	from	women’s	company	until
you	take	a	wife	according	to	the	law	of	the	Church.	And	if	you	do	not,	I	pray
God	chastise	you	and	punish	you	for	it.’
They	parted,	and	soon	afterwards	the	same	young	man	went	overseas	on



They	parted,	and	soon	afterwards	the	same	young	man	went	overseas	on
business,	and	then,	what	with	the	evil	enticing	of	other	people,	and	what	with	his
own	folly,	he	fell	into	the	sin	of	lechery.	Soon	after,	his	colour	changed,	and	his
face	grew	full	of	pimples	and	pustules,	like	a	leper’s.
Then	he	came	home	again	to	Lynn	to	his	master,	with	whom	he	had	been

living	previously.	His	master	put	him	out	of	his	service,	not	for	any	fault	he
found	with	him,	but	perhaps	supposing	he	had	been	a	leper,	as	it	seemed	by	his
face.
The	young	man	told	where	he	pleased	how	his	mother	had	cursed	him,

because	of	which,	as	he	supposed,	God	so	grievously	punished	him.	Some
people,	knowing	of	his	lament	and	pitying	his	distress,	came	to	see	his	mother,
saying	she	had	acted	very	badly,	for	through	her	prayer	God	had	taken
vengeance	on	her	own	child.	Taking	little	notice	of	their	words,	she	let	it	pass	as
if	she	didn’t	care,	until	he	would	come	and	pray	for	grace	himself.	So	at	last,
when	he	saw	no	other	remedy,	he	came	to	his	mother,	telling	her	of	his
misconduct,	promising	he	would	be	obedient	to	God	and	to	her,	and	amend	his
fault	through	the	help	of	God,	avoiding	all	misbehaviour	from	that	time
forwards,	according	to	his	power.
He	prayed	his	mother	for	her	blessing,	and	he	especially	prayed	her	to	pray	for

him	that	our	Lord,	of	his	high	mercy,	would	forgive	him	that	he	had	trespassed,
and	take	away	that	great	sickness	because	of	which	people	fled	from	his
company	as	if	he	were	a	leper.	For	he	supposed	by	her	prayers	our	Lord	sent	him
that	punishment,	and	therefore	he	trusted	by	her	prayers	to	be	delivered	of	it,	if
she	would,	of	her	charity,	pray	for	him.	Then	she,	trusting	in	his	amending	and
having	compassion	for	his	infirmity,	with	sharp	words	of	correction,	promised	to
fulfil	his	intent,	if	God	would	grant	it.
When	she	came	to	her	meditation,	not	forgetting	the	fruit	of	her	womb,4 	she

asked	forgiveness	for	his	sins	and	release	from	the	illness	that	our	Lord	had
given	him,	if	it	were	his	pleasure,	and	profit	to	his	soul.	She	prayed	so	long,	that
he	was	completely	freed	from	the	illness	and	lived	many	years	after,	and	had	a
wife	and	a	child,	blessed	may	God	be,	for	he	wedded	his	wife	in	Prussia,	in
Germany.5
When	news	came	to	his	mother	from	overseas	that	her	son	had	married,	she

was	very	pleased,	and	thanked	God	with	all	her	heart,	supposing	and	trusting
that	he	would	live	clean	and	chaste,	as	the	law	of	matrimony	requires.	Later,
when	God	willed,	his	wife	had	a	child,	a	beautiful	girl.	Then	he	sent	news	to	his
mother	in	England	how	graciously	God	had	treated	him	and	his	wife.	His	mother
being	in	a	chapel	of	our	Lady,	thanking	God	for	the	grace	and	goodness	that	he



showed	to	her	son,	and	desiring	to	see	him	if	she	might,	it	was	answered	to	her
mind	that	she	should	see	them	all	before	she	died.6
She	marvelled	at	this	feeling,	how	it	could	be	as	she	felt,	inasmuch	as	they

were	beyond	the	sea,	and	she	on	this	side	of	the	sea,	never	intending	to	cross	the
sea	while	she	lived.	Nevertheless,	she	well	knew	that	to	God	nothing	was
impossible.	Therefore	she	trusted	it	should	be	as	she	had	feeling,	when	God
willed.



Chapter	2

A	few	years	after	this	young	man	had	married,	he	came	home	to	England	to	his
father	and	his	mother,	all	changed	in	his	clothes	and	his	disposition.	For	before
his	clothes	were	all	fashionably	slashed,1 	and	his	conversation	all	vanity;	now
he	wore	no	slashes,	and	his	talk	was	full	of	virtue.
His	mother,	amazed	at	this	sudden	change,	said	to	him,	‘Blessings	on	us,	son,

how	is	it	that	you	are	so	changed?’
‘Mother,’	he	said,	‘I	believe	that	through	your	prayers	our	Lord	has	drawn	me

to	him,	and	I	intend	by	the	grace	of	God	to	follow	your	advice	more	than	I	have
done	before.’
Then	his	mother,	seeing	this	marvellous	power	in	our	Lord	to	draw	souls	to

him,	thanked	God	as	she	could,	paying	close	attention	to	her	son’s	behaviour	for
fear	of	dissimulation.	The	longer	she	watched	his	behaviour,	the	steadier	she
thought	he	was,	and	the	more	reverent	towards	our	Lord.	When	she	knew	it	was
the	pull	of	our	Lord’s	mercy,	then	she	was	very	joyful,	thanking	God	very	many
times	for	his	grace	and	his	goodness.
Later,	so	that	he	should	be	the	more	diligent	and	the	more	busy	to	follow	as

our	Lord	would	draw	him,	she	opened	her	heart	to	him,	showing	and	informing
him	how	our	Lord	had	drawn	her	through	his	mercy	and	by	what	means,	and
also	how	much	grace	he	had	shown	for	her,	which	he	said	he	was	unworthy	to
hear.
Then	he	went	on	many	pilgrimages	to	Rome	and	to	many	other	holy	places	to

gain	pardon,	returning	again	to	his	wife	and	child	as	he	was	bound	to	do.	He	told
his	wife	all	about	his	mother,	so	much	so	that	she	wanted	to	leave	her	father	and
mother,	and	her	own	country,	to	come	to	England	to	see	his	mother.	He	was	very
glad	of	this,	and	sent	word	to	his	mother	in	England	to	let	her	know	of	his	wife’s
desire,	and	to	find	out	whether	his	mother	would	advise	him	to	come	by	land	or
water,	for	he	trusted	a	great	deal	in	his	mother’s	advice,	believing	it	was	of	the
Holy	Ghost.
His	mother,	when	she	had	had	a	letter	from	him,	and	knew	his	desire,	went	to

pray	to	know	our	Lord’s	counsel	and	our	Lord’s	will.	And	as	she	prayed	about
the	said	matter,	she	was	answered	in	her	soul,	that	whether	her	son	came	by	land



the	said	matter,	she	was	answered	in	her	soul,	that	whether	her	son	came	by	land
or	water,	he	should	come	in	safety.	Then	she	wrote	letters	to	him,	saying	that
whether	he	came	by	land	or	by	water,	he	should	come	in	safety,	by	the	grace	of
God.
When	he	was	informed	of	his	mother’s	advice,	he	inquired	when	ships	would

come	to	England,	and	hired	a	ship,	or	else	part	of	a	ship,	in	which	he	put	his
goods,	his	wife,	his	child,	and	himself,	all	proposing	to	come	to	England
together.
When	they	were	in	the	ship,	such	storms	arose	that	they	did	not	dare	put	to

sea,	and	so	they	came	on	land	again,	both	he	and	his	wife,	and	their	child.	They
left	their	child	in	Prussia	with	their	friends,	and	he	and	his	wife	came	to	his
father	and	mother	in	England	by	the	overland	route.	When	they	had	come,	his
mother	greatly	rejoiced	in	our	Lord	that	her	feeling	was	true,	for	she	had	a
feeling	in	her	soul,	as	is	written	before,	that	whether	they	came	by	land	or	by
water	they	should	come	in	safety.	And	so	it	was	indeed	–	blessed	may	God	be.
They	came	home	on	the	Saturday	in	good	health,	and	on	the	next	day,	that

was	the	Sunday,	while	they	were	having	a	meal	at	noon	with	other	good	friends,
he	fell	very	ill,	so	that	he	rose	from	the	table	and	laid	himself	down	on	a	bed	–
which	sickness	and	infirmity	occupied	him	for	about	a	month,	and	then,	in	good
life	and	right	belief,	he	passed	to	the	mercy	of	our	Lord.	So,	spiritually	and
bodily,	it	might	well	be	verified	–	‘he	shall	come	home	in	safety’	–	not	only	into
this	mortal	land,	but	also	into	the	land	of	living	men,	where	death	shall	never
appear.
A	short	time	after,	the	father	of	the	said	person	followed	the	son	the	way

which	every	man	must	go.2
Then	there	lived	still	the	mother	of	the	said	person	–	of	whom	this	treatise

specially	makes	mention	–	and	she	who	was	his	wife,	a	German	woman,	living
with	his	mother	for	eighteen	months,	until	her	friends	in	Germany,	desiring	to
have	her	home,	wrote	letters	and	urged	her	to	return	to	her	own	country.	And	so
she,	desiring	the	kindness	of	her	friends,	told	her	idea	to	her	mother-in-law,
telling	her	of	the	desire	of	her	friends,	asking	her	for	her	love	and	her	leave,	that
she	might	return	to	her	own	country.
And	so,	with	her	mother-in-law’s	consent,	she	prepared	to	go	as	soon	as	any

ships	went	to	that	country.	They	inquired	for	a	ship	from	that	same	country,	in
which	her	own	countrymen	should	sail	there,	for	they	thought	it	was	best	for	her
to	sail	with	them	in	their	ship	rather	than	with	other	people.
Then	she	went	to	her	confessor	for	absolution,	and	while	she	was	at

confession,	the	said	creature,	her	mother-in-law,	went	up	and	down	in	the	choir,
thinking	in	her	mind,	‘Lord,	if	it	were	your	will,	I	would	take	leave	of	my
confessor	and	go	with	her	over	the	sea.’



confessor	and	go	with	her	over	the	sea.’
Our	Lord	answered	to	her	thought,	saying,	‘Daughter,	I	well	know,	if	I	bade

you	go,	you	would	go	very	readily.	Therefore	I	do	not	wish	you	to	speak	a	word
to	him	about	this	matter.’
Then	she	was	very	glad	and	happy,	believing	she	should	not	go	over	the	sea,

for	she	had	been	in	great	peril	on	the	sea	in	the	past,	and	intended	never	to	go	on
it	any	more	by	her	own	will.
When	her	daughter-in-law	had	confessed,	the	good	man	who	was	confessor	to

them	both	at	that	time	came	to	her	and	said,	‘Who	will	go	with	your	daughter-in-
law	to	the	coast	until	she	come	to	her	ship?	It	is	not	proper	that	she	should	go	so
far	alone	with	a	young	man	in	a	strange	country	where	neither	of	them	is
known,’	for	a	foreigner	had	come	to	fetch	her,	and	both	of	them	were	only	little
known	in	this	area,	for	which	reason	her	confessor	had	the	more	compassion	for
her.
Then	the	said	creature	replied,	‘Sir,	if	you	will	bid	me	go,	I	will	go	with	her

myself	until	she	gets	to	Ipswich,3 	where	lies	the	ship	and	her	own	countrymen
that	will	take	her	over	the	sea.’
Her	confessor	said,	‘How	should	you	go?	You	only	recently	hurt	your	foot,

and	you	are	not	yet	completely	better	–	and	also	you	are	an	old	woman.	You
can’t	go.’
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘God,	as	I	trust,	shall	help	me	very	well.’
Then	he	asked	who	should	go	with	her	and	bring	her	home	again.
And	she	said,	‘Sir,	there	is	a	hermit	belonging	to	this	church,	a	young	man.4 	I

hope	that	he	will	for	our	Lord’s	love	go	and	come	back	with	me,	if	you	will	give
me	leave.’
So	she	had	permission	to	take	her	daughter-in-law	to	Ipswich,	and	then	come

back	to	Lynn.	Thus	they	set	off	on	their	journey	in	time	of	Lent,	and,	when	they
were	five	or	six	miles	from	Lynn,	they	passed	a	church,	and	so	they	turned	in	to
hear	mass.	And	while	they	were	in	the	church,	the	said	creature,	desiring	tears	of
devotion,	could	gain	none	at	that	time,	but	was	continually	commanded	in	her
soul	to	go	over	the	sea	with	her	daughter-in-law.	She	would	have	put	it	out	of
her	mind,	and	it	always	came	back	again	so	fast	that	she	could	have	no	rest	or
quiet	in	her	mind,	but	was	continually	tormented	and	commanded	to	go	over	the
sea.	She	thought	it	was	hard	on	her	to	take	such	trouble	upon	herself,	and
excused	herself	to	our	Lord	in	her	mind,	saying,	‘Lord,	you	know	I	have	no
leave	from	my	confessor,	and	I	am	bound	to	obedience.	Therefore	I	may	not	do
so	without	his	will	and	his	consent.’
She	was	answered	in	her	thought,	‘I	bid	you	go	in	my	name,	Jesus,	for	I	am

above	your	confessor,	and	I	shall	excuse	you,	and	lead	you,	and	bring	you	home



above	your	confessor,	and	I	shall	excuse	you,	and	lead	you,	and	bring	you	home
again	in	safety.’
She	would	still	have	excused	herself	if	she	could	in	any	way,	and	therefore

she	said,	‘I	am	not	sufficiently	provided	with	gold	or	silver	to	go	with,	as	I	ought
to	be,	and	even	though	I	were,	and	wanted	to	go,	I	know	my	daughter-in-law
would	rather	I	were	at	home,	and	perhaps	the	ship’s	master	would	not	allow	me
on	the	ship	to	go	with	them.’
Our	Lord	replied,	‘If	I	be	with	you,	who	shall	be	against	you?	I	shall	provide

for	you,	and	get	you	friends	to	help	you.	Do	as	I	bid	you,	and	no	man	on	the	ship
shall	say	no	to	you.’
This	creature	saw	there	was	no	other	help	for	it,	but	that	she	must	set	forth	at

the	commanding	of	God.	She	thought	that	she	would	first	go	to	Walsingham5

and	offer	in	worship	of	our	Lady,	and	as	she	was	on	the	way	there,	she	heard	tell
that	a	friar	would	preach	a	sermon	in	a	little	village	a	little	out	of	her	way.	She
turned	in	to	the	church	where	the	friar	preached	the	sermon,	a	famous	man,	who
had	a	great	audience	at	his	sermon.	And	many	times	he	said	these	words,	‘If	God
be	with	us,	who	shall	be	against	us?’6 	through	which	words	she	was	the	more
stirred	to	obey	the	will	of	God	and	perform	her	intention.
So	she	went	on	to	Walsingham,	and	then	to	Norwich,	with	her	daughter-in-

law,	and	the	hermit	with	them.	When	they	came	to	Norwich,	she	met	a	Grey
Friar,	a	worthy	clerk,	a	doctor	of	divinity,	who	had	heard	of	her	life	and	her
feelings	before.7 	The	doctor	welcomed	her	warmly	and	chatted	with	her	as	he
had	done	before.	She,	sighing	many	times,	was	gloomy	in	face	and	manner.	The
doctor	asked	her	what	was	the	matter.
‘Sir,’	she	said,	‘when	I	came	away	from	Lynn	with	the	permission	of	my

confessor,	I	intended	to	escort	my	daughter-in-law	to	Ipswich,	where	there	is	a
ship	in	which	she,	by	the	grace	of	God,	shall	sail	to	Germany;	and	I	was	then	to
return	home	again	to	Lynn	as	soon	as	I	properly	could,	with	a	hermit	who	came
with	me	with	that	same	intent	to	escort	me	home	again.	And	he	fully	expected
that	I	should	do	so.	And,	sir,	when	I	was	about	six	miles	out	of	Lynn,	in	a	church
to	say	my	prayers,	I	was	commanded	in	my	soul	that	I	should	go	over	the	sea
with	my	daughter-in-law,	and	I	well	know	she	would	rather	I	were	at	home,	and
so	would	I,	if	I	dared.	Thus	was	I	moved	in	my	soul,	and	could	have	no	rest	in
my	spirit,	or	devotion,	until	I	consented	to	do	as	I	was	moved	in	my	spirit,	and
this	is	for	me	a	great	fear	and	grief.’
The	worthy	clerk	said	to	her,	‘You	shall	obey	the	will	of	God,	for	I	believe	it

is	the	Holy	Ghost	that	is	speaking	in	you,	and	therefore	follow	the	moving	of
your	spirit	in	the	name	of	Jesus.’
She	was	much	comforted	by	his	words	and	took	her	leave,	going	on	to	the

coast	with	her	companions.	When	they	arrived	there,	the	ship	was	ready	to	sail.



coast	with	her	companions.	When	they	arrived	there,	the	ship	was	ready	to	sail.
Then	she	asked	the	master	that	she	might	sail	with	them	to	Germany,	and	he
kindly	received	her,	and	those	who	were	in	the	ship	did	not	once	say	no.	There
was	no	one	so	much	against	her	as	was	her	daughter-in-law,	who	ought	to	have
been	most	on	her	side.
Then	she	took	her	leave	of	the	hermit	who	had	come	there	with	her,	rewarding

him	somewhat	for	his	labour,	and	praying	him	to	excuse	her	to	her	confessor	and
her	other	friends	when	he	got	home	to	Lynn,	for	it	was	not	her	intention	when
she	parted	from	them	to	have	ever	crossed	the	sea	again	in	her	life,	‘But,’	she
said,	‘I	must	obey	the	will	of	God.’
The	hermit	parted	from	her	with	a	sorrowful	face	and	came	home	again	to

Lynn,	excusing	her	to	her	confessor	and	to	other	friends,	telling	them	of	her
sudden	and	astonishing	departure,	and	how	he	was	not	to	know	that	they	should
be	so	suddenly	separated.
People	that	heard	of	it	were	much	amazed,	and	said	what	they	wanted	to.

Some	said	it	was	a	woman’s	wit,	and	great	folly	for	the	love	of	her	daughter-in-
law,	to	put	herself,	a	woman	of	great	age,	to	all	the	perils	of	the	sea,	and	to	go
into	a	strange	country	where	she	had	not	been	before,	nor	knew	how	she	should
come	back.	Some	held	it	to	be	a	very	charitable	deed,	inasmuch	as	her	daughter-
in-law	had	previously	left	her	friends	and	her	country,	and	came	with	her
husband	to	visit	her	in	this	country,	and	she	would	now	help	her	daughter-in-law
return	to	the	country	she	came	from.	Others,	who	knew	more	of	this	creature’s
life,	supposed	and	trusted	that	it	was	the	will	and	the	working	of	Almighty	God,
to	the	magnifying	of	his	own	name.



Chapter	3

The	said	creature	and	her	companions	entered	their	ship	on	the	Thursday	in
Passion	Week,1 	and	God	sent	them	fair	wind	and	weather	that	day	and	on	the
Friday.	But	on	the	Saturday,	and	Palm	Sunday	also,	our	Lord	–	turning	his	hand
as	he	liked,	trying	their	faith	and	their	patience	–	sent	them	on	those	two	nights
such	storms	and	tempests	that	they	all	thought	they	would	perish.	The	storms
were	so	severe	and	terrible	that	they	could	not	control	their	ship.	They	knew	no
better	expedient	than	to	commend	themselves	and	their	ship	to	the	guidance	of
our	Lord;	they	abandoned	their	skill	and	their	cunning,	and	let	our	Lord	drive
them	where	he	would.	The	said	creature	had	sorrow	and	care	enough;	she
thought	she	never	had	so	much	before.	She	cried	to	our	Lord	for	mercy	and	for
the	preserving	of	her	and	all	her	company.	And	she	thought	in	her	mind,	‘Ah,
Lord,	for	your	love	I	came	here,	and	you	have	often	promised	me	that	I	should
never	perish	on	land	or	on	water	or	through	storms.	People	have	many	times
cursed	me	for	the	grace	that	you	have	worked	in	me,	desiring	that	I	should	die	in
misfortune	and	great	distress;	and	now,	Lord,	it	is	likely	that	their	cursing	is
coming	into	effect,	and	I,	unworthy	wretch,	am	deceived	and	cheated	of	the
promise	that	you	have	many	times	made	to	me,	who	have	always	trusted	in	your
mercy	and	your	goodness,	unless	you	soon	withdraw	these	storms	and	show	us
mercy.	Now	may	my	enemies	rejoice	and	I	may	sorrow,	if	they	have	their	intent
and	I	be	deceived.	Now,	blissful	Jesus,	remember	your	manifold	mercy,	and
fulfil	your	promises	that	you	have	promised	me.	Show	you	are	truly	God,	and	no
evil	spirit,	that	has	brought	me	here	into	the	perils	of	the	sea,	whose	counsel	I
have	trusted	and	followed	for	many	years,	and	shall	do,	through	your	mercy,	if
you	deliver	us	from	out	of	these	grievous	perils.	Help	us	and	succour	us,	Lord,
before	we	perish	or	despair,	for	we	may	not	long	endure	this	sorrow	that	we	are
in	without	your	mercy	and	succour.’
Our	merciful	Lord,	speaking	in	her	mind,	blamed	her	for	her	fear,	saying,

‘Why	do	you	fear?	Why	are	you	so	afraid?	I	am	as	mighty	here	on	the	sea	as	on
the	land.	Why	will	you	mistrust	me?	All	that	I	have	promised	you	I	shall	truly
fulfil,	and	I	shall	never	deceive	you.	Suffer	patiently	for	a	while,	and	trust	in	my



mercy.	Do	not	waver	in	your	faith,	for	without	faith	you	may	not	please	me.	If
you	would	truly	trust	me	and	doubt	nothing,	you	may	have	great	comfort	within
yourself,	and	might	comfort	all	your	companions,	whereas	you	are	all	now	in
great	fear	and	grief.’
With	such	manner	of	converse,	and	much	more	high	and	holy	than	I	could

ever	write,	our	Lord	comforted	his	creature,	blessed	may	he	be.	Holy	saints	that
she	prayed	to	conversed	with	her	soul	with	our	Lord’s	permission,	giving	her
words	of	great	comfort.	At	last	our	Lady	came	and	said,	‘Daughter,	be
comforted.	You	have	always	found	true	what	I	have	told	you,	and	therefore
don’t	be	afraid	any	longer,	for	I	tell	you	truly,	these	winds	and	storms	shall	soon
cease,	and	you	will	have	fair	weather.’
And	so,	blessed	may	God	be,	a	short	time	afterwards	her	ship	was	driven

towards	the	Norwegian	coast,	and	there	they	landed	on	Good	Friday,	and
remained	there	Easter	Eve,	Easter	Day	and	the	Monday	after	Easter.2 	And	on
that	Monday	all	who	belonged	to	the	ship	received	communion	on	the	ship.
On	Easter	Day,	the	master	of	the	ship	and	the	said	creature,	and	the	most	part

of	the	company,	went	on	land	and	heard	the	service	at	the	church.	After	the
custom	of	the	country,	the	cross	was	raised	at	about	noon,3 	and	she	had	her
meditation	and	her	devotion	with	weeping	and	sobbing	as	well	as	if	she	had	been
at	home.	God	did	not	withdraw	his	grace	from	her	either	in	church,	on	the	ship,
on	the	sea,	or	in	any	other	place	that	she	went	to,	for	she	always	had	him	in	her
soul.
When	they	had	received	the	sacrament	on	Easter	Monday,	as	is	written	before,

our	Lord	sent	them	a	fair	wind	that	brought	them	away	from	that	country	and
blew	them	home	to	Germany	as	they	desired.	The	said	creature	found	such	grace
in	the	master	of	the	ship	that	he	provided	her	with	food	and	drink	and	everything
that	she	needed	as	long	as	she	was	on	the	ship,	and	he	was	as	gentle	with	her	as
if	she	had	been	his	mother.	He	covered	her	while	on	board	ship	with	his	own
clothes,	for	otherwise	she	might	have	died	of	cold,	as	she	was	not	prepared	like
the	others	were.	She	went	at	the	bidding	of	our	Lord,	and	therefore	her	Master,
who	bade	her	go,	provided	for	her	so	that	she	managed	as	well	as	any	of	her
company	–	worship	and	praise	be	to	our	Lord	for	it.



Chapter	4

The	said	creature	remained	in	Danzig	in	Germany1 	for	about	five	or	six	weeks,
and	was	warmly	welcomed	by	many	people	for	our	Lord’s	love.	There	was	no
one	so	much	against	her	as	was	her	daughter-in-law,	who	was	most	obliged	and
beholden	to	have	comforted	her,	if	she	had	been	kind.
Then	this	creature	rejoiced	in	our	Lord	that	she	was	so	kindly	received	for	his

love,	and	intended	to	stay	there	longer.	Our	Lord,	speaking	to	her	thought,
commanded	her	to	leave	that	country.	She	was	then	in	great	distress	and	doubt	as
to	how	she	should	do	the	bidding	of	God,	which	she	would	in	no	way	withstand,
and	yet	had	neither	man	nor	woman	to	accompany	her.	She	would	not	travel	by
sea,	because	she	had	been	so	frightened	at	sea	on	her	way	there;	and	she	could
not	travel	easily	by	land,	because	there	was	a	war	going	on	in	the	country	she
would	pass	by.2 	So	for	one	reason	and	another	she	was	in	great	distress,	not
knowing	how	things	would	improve	for	her.	She	went	into	a	church	and	prayed
that	our	Lord,	since	he	commanded	her	to	go,	should	send	her	help,	and
company	with	whom	she	could	travel.
And	suddenly,	a	man	came	to	her	and	asked	if	she	would	like	to	go	on

pilgrimage	to	a	place	far	distant	from	there	called	Wilsnack,3 	where	the
precious	blood	of	our	Lord	Jesus	Christ	is	venerated,	which	came	by	a	miracle
from	three	Hosts,	the	sacrament	of	the	altar.	These	three	Hosts	and	precious
blood	are	held	in	great	veneration	there	to	this	day,	and	visited	by	pilgrims	from
many	countries.
She	happily	said	she	would	go	there	if	she	had	good	company,	and	if	she

knew	of	any	honest	man	who	might	afterwards	take	her	to	England.	And	he
promised	her	that	he	would	go	on	pilgrimage	with	her	to	the	said	place	at	his
own	expense,	and	afterwards,	if	she	would	completely	pay	his	expenses	to
England,	he	would	come	with	her	until	she	was	on	the	coast	of	England,	where
she	could	find	companions	from	her	own	country.
He	obtained	a	small	ship	in	which	they	should	sail	towards	the	holy	place,	but

then	she	could	not	get	permission	to	leave	that	country	because	she	was	an



Englishwoman,	and	so	she	had	great	trouble	and	much	hindrance	before	she
could	get	permission	from	one	of	the	Teutonic	Knights	to	leave	there.4 	At	last,
through	the	direction	of	our	Lord,	a	merchant	from	Lynn	heard	tell	of	it,	and	he
came	and	comforted	her,	promising	her	that	he	would	help	her	to	get	away	from
there,	either	secretly	or	openly.	And	this	man	with	great	effort	got	her
permission	to	go	where	she	wished.
Then	she	took	ship,	with	the	man	who	had	provided	for	her,	and	God	sent

them	calm	wind,	which	pleased	her	very	well,	for	there	rose	not	a	wave	on	the
water.	Her	company	thought	they	were	making	no	progress,	and	were	gloomy
and	grumbling.	She	prayed	to	our	Lord,	and	he	sent	them	enough	wind	that	they
sailed	on	a	great	way	and	the	waves	rose.	Her	companions	were	glad	and
cheerful,	and	she	was	miserable	and	sorrowful	for	fear	of	the	waves.	When	she
looked	at	them	she	was	always	frightened.	Our	Lord,	speaking	to	her	spirit,
ordered	her	to	lay	her	head	down,	so	that	she	would	not	see	the	waves,	and	she
did	so.	But	she	was	always	frightened,	and	she	was	often	criticized	for	that.	And
so	they	sailed	on	to	a	place	which	is	called	Stralsund.5 	(If	the	names	of	the
places	are	not	correctly	written,	let	no	one	be	surprised,	for	she	concentrated
more	on	contemplation	than	the	names	of	the	places,	and	he	who	wrote	them
never	saw	them,	and	therefore	do	excuse	him!)



Chapter	5

When	they	had	come	to	Stralsund	they	landed,	and	so	the	said	creature,	with	the
previously	mentioned	man,	went	towards	Wilsnack	in	great	fear,	and	passed
many	dangers.	The	man	who	was	her	guide	was	always	afraid,	and	would
continually	have	liked	to	abandon	her.	Many	times	she	spoke	as	nicely	to	him	as
she	could,	that	he	should	not	abandon	her	in	those	unfamiliar	parts	and	in	the
midst	of	her	enemies,	for	there	was	open	war	between	the	English	and	those
countries.	Therefore	her	fear	was	much	the	greater,	and	in	the	midst	of	it	our
Lord	always	spoke	in	her	mind,	‘Why	are	you	afraid?	No	man	shall	harm	you	or
anyone	that	you	travel	with.	Therefore	comfort	your	man,	and	tell	him	no	man
shall	hurt	him	or	harm	him	while	he	is	in	your	company.	Daughter,	you	well
know	that	a	woman	who	has	a	handsome	man	for	her	husband,	if	she	love	him,
will	go	with	him	wherever	he	wants.	And,	daughter,	there	is	no	one	so	handsome
or	so	good	as	I.	Therefore,	if	you	love	me,	you	shall	not	fear	to	go	with	me
wherever	I	will	have	you.	Daughter,	I	brought	you	here,	and	I	shall	bring	you
home	again	to	England	in	safety.	Do	not	doubt	it,	but	well	believe	it.’
Such	holy	dalliance	and	speeches	in	her	soul	caused	her	to	sob	very	violently,

and	weep	most	abundantly.	The	more	she	wept,	the	more	her	man	was	irked	by
her	company,	and	busied	himself	to	go	from	her	and	leave	her	alone.	He	went	so
fast	that	she	could	not	keep	up	without	great	effort	and	distress.	He	said	that	he
was	afraid	of	enemies	and	of	thieves;	that	they	would	take	her	away	from	him
perhaps,	and	beat	him	and	rob	him	as	well.	She	comforted	him	as	well	as	she
could,	and	said	she	dared	undertake	that	no	man	should	beat	them	or	rob	them,
or	say	a	bad	word	to	them.
And	soon	after	she	had	said	this,	a	man	came	out	of	a	wood,	a	tall	man	with

good	weapons,	and	well-armed	to	fight,	as	it	seemed	to	them.
Then	her	man,	being	in	great	fear,	said	to	her,	‘Look,	what	do	you	say	now?’
She	said,	‘Trust	in	our	Lord	God,	and	fear	no	man.’
The	man	came	by	them,	and	did	not	say	a	bad	word	to	them,	and	so	they

passed	on	towards	Wilsnack	with	great	effort.	She	could	not	endure	such	long
day’s	journeys	as	the	man	could,	and	he	had	no	pity	on	her	and	would	not	wait



for	her.	And	therefore	she	struggled	on	for	as	long	as	she	could,	until	she	fell	ill
and	could	go	no	further.	It	was	a	great	marvel	and	miracle	that	a	woman
unaccustomed	to	walking,	and	also	about	sixty	years	of	age1 	could	manage	each
day	to	keep	pace	on	her	journey	with	a	vigorous	man.
On	Corpus	Christi	Eve,2 	they	happened	to	come	to	a	little	hostelry	far	from

any	town,	and	there	they	could	get	no	bedding	but	a	little	straw.	And	the	said
creature	rested	upon	it	that	night	and	the	next	day	until	it	was	evening	again.	Our
Lord	sent	thunder	and	lightning,	and	rain	nearly	all	the	time,	so	that	they	did	not
dare	do	anything	outdoors.	She	was	very	glad	of	this,	for	she	was	very	ill	and	she
well	knew	that,	if	the	weather	had	been	fine,	the	man	who	travelled	with	her
would	not	have	waited	for	her,	he	would	have	left	her.	Therefore	she	thanked
God	who	gave	him	occasion	to	wait,	although	it	was	against	his	will.
In	the	meantime,	because	of	her	illness,	a	wagon	was	provided,	and	so	she

was	carried	on	to	the	Holy	Blood	of	Wilsnack,	with	great	distress	and
discomfort.	The	women	of	the	district	as	they	went	along,	having	compassion	on
her,	said	many	times	to	this	man	that	he	deserved	great	blame	because	he
tormented	her	so	dreadfully.	Desiring	to	be	rid	of	her,	he	took	no	notice	of	what
they	said,	and	never	spared	her	any	more	because	of	it.	In	this	way,	through	thick
and	thin,	through	the	help	of	our	Lord,	she	was	brought	to	Wilsnack	and	saw	that
precious	blood,	which	by	a	miracle	came	out	of	the	blessed	sacrament	of	the
altar.



Chapter	6

They	did	not	stay	long	in	the	said	place,	but	within	a	short	time	began	to	make
their	way	towards	Aachen,1 	riding	in	wagons	until	they	came	to	a	river	where
there	was	a	great	gathering	of	people,	some	going	towards	Aachen	and	some	to
other	places,	among	whom	was	a	monk,	a	very	negligent	and	misdirected	man,
and	in	his	company	were	some	young	men	who	were	merchants.
The	monk	and	the	merchants	knew	the	man	well	who	was	the	said	creature’s

guide,	and	called	him	by	his	name,	and	were	very	friendly	to	him.	When	they
had	crossed	the	water	and	were	travelling	on	land	(the	monk	with	the	merchants,
and	the	said	creature	with	her	man,	altogether	in	a	party	in	wagons),	they	came
past	a	house	of	Friars	Minor,2 	and	were	very	thirsty.	They	told	the	said	creature
to	go	in	to	the	friars	and	get	them	some	wine.	She	said,	‘Sirs,	you	will	excuse
me,	for	if	it	were	a	house	of	nuns	I	would	very	gladly	go,	but	because	they	are
men,	I	shall	not	go,	by	your	leave.’
So	one	of	the	merchants	went	to	fetch	them	a	measure	of	wine.	Then	the	friars

came	to	them	and	asked	them	to	come	and	see	the	blessed	sacrament	in	their
church,	for	it	was	within	the	Octave	of	Corpus	Christi,	and	it	stood	open	in	a
crystal	container,3 	so	that	people	could	see	it	if	they	wished.
The	monk	and	the	men	went	with	the	friars	to	see	the	precious	sacrament.	The

said	creature	thought	she	would	see	it	as	well	as	them,	and	followed	after,	as
though	it	were	against	her	will.	And	when	she	beheld	the	precious	sacrament,
our	Lord	gave	her	so	much	sweetness	and	devotion	that	she	wept	and	sobbed
amazingly	bitterly	and	could	not	restrain	herself	from	doing	so.	The	monk	and
all	her	party	were	angry	because	she	wept	so	bitterly,	and	when	they	had	come
back	to	their	wagons	they	scolded	her	and	rebuked	her,	calling	her	a	hypocrite,
and	said	many	a	wicked	word	to	her.	She,	to	excuse	herself,	quoted	scripture
against	them,	verses	of	the	Psalter,	‘Qui	seminant	in	lacrimis’	etc.,	‘euntes	ibant
et	flebant’	etc.,4 	and	such	others.	Then	they	were	even	angrier,	and	said	that	she
should	no	longer	travel	in	their	company,	and	persuaded	her	man	to	abandon	her.



She	meekly	and	gently	begged	them	that	they	would,	for	God’s	love,	allow
her	to	travel	on	in	their	company,	and	not	leave	her	alone	where	she	knew
nobody	and	nobody	knew	her,	wherever	she	went.	With	great	prayer	and	urging
she	did	travel	on	with	them	until	they	came	to	a	fine	town,	in	the	Octave	of
Corpus	Christi.	And	there	they	said	absolutely	that	she	should	not	for	anything
go	with	them	any	longer.	He	who	was	her	guide	and	had	promised	to	take	her	to
England	abandoned	her,	giving	her	back	such	gold	and	other	things	of	hers	that
he	had	in	safekeeping,	and	promised	to	lend	her	more	money	if	she	had	wanted.
She	said	to	him,	‘John,	I	did	not	want	your	money;	I	would	rather	have	had	your
company	in	these	strange	countries	than	all	the	money	you	have,	and	I	believe
you	would	please	God	more	to	go	with	me	as	you	promised	me	in	Danzig,	than
if	you	went	to	Rome	on	foot.’
Thus	they	ejected	her	from	their	company	and	let	her	go	where	she	wished.

She	said	then	to	him	who	had	been	her	guide,	‘John,	you	abandon	me	for	no
other	reason	than	that	I	weep	when	I	see	the	sacrament,	and	when	I	think	of	our
Lord’s	Passion.	And	since	I	am	forsaken	for	God’s	cause,	I	believe	that	God
shall	provide	for	me	and	bring	me	forth	as	he	would	himself,	for	he	never
deceived	me,	blessed	may	he	be.’
So	they	went	on	their	way	and	left	her	there	still.	Night	fell	around	her,	and

she	was	very	miserable,	for	she	was	alone.	She	did	not	know	whom	she	could
rest	with	that	night,	nor	with	whom	she	could	travel	the	next	day.	Priests	of	that
country	came	to	her	where	she	was	lodged.	They	called	her	an	Englishwoman
with	a	tail,5 	and	spoke	many	filthy	words	to	her,	giving	her	indecent	looks,	and
offering	to	lead	her	about	if	she	liked.	She	had	great	fear	for	her	chastity	and	was
very	wretched.
Then	she	went	to	the	good	wife	of	the	house,	asking	her	to	have	some	of	her

maids	who	could	sleep	with	her	that	night.	The	good	woman	let	her	have	two
maids,	who	were	with	her	all	that	night,	yet	she	did	not	dare	sleep	for	fear	of
being	violated.	She	stayed	awake	and	prayed	nearly	all	that	night	that	she	might
be	preserved	from	all	uncleanness	and	meet	with	some	respectable	companions
who	might	help	her	on	her	way	to	Aachen.	Suddenly,	she	was	commanded	in	her
soul	to	go	to	church	early	on	the	next	day,	and	there	she	would	meet	with
companions.
Early	the	next	day,	she	paid	for	her	lodging,	inquiring	of	her	hosts	if	they

knew	of	any	party	travelling	towards	Aachen.	They	said	‘no’.	Taking	her	leave
of	them,	she	went	to	the	church	to	find	and	prove	if	her	feeling	were	true	or	not.
When	she	came	there,	she	saw	a	company	of	poor	folk.	Then	she	went	up	to	one
of	them,	inquiring	where	they	were	intending	to	go.	He	said,	‘To	Aachen.’	She
asked	him	to	allow	her	to	travel	in	their	company.



‘Why,	lady,’	he	said,	‘don’t	you	have	any	man	to	go	with	you?’
‘No,’	she	said,	‘my	man	has	left	me.’
So	she	was	received	into	a	company	of	poor	people,	and	when	they	came	to

any	town,	she	bought	her	food	and	her	companions	went	about	begging.	When
they	were	outside	the	towns,	her	companions	took	off	their	clothes,	and,	sitting
about	naked,	picked	themselves	for	vermin.	Need	compelled	her	to	wait	for	them
and	prolong	her	journey,	and	be	put	to	much	more	expense	than	she	would
otherwise	have	been.
This	creature	was	afraid	to	take	off	her	clothes	as	her	fellows	did,	and

therefore,	through	mixing	with	them,	she	caught	some	of	their	vermin	and	was
dreadfully	bitten	and	stung	both	day	and	night,	until	God	sent	her	other
companions.	She	remained	in	their	company	with	great	anguish	and	discomfort,
and	much	delay,	until	the	time	that	they	reached	Aachen.



Chapter	7

When	they	reached	Aachen,	the	said	creature	met	a	monk	from	England	on	his
way	to	Rome.	Then	she	was	much	comforted,	because	she	had	someone	that	she
could	understand.	And	so	they	remained	together	ten	or	twelve	days,	in	order	to
see	our	Lady’s	smock	and	other	holy	relics	which	were	shown	on	St	Margaret’s
Day.1
And	while	they	remained	there,	it	happened	that	a	worthy	woman	came	from

London,	a	widow	with	a	large	retinue	with	her,	to	see	and	worship	the	holy
relics.	The	said	creature	came	to	this	worthy	woman,	complaining	that	she	had
no	companions	to	go	with	her	home	to	England.	The	worthy	woman	granted	her
all	her	desire,	and	made	her	eat	and	drink	with	her,	and	was	very	friendly	to	her.
When	St	Margaret’s	Day	was	come	and	gone,	and	they	had	seen	the	holy

relics,	the	worthy	woman	sped	quickly	out	of	Aachen	with	all	her	retinue.	The
said	creature,	thinking	to	have	gone	with	her	and	thus	cheated	of	her	purpose,
was	in	great	distress.	She	took	her	leave	of	the	monk	who	was	on	his	way	to
Rome,	as	is	written	before,	and	afterwards	got	herself	a	wagon	with	other
pilgrims,	and	followed	after	the	said	worthy	woman	as	fast	as	she	could,	to	see	if
she	could	overtake	her,	but	it	was	not	to	be.
Then	she	happened	to	meet	two	Londoners	going	back	to	London.	She	asked

to	travel	in	their	company.	They	said,	if	she	could	bear	to	go	as	quickly	as	them,
she	would	be	welcome,	but	they	could	have	no	great	delaying;	nevertheless,	they
would	willingly	help	her	on	with	her	journey.	So	she	followed	after	them	with
great	effort,	until	they	came	to	a	fine	town	where	they	met	English	pilgrims,	who
had	come	from	the	court	of	Rome	and	were	going	home	again	to	England.	She
prayed	them	that	she	might	go	with	them,	and	they	said	shortly	that	they	would
not	hamper	their	travelling	for	her,	for	they	had	been	robbed	and	had	little
money	to	get	themselves	home,	because	of	which	they	must	make	good	time	on
their	journey.	And	therefore,	if	she	could	bear	to	go	as	quickly	as	them	she
would	be	welcome,	and	otherwise	not.
She	saw	no	other	help	for	it	but	to	remain	with	them	as	long	as	she	could,	and

so	she	left	the	other	two	men	and	stayed	with	these	men.	Then	they	went	to	their
meal	and	enjoyed	themselves.	The	said	creature	looked	a	little	to	one	side,	and



meal	and	enjoyed	themselves.	The	said	creature	looked	a	little	to	one	side,	and
saw	a	man	lying	and	resting	himself	on	a	bench’s	end.	She	inquired	what	man
that	was.	They	said	he	was	a	friar,	one	of	their	party.
‘Why	doesn’t	he	eat	with	you?’
‘Because	we	were	robbed	as	well	as	he,	and	therefore	each	man	must	help

himself	as	well	as	he	can.’
‘Well,’	said	she,	‘he	shall	have	part	of	such	money	as	God	sends	me.’
She	trusted	that	our	Lord	would	provide	what	was	needful	for	them	both.	She

made	him	eat	and	drink,	and	comforted	him	a	great	deal.	Afterwards	they	all
went	on	together.	The	said	creature	soon	fell	behind;	she	was	too	aged	and	weak
to	keep	pace	with	them.	She	ran	and	jumped	as	fast	as	she	could	until	her
strength	failed.
Then	she	spoke	to	the	poor	friar	whom	she	had	cheered	before,	offering	to	pay

his	expenses	until	he	got	to	Calais,	if	he	would	stay	with	her	and	let	her	travel
with	him	until	they	got	there,	and	still	give	him	a	reward	besides	for	his	trouble.
He	was	well	content	and	agreed	to	her	wish.	So	they	let	their	companions	go	on
ahead,	and	the	two	of	them	followed	at	a	gentle	pace,	as	they	could	manage.2
The	friar,	being	very	thirsty,	said	to	this	creature,	‘I	know	these	parts	well

enough,	for	I	have	often	gone	thus	to	Rome,	and	I	know	there	is	a	place	for
refreshments	a	little	way	from	here.	Let	us	go	there	and	have	a	drink.’
She	was	well	pleased,	and	followed	him.	When	they	got	there,	the	good	wife

of	the	house,	having	compassion	for	this	creature’s	difficulties,	advised	that	she
should	take	a	wagon	with	other	pilgrims	and	not	travel	so	with	a	man	alone.	She
said	that	she	had	intended	and	fully	trusted	to	have	travelled	with	a	worthy
woman	of	London,	and	she	was	deceived.	By	the	time	they	had	rested	a	while
and	chatted	with	the	good	wife	of	the	house,	a	wagon	came	past	with	pilgrims.
The	good	wife,	having	knowledge	of	the	pilgrims	in	the	wagon,	called	them
back	when	they	had	passed	her	house,	beseeching	them	that	this	creature	might
ride	with	them	in	their	wagon	to	speed	her	journey.	They,	kindly	consenting,
received	her	into	their	wagon,	riding	altogether	until	they	came	to	a	good	town
where	the	said	creature	noticed	the	worthy	woman	of	London,	previously
mentioned.
Then	she	asked	the	pilgrims	in	the	wagon	to	excuse	her,	and	let	her	pay	for	the

time	that	she	had	been	with	them	as	they	pleased,	for	she	would	go	to	a	worthy
woman	of	her	own	nation	who	she	noticed	was	in	the	town,	and	with	whom	she
had	agreed	while	she	was	at	Aachen	to	travel	home	to	England.	She	took	a	fond
leave,	and	parted	from	them.
They	rode	on,	and	she	went	to	the	worthy	woman,	thinking	to	have	been	very

kindly	received.	It	was	just	the	opposite:	she	was	received	in	a	very	short	manner



and	with	very	sharp	words,	the	worthy	woman	saying	to	her,	‘What!	Do	you
think	to	go	with	me?	No,	I’ll	have	you	know	that	I’ll	not	get	involved	with	you.’
This	creature	was	so	rebuked	that	she	did	not	know	what	to	do.	She	did	not

know	anybody	there,	and	nobody	knew	her.	She	did	not	know	where	to	go.	She
did	not	know	where	the	friar	was,	who	should	have	been	her	guide,	nor	whether
he	would	come	that	way,	or	not.	She	was	in	great	uncertainty	and	grief,	the
greatest,	she	thought,	that	she	had	suffered	since	she	left	England.
Nevertheless,	she	trusted	in	our	Lord’s	promise	and	remained	still	in	the	town

until	God	would	send	her	some	comfort.	And	when	it	was	nearly	evening,	she
saw	the	friar	coming	into	the	town.	She	hurried	to	speak	to	him,	complaining
how	she	was	deceived	and	rejected	by	the	good	woman	in	whom	she	had	trusted
so	much.	The	friar	said	they	would	do	as	well	as	God	would	give	them	grace,
and	comforted	her	as	much	as	was	in	his	power.	But	he	said	he	would	not	stay	in
that	town	that	night,	for	he	knew	very	well	that	they	were	dangerous	people.
Then	they	went	on	together	out	of	the	town	again	in	the	evening	in	great	fear

and	grief,	mourning	along	the	way	as	to	where	they	should	find	lodging	that
night.	They	happened	to	come	along	the	side	of	a	wood,	busily	looking	if	they
could	spy	any	place	where	they	could	rest.	And,	as	our	Lord	willed,	they	noticed
one	or	two	buildings,	and	they	went	hastily	to	where	a	good	man	was	living	with
his	wife	and	two	children.	But	they	did	not	lodge	travellers,	and	would	not
receive	guests	in	their	home.
The	said	creature	saw	a	heap	of	bracken	in	an	outhouse,	and	with	great

insistence	she	obtained	leave	to	rest	herself	on	the	bracken	that	night.	The	friar,
after	much	asking,	was	laid	in	a	barn,	and	they	thought	they	were	well	off	that
they	had	a	roof	over	them.	The	next	day	they	settled	up	for	their	lodging,	taking
the	way	towards	Calais,	and	going	very	wearying	and	tiresome	ways	through
deep	sands,	hills	and	valleys	for	two	days	before	they	came	there.	They	suffered
great	thirst	and	discomfort,	for	there	were	few	towns	along	the	way	that	they
went	and	very	poor	lodgings.
And	at	nights	she	was	often	most	afraid,	and	perhaps	this	was	because	of	her

spiritual	enemy,	because	she	was	always	afraid	of	being	raped	or	violated.	She
dared	trust	no	man;	whether	she	had	reason	or	not,	she	was	always	afraid.	She
scarcely	dared	sleep	any	night,	because	she	believed	men	would	have	raped	her.
Therefore	she	did	not	gladly	go	to	bed	any	night,	unless	she	had	a	woman	or	two
with	her.	For	that	grace	God	sent	her,	that	wherever	she	went,	for	the	most	part,
young	girls	would	cheerfully	lie	beside	her,	and	that	was	a	great	comfort	to	her.
She	was	so	weary	and	so	overcome	with	exertion	on	the	way	to	Calais	that	she
thought	her	spirit	would	have	departed	from	her	body	as	she	went	along	the	way.
Thus	with	great	effort	she	came	to	Calais,	and	the	good	friar	with	her,	who

had	been	most	kindly	and	decently	behaved	towards	her	during	the	time	that



had	been	most	kindly	and	decently	behaved	towards	her	during	the	time	that
they	travelled	together.	And	therefore	she	gave	him	such	reward	as	she	could
manage,	so	that	he	was	well	pleased	and	content,	and	so	they	parted	from	each
other.



Chapter	8

In	Calais	this	creature	was	made	welcome	by	various	people,	both	men	and
women,	who	had	never	seen	her	before.	There	was	a	good	woman	who	had	her
home	to	her	house,	and	washed	her	clean	and	put	a	new	smock	on	her,	and
comforted	her	greatly.	Other	good	people	had	her	for	meals	and	drinks.	While
she	was	there	three	or	four	days	waiting	for	a	ship	she	met	various	people	who
had	known	her	before,	and	who	spoke	handsomely	to	her	and	gave	her	kind
words.	They	did	not	give	her	anything	else,	these	people	who	were	waiting	like
her	for	a	ship.
She	wanted	to	sail	with	them	to	Dover,	but	they	would	not	help	her	at	all,	nor

let	her	know	which	ship	they	proposed	to	sail	in.	She	inquired	and	watched	out
as	diligently	as	she	could,	and	she	always	had	knowledge	of	their	intentions	one
way	or	another,	until	she	had	arranged	the	same	ship	as	them.	And	when	she	had
carried	her	things	into	the	ship	where	they	were	–	supposing	they	should	have
sailed	in	haste,	she	did	not	know	how	soon	–	they	got	themselves	another	ship
ready	to	sail.	What	the	cause	was,	she	never	knew.
Through	grace,	she,	having	knowledge	of	their	purpose	and	of	how	ready	they

were	to	sail,	left	all	her	things	in	the	vessel	that	she	was	in,	and	went	to	the	ship
that	they	were	in,	and	through	our	Lord’s	help	she	was	received	into	the	ship.
And	the	worthy	woman	from	London	was	there	who	had	refused	her,	as	is
written	before.	And	so	they	all	sailed	together	to	Dover.
The	said	creature,	perceiving	from	their	faces	and	expressions	that	they	had

little	affection	for	her,	prayed	to	our	Lord	that	he	would	grant	her	grace	to	hold
her	head	up,	and	preserve	her	from	bringing	up	vomit	in	their	presence,	so	that
she	should	cause	them	no	abhorrence.	Her	desire	was	fulfilled,	so	that,	while
others	in	the	ship	were	throwing	up	very	violently	and	foully,	she	was	able	–	to
the	amazement	of	them	all	–	to	help	them	and	do	what	she	wished.	And	the
woman	from	London	especially	had	the	worst	of	that	sickness,	and	this	creature
was	most	busy	to	help	her	and	comfort	her	for	our	Lord’s	love	and	charity	–	she
had	no	other	reason.
So	they	sailed	on	until	they	came	to	Dover,	and	then	each	of	that	party	got

company	to	travel	with,	if	he	wanted,	except	only	her,	for	she	could	get	no



company	to	travel	with,	if	he	wanted,	except	only	her,	for	she	could	get	no
companion	to	help	her.	Therefore	she	set	off	for	Canterbury	by	herself	alone,
sorrowful	and	grieving	that	she	had	no	company	and	that	she	did	not	know	the
way.	She	was	up	early	in	the	morning	and	came	to	a	poor	man’s	house,	knocking
at	the	door.	The	good	poor	man,	pulling	on	his	clothes,	which	were	unfastened
and	unbuttoned,	came	to	the	door	to	learn	her	will.	She	prayed	him,	if	he	had	any
horse,	that	he	would	help	her	get	to	Canterbury,	and	she	would	reward	him	for
his	trouble.	He,	desiring	to	do	her	pleasure	in	our	Lord’s	name,	fulfilled	her
desire	and	took	her	to	Canterbury.
She	had	great	joy	in	our	Lord,	who	sent	her	help	and	succour	in	every	need,

and	thanked	him	with	many	a	devout	tear,	with	much	sobbing	and	weeping,	in
nearly	every	place	that	she	came	to,	so	that	it	cannot	all	be	written,	as	much	on
the	other	side	of	the	sea	as	on	this	side,	on	water	as	on	land	–	blessed	may	God
be.



Chapter	9

From	there	she	went	on	to	London,	clad	in	a	canvas	cloth,	a	kind	of	sacking
garment,	just	as	she	had	gone	overseas.	When	she	came	into	London,	many
people	knew	her	well	enough.	Because	she	was	not	dressed	as	she	would	like	to
have	been	for	lack	of	money,	and	wishing	to	go	about	unrecognized	until	she
could	arrange	a	loan,	she	held	a	handkerchief	in	front	of	her	face.
Notwithstanding	that	she	did	so,	some	dissolute	persons,	supposing	it	was	Mar.
Kempe1 	of	Lynn,	said	–	so	that	she	might	easily	hear	–	these	words	of	reproof,
‘Ah,	you	false	flesh,	you	shall	eat	no	good	meat!’
She,	not	answering,	passed	by	as	if	she	had	not	heard.	The	said	words	were

never	of	her	speaking,	neither	of	God	nor	of	any	good	man,	even	though	it	was
charged	against	her,	and	she	many	times	and	in	many	places	had	great	rebuke
because	of	it.	They	were	invented	by	the	devil,	father	of	lies,	favoured,
maintained	and	born	from	his	members,	false	envious	people,	who	were
indignant	at	her	virtuous	living	and	had	no	power	to	hinder	her	except	through
their	false	tongues.
There	was	never	man	or	woman	that	might	ever	prove	that	she	said	such

words,	but	they	always	made	other	liars	their	authorities,	saying	to	excuse
themselves	that	other	men	told	them	so.	In	this	way	were	these	false	words
invented	through	the	devil’s	suggestion.
Some	person,	or	else	more	than	one	person,	deceived	by	their	spiritual	enemy,

contrived	this	tale	not	long	after	the	conversion	of	the	said	creature,	saying	that
she	–	sitting	down	to	a	meal	on	a	fish	day2 	at	a	good	man’s	table,	served	with
various	fish,	such	as	red	herring	and	good	pike	and	others	such	–	was	supposed
to	have	said,	as	they	reported	it,	‘Ah,	false	flesh,	you	would	now	eat	red	herring,
but	you	shall	not	have	your	will.’
And	with	that	she	set	aside	the	red	herring	and	ate	the	good	pike.3 	And	other

things	of	this	kind	she	was	supposed	to	have	said,	as	they	said,	and	thus	it	sprang
up	into	a	kind	of	proverb	against	her,	so	that	some	people	said,	‘False	flesh,	you
shall	eat	no	herring.’	And	some	said	the	words	that	are	written	before,	and	all



were	false,	but	still	they	were	not	forgotten;	they	were	repeated	in	many	a	place
where	she	was	never	known.
She	went	on	to	a	worthy	widow’s	house	in	London,	where	she	was	kindly

received	and	made	welcome	for	our	Lord’s	love;	and	in	many	places	in	London
she	was	highly	encouraged	in	our	Lord’s	name,	God	reward	them	all.	There	was
one	worthy	woman	especially	who	showed	her	high	charity,	both	in	food	and
drink	and	in	giving	other	benefits.	On	one	occasion	she	was	at	dinner	at	her
house	with	various	other	people	of	various	conditions,	she	being	unknown	to
them	and	they	to	her,	of	whom	some	were	from	the	Cardinal’s	house4 	(as	she
was	told	by	other	people),	and	they	had	a	great	feast	and	a	good	time.
And	when	they	were	in	their	mirth,	some	repeated	the	words	before	written,	or

others	like	them,	that	is	to	say:	‘You	false	flesh,	you	shall	eat	none	of	this	good
meat.’
She	sat	still,	and	suffered	a	good	while.	Each	of	them	joked	to	each	other,

having	great	sport	with	the	imperfection	of	the	person	that	these	words	were	said
of.	When	they	had	thoroughly	amused	themselves	with	these	words,	she	asked
them	if	they	had	any	knowledge	of	the	person	who	was	supposed	to	have	said
these	words.
They	said,	‘No,	indeed.	But	we	have	heard	tell	that	there	is	such	a	false,

pretending	hypocrite	in	Lynn	who	says	such	words	and,	leaving	coarse	meats,
she	then	eats	the	most	delicious	and	delectable	meats	that	are	placed	on	the
table.’5
‘Look,	sirs,’	she	said,	‘you	ought	to	say	no	worse	than	you	know,	and	yet	not

as	bad	as	you	know.	Nevertheless,	you	are	here	saying	worse	than	you	know,
God	forgive	it	you,	for	I	am	that	same	person	to	whom	these	words	are	imputed,
and	I	often	suffer	great	shame	and	reproof,	and	I	am	not	guilty	in	this	matter,	I
take	God	as	witness.’
When	they	saw	her	unmoved	in	this	matter,	not	reproving	them	at	all,	desiring

their	correction	in	a	spirit	of	charity,	they	were	rebuked	by	their	own	decency,
humbling	themselves	to	make	amends.
She	spoke	boldly	and	strongly	wherever	she	went	in	London	against	swearers,

cursers,	liars	and	other	such	vicious	people,	and	against	the	pompous	fashions	of
both	men	and	women.	She	did	not	spare	them,	she	did	not	flatter	them,	neither
for	their	gifts,	nor	for	their	food	and	drink.	Her	speaking	profited	many	people
very	much.	Therefore,	when	she	came	into	church	to	her	contemplation,	our
Lord	sent	her	most	high	devotion,	thanking	her	that	she	was	not	afraid	to	reprove
sin	in	his	name,	and	because	she	suffered	scorn	and	reproofs	for	his	sake,



promising	her	very	much	grace	in	this	life	and,	after	this	life,	to	have	joy	and
bliss	without	end.
She	was	so	comforted	in	the	sweet	communications	of	our	Lord	that	she	could

not	control	herself	nor	govern	her	spirit	according	to	her	own	will	or	the
discretion	of	other	men,	but	according	to	how	our	Lord	would	lead	it	and	control
it	himself,	in	sobbing	very	violently	and	weeping	most	abundantly,	for	which	she
suffered	very	great	slander	and	reproof,	especially	from	the	curates	and	priests	of
the	churches	in	London.	They	would	not	allow	her	to	remain	in	their	churches,
and	therefore	she	went	from	one	church	to	another	so	that	she	should	not	be
tiresome	to	them.	Many	of	the	common	people	glorified	God	in	her,	having	firm
belief	that	it	was	the	goodness	of	God	which	performed	that	high	grace	in	her
soul.6



Chapter	10

From	London	she	went	to	Sheen,	three	days	before	Lammas	Day,1 	to	obtain	her
pardon	through	the	mercy	of	our	Lord.	And	when	she	was	in	church	at	Sheen,2
she	had	great	devotion	and	very	high	contemplation.	She	had	abundant	tears	of
compunction	and	of	compassion,	in	recollection	of	the	bitter	pains	and	passions
which	our	merciful	Lord	Jesus	Christ	suffered	in	his	blessed	manhood.	Those
who	saw	her	weep	and	heard	her	sob	so	violently	were	seized	with	marvelling
and	wonder	as	to	what	was	preoccupying	her	soul.
A	young	man	who	watched	her	face	and	manner,	moved	by	the	Holy	Ghost,

went	to	her	when	he	properly	could,	alone	by	himself,	with	a	fervent	desire	to
have	some	understanding	of	what	might	be	the	cause	of	her	weeping.	He	said	to
her,	‘Mother,	if	you	please,	I	pray	you	tell	me	the	reason	for	your	weeping,	for	I
have	not	seen	a	person	so	abundant	in	tears	as	you	are,	and	especially,	I	have	not
heard	before	any	person	so	violent	in	sobbing	as	you	are.	And,	mother,	though	I
am	young,	my	desire	is	to	please	my	Lord	Jesus	Christ,	and	so	to	follow	him	as	I
can	and	may.	And	I	intend	by	the	grace	of	God	to	take	the	habit	of	this	holy
order,	and	therefore	I	beg	you	not	to	be	distant	with	me.	Be	so	motherly	and	kind
as	to	tell	me	your	opinion,	as	I	trust	in	you.’
She,	benignly	and	meekly,	with	gladness	of	spirit,	as	she	thought	proper,

commended	him	in	his	intention,	and	partly	revealed	to	him	that	the	cause	of	her
weeping	and	sobbing	was	her	great	unkindness	towards	her	maker,	through
which	she	had	many	times	offended	against	his	goodness.	And	also	the	great
abomination	that	she	had	of	her	sins	caused	her	to	sob	and	weep.	The	great,
excellent	charity	of	her	Redeemer	too,	by	which,	through	the	virtue	of	his
suffering	of	the	Passion	and	his	shedding	of	his	precious	blood,	she	was
redeemed	from	everlasting	pain,	trusting	to	be	an	heir	of	joy	and	bliss,	moved
her	to	sob	and	weep,	and	this	was	no	cause	for	surprise.	She	spoke	many	good
words	of	spiritual	comfort	to	him,	through	which	he	was	stirred	to	great	virtue,
and	afterwards	he	ate	and	drank	with	her	during	the	time	that	she	was	there,	and
was	very	glad	to	be	in	her	company.
Lammas	Day	was	the	principal	day	of	pardon,	and,	as	the	said	creature



Lammas	Day	was	the	principal	day	of	pardon,	and,	as	the	said	creature
entered	the	church	at	Sheen,	she	caught	sight	of	the	hermit	who	escorted	her
from	Lynn	when	she	went	to	the	coast	with	her	daughter-in-law,	as	is	written
before.	At	once,	with	great	joy	of	spirit,	she	went	over	to	him,	welcoming	him
from	her	heart	and	saying	to	him,	‘Ah,	Reynald,	you	are	welcome!	I	believe	our
Lord	sent	you	here,	for	I	hope	that,	just	as	you	escorted	me	out	of	Lynn,	so	now
you	shall	bring	me	home	again	to	Lynn.’
The	hermit	gave	her	a	short	look	and	frowned	heavily,	neither	wishing	nor

intending	to	bring	her	home	to	Lynn	as	she	desired.	Answering	very	shortly,	he
said,	‘I’ll	have	you	know	that	your	confessor	has	given	you	up,	because	you
went	overseas	and	wouldn’t	tell	him	a	word	about	it.	You	took	leave	to	bring
your	daughter	to	the	coast;	you	asked	no	leave	for	any	further.	None	of	your
friends	knew	what	was	in	your	mind,	and	therefore	I	suppose	you	will	find	but
little	friendship	when	you	get	home.	I	pray	you,	get	yourself	travelling
companions	where	you	can,	because	I	got	the	blame	for	your	fault	when	I
escorted	you	last.	I	don’t	want	any	more	of	it.’
She	spoke	nicely	to	him,	and	prayed	for	God’s	love	that	he	would	not	be

annoyed,	because	those	who	loved	her	for	God	before	she	left,	would	love	her
for	God	when	she	came	home.	She	offered	to	pay	his	expenses	on	the	way	home.
So	at	last	he	consented,	and	brought	her	back	to	London	and	then	home	to	Lynn,
to	the	high	worship	of	God	and	to	the	great	merit	of	both	their	souls.
When	she	came	home	to	Lynn,	she	humbled	herself	obediently	to	her

confessor.	He	gave	her	some	very	sharp	words,	because	she	was	under	his
obedience	and	had	taken	such	a	journey	upon	her	without	his	knowing.
Therefore	he	was	all	the	angrier	with	her,	but	our	Lord	helped	her	so	that	she	had
as	good	love	from	him	and	other	friends	afterwards	as	she	had	before	–	God	be
worshipped.	Amen.



[Kempe’s	Prayers]1

This	creature,	who	has	been	written	about	in	the	preceding	treatise,	used	for
many	years	to	begin	her	prayers	in	this	manner.	First,	when	she	came	to	church,
kneeling	before	the	sacrament	in	worship	of	the	Blessed	Trinity	(Father,	Son,
and	Holy	Ghost,	one	God	and	three	Persons),	of	that	glorious	Virgin,	Queen	of
Mercy,	our	Lady	St	Mary,	and	of	the	twelve	apostles,	she	said	this	holy	hymn,
Veni	creator	spiritus,2 	with	all	the	verses	belonging	to	it,	that	God	should
illumine	her	soul,	as	he	did	his	apostles	on	Pentecost	Day,	and	endue	her	with
the	gifts	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	that	she	might	have	grace	to	understand	his	will	and
put	it	into	action,	and	that	she	might	have	grace	to	withstand	the	temptations	of
her	spiritual	enemies,	and	eschew	all	manner	of	sin	and	wickedness.
When	she	had	said	Veni	creator	spiritus,	with	the	verses,	she	said	in	this	way:

‘The	Holy	Ghost	I	take	to	witness,	our	Lady,	St	Mary,	the	mother	of	God,	all	the
holy	court	of	heaven,	and	all	my	confessors	here	on	earth,	that,	even	though	it
were	possible	that	I	might	have	all	knowledge	and	understanding	of	the	secrets
of	God	through	the	telling	of	any	devil	of	hell,	I	would	not	have	it.
‘And	as	surely	as	I	would	not	know,	hear,	see,	feel,	nor	understand	in	my	soul

in	this	life	more	than	is	the	will	of	God	that	I	should	know,	as	surely	God	may
help	me	in	all	my	works,	in	all	my	thoughts,	and	in	all	my	speeches,	eating	and
drinking,	sleeping	and	waking.
‘As	surely	as	it	is	not	my	will	nor	my	intention	to	worship	any	false	devil	for

my	God,	nor	any	false	faith,	nor	to	have	any	false	belief,	as	surely	I	defy	the
devil	and	all	his	false	counsel,	and	all	that	I	have	ever	done,	said	or	thought
according	to	the	counsel	of	the	devil,	thinking	it	had	been	the	counsel	of	God
and	the	inspiration	of	the	Holy	Ghost.
‘If	it	has	not	been	so,	God,	who	sees	and	knows	the	secrets	of	all	men’s	hearts,

have	mercy	on	me	because	of	it,	and	grant	me	in	this	life	a	well	of	tears3
springing	plenteously,	with	which	I	may	wash	away	my	sins	through	your	mercy
and	your	goodness.
‘And,	Lord,	for	your	high	mercy,	all	the	tears	that	may	increase	my	love

towards	you,	and	increase	my	merit	in	heaven,	and	help	and	profit	my	fellow



towards	you,	and	increase	my	merit	in	heaven,	and	help	and	profit	my	fellow
Christian	souls	alive	or	dead,	visit	me	with	here	on	earth.
‘Good	Lord,	do	not	spare	the	eyes	in	my	head	any	more	than	you	did	the

blood	in	your	body,	which	you	shed	plentifully	for	sinful	man’s	soul,	and	grant
me	so	much	pain	and	sorrow	in	this	world	that	I	be	not	hindered	from	your	bliss
and	the	beholding	of	your	glorious	face	when	I	shall	pass	hence.
‘As	for	my	crying,	my	sobbing,	and	my	weeping,	Lord	God	Almighty,	as

surely	as	you	know	what	scorn,	what	shame,	what	contempt,	and	what	reproofs	I
have	had	because	of	them,	and	as	surely	as	it	is	not	in	my	power	to	weep	loudly
or	quietly	for	devotion	or	sweetness,	but	only	through	the	gift	of	the	Holy	Ghost,
so	surely,	Lord,	justify	me	so	that	all	this	world	knows	and	trusts	that	it	is	your
work	and	your	gift,	for	the	magnifying	of	your	name,	and	for	increasing	of	other
men’s	love	for	you,	Jesus.
‘And	I	pray	you,	Sovereign	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	that	as	many	men	may	be

turned	by	my	crying	and	weeping	as	have	scorned	me	for	it	or	shall	scorn	until
the	world’s	end,	and	many	more,	if	it	be	your	will.	And	as	regards	any	earthly
man’s	love,	as	surely	as	I	would	have	no	love	but	God	to	love	above	all	things,
and	love	all	other	creatures	for	God	and	in	God,	so	surely	quench	in	me	all
fleshly	lust,	and	in	all	those	that	I	have	beheld	your	blissful	body	in.	And	give	us
your	holy	dread	in	our	hearts,	for	your	painful	wounds.
‘Lord,	make	my	confessors	fear	you	in	me	and	love	you	in	me,	and	make	all

the	world	have	more	sorrow	for	their	own	sins,	for	the	sorrow	that	you	have
given	me	for	other	men’s	sins.	Good	Jesus,	make	my	will	your	will,	and	your
will	my	will,	that	I	have	no	will	but	your	will	alone.
‘Now,	good	Lord	Christ	Jesus,	I	cry	you	mercy	for	all	the	states	that	are	in

Holy	Church,	for	the	Pope	and	all	his	cardinals,	for	all	archbishops	and	bishops,
and	for	the	whole	order	of	priesthood,	for	all	men	and	women	of	religion,	and
especially	for	those	that	are	busy	to	save	and	defend	the	faith	of	Holy	Church.
Lord,	for	your	mercy,	bless	them	and	grant	them	the	victory	over	all	their
enemies,	and	speed	them	in	all	that	they	go	about	to	do	to	your	worship;	for	all
that	are	in	grace	at	this	time,	God	send	them	perseverance	until	the	end	of	their
lives,	and	make	me	worthy	to	be	partaker	of	their	prayers,	and	them	of	mine,	and
each	of	us	of	the	other’s.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	blissful	Lord,	for	the	King	of	England,	and	for	all	Christian

kings,	and	for	all	lords	and	ladies	that	are	in	this	world.	God	establish	them	in
such	authority	that	they	may	most	please	you,	and	be	lords	and	ladies	in	heaven
without	end.	I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	the	rich	men	in	this	world	who	have	your
goods	in	their	control;	give	them	grace	to	spend	them	to	your	pleasure.	I	cry	you
mercy,	Lord,	for	Jews	and	Saracens,	and	all	heathen	people.	Good	Lord,
remember	that	there	is	many	a	saint	in	heaven	who	once	was	a	heathen	upon



remember	that	there	is	many	a	saint	in	heaven	who	once	was	a	heathen	upon
earth,	and	so	you	have	spread	your	mercy	to	those	who	are	on	earth.
‘Lord,	you	say	yourself	that	no	man	shall	come	to	you	without	you,	nor	shall

any	man	be	drawn	to	you	unless	you	draw	him.	And	therefore,	Lord,	if	there	be
any	man	who	is	not	drawn,	I	pray	you,	draw	him	to	you.4
‘You	have	drawn	me,	Lord,	and	I	never	deserved	to	be	drawn,	but	according

to	your	great	mercy	you	have	drawn	me.	If	all	this	world	knew	my	wickedness
as	you	do,	they	would	marvel	and	wonder	at	the	great	goodness	that	you	have
shown	me.	I	would	that	all	this	world	were	worthy	to	thank	you	for	me,	and,	as
you	have	made	unworthy	creatures	worthy,	so	make	all	this	world	worthy	to
thank	and	praise	you.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	false	heretics	and	for	all	misbelievers,	for	all

false	tithe-payers,	thieves,	adulterers	and	all	common	women,	and	for	all	wicked
livers.	Lord,	for	your	mercy,	have	mercy	upon	them,	if	it	be	your	will,	and	bring
them	out	of	their	misconduct	the	sooner	for	my	prayers.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	those	who	are	tempted	and	troubled	with	their

spiritual	enemies,	that	you	of	your	mercy	give	them	grace	to	withstand	their
temptations,	and	deliver	them	from	them	when	it	is	your	greatest	pleasure.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	my	confessors,	that	you	vouchsafe	to	spread	as

much	grace	in	their	souls	as	I	would	that	you	did	in	mine.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	my	children,	spiritual	and	bodily,	and	for	all	the

people	in	this	world,	that	you	make	their	sins	to	me,	by	true	contrition,	as	it	were
my	own	sins,	and	forgive	them	as	I	would	that	you	forgave	me.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	my	friends	and	for	all	my	enemies,	for	all	that

are	sick	especially,	for	all	lepers,	for	all	bedridden	men	and	women,	for	all	who
are	in	prison,	for	all	creatures	who	in	this	world	have	spoken	of	me	either	good
or	ill,	or	shall	do	until	the	world’s	end.	Have	mercy	upon	them,	and	be	as
gracious	to	their	souls	as	I	would	that	you	were	to	mine.
And	those	who	have	said	anything	evil	about	me,	for	your	high	mercy,	forgive

it	them;	and	those	who	have	spoken	well,	I	pray	you,	Lord,	reward	them,	for	that
is	through	their	charity	and	not	through	my	merits;	for,	although	you	allowed	all
this	world	to	avenge	you	on	me	and	to	hate	me	because	I	have	displeased	you,
you	would	do	me	no	wrong.
‘I	cry	you	mercy,	Lord,	for	all	the	souls	that	are	in	the	pains	of	purgatory,

there	awaiting	your	mercy	and	the	prayers	of	Holy	Church	as	surely,	Lord,	as
they	are	your	own	chosen	souls.	Be	as	gracious	to	them	as	I	would	that	you	were
to	my	soul	if	it	were	in	the	same	pain	that	they	are	in.
‘Lord	Christ	Jesus,	I	thank	you	for	all	health	and	all	wealth,	for	all	riches	and

all	poverty,	for	sickness	and	all	scorn,	for	all	humiliations	and	all	wrongs,	and
for	all	various	tribulations	that	have	befallen	or	shall	befall	me	as	long	as	I	live.



for	all	various	tribulations	that	have	befallen	or	shall	befall	me	as	long	as	I	live.
Highly	I	thank	you,	that	you	would	let	me	suffer	any	pain	in	this	world	in
remission	of	my	sins	and	increasing	of	my	merit	in	heaven.
‘As	surely	as	I	have	great	cause	to	thank	you,	hear	my	prayers.	For	though	I

had	as	many	hearts	and	souls	enclosed	in	my	soul	as	God	knew	from	without
beginning	how	many	should	dwell	in	heaven	without	end,	and	as	there	are	drops
of	water,	fresh	and	salt,	chips	of	gravel,	stones	small	and	great,	grasses	growing
in	all	the	earth,	kernels	of	corn,	fish,	fowl,	beasts	and	leaves	on	trees	when	there
is	greatest	abundance,	feather	of	fowl	or	hair	of	beast,	seeds	that	grow	in	plant,
or	in	weed,	in	flower,	on	land,	or	in	water	when	most	grow,	and	as	many	as	have
been	on	earth,	are,	or	shall	and	might	be	in	your	might,	and	as	there	are	stars	and
angels	in	your	sight,	or	other	kinds	of	good	that	grow	upon	earth,	and	each	were
a	soul	as	holy	as	ever	was	our	Lady	St	Mary	who	bore	Jesus	our	Saviour,	and	if
it	were	possible	that	each	could	think	and	speak	as	great	reverence	and	worship
as	ever	did	our	Lady	St	Mary	here	on	earth	and	now	does	in	heaven	and	shall	do
without	end,	I	may	well	think	in	my	heart	and	speak	it	with	my	mouth	at	this
time	in	worship	of	the	Trinity	and	of	all	the	court	of	heaven,	to	the	great	shame
and	ignominy	of	Satan,	who	fell	from	God’s	face,	and	of	all	his	wicked	spirits,
so	that	all	these	hearts	and	souls	could	never	thank	God	nor	fully	praise	him,
fully	bless	him	nor	fully	worship	him,	fully	love	him	nor	fully	give	praise,	laud
and	reverence	to	him	as	he	were	worthy	to	have	for	the	great	mercy	that	he	has
shown	to	me	on	earth.	That	I	cannot	do	nor	may	not	do.
‘I	pray	my	Lady,	who	is	alone	the	Mother	of	God,	the	well	of	grace,	flower

and	fairest	of	all	women	that	God	ever	made	on	earth,	the	worthiest	of	all	to	be
seen	and	heard	by	God,	and	the	highest	that	has	deserved	it	in	this	life,	benign
Lady,	meek	Lady,	charitable	Lady,	with	all	the	reverence	that	is	in	heaven,	and
with	all	your	holy	saints,	I	pray	you,	Lady,	offer	thanks	and	praise	to	the	blissful
Trinity	for	love	of	me,	asking	mercy	and	grace	for	me	and	for	all	my	confessors,
and	perseverance	until	our	life’s	end	in	that	life	we	may	most	please	God	in.
‘I	bless	my	God	in	my	soul,	and	all	you	that	are	in	heaven.	Blessed	may	God

be	in	you	all,	and	you	in	God.	Blessed	be	you,	Lord,	for	all	your	mercies	that
you	have	shown	to	all	that	are	in	heaven	and	on	earth.	And	especially,	I	bless
you,	Lord,	for	Mary	Magdalene,	for	Mary	of	Egypt,	for	St	Paul5 	and	for	St
Augustine.	And	as	you	have	shown	mercy	to	them,	so	show	your	mercy	to	me
and	to	all	that	ask	you	mercy	of	heart.	The	peace	and	the	rest	that	you	have
bequeathed	to	your	disciples	and	to	your	lovers,	may	you	bequeath	the	same
peace	and	rest	to	me	on	earth	and	in	heaven	without	end.
‘Remember,	Lord,	the	woman	who	was	taken	in	adultery6 	and	brought	before

you,	and	as	you	drove	away	all	her	enemies	from	her	as	she	stood	alone	by	you,



so	truly	you	may	drive	away	all	my	enemies	from	me,	both	bodily	and	spiritual,
so	that	I	may	stand	alone	by	you,	and	make	my	soul	dead	to	all	the	joys	of	this
world,	and	alive	and	greedy	for	high	contemplation	in	God.
‘Remember,	Lord,	Lazarus	who	lay	four	days	dead	in	his	grave,	and	as	I	have

been	in	that	holy	place	where	your	body	was	alive	and	dead	and	crucified	for
man’s	sin,	and	where	Lazarus	was	raised	from	death	to	life,7 	as	surely	Lord,	if
any	man	or	woman	be	dead	in	this	hour	through	mortal	sin,	if	any	prayer	may
help	them,	hear	my	prayers	for	them	and	make	them	live	without	end.
‘I	thank	you,	Lord,	for	all	those	sins	that	you	have	kept	me	from,	which	I	have

not	done,	and	I	thank	you,	Lord,	for	all	the	sorrow	that	you	have	given	me	for
those	that	I	have	done,	for	these	graces,	and	for	all	other	graces	that	are	needful
to	me	and	to	all	creatures	on	earth.
‘And	for	all	those	who	have	faith	and	trust,	or	shall	have	faith	and	trust,	in	my

prayers	until	the	world’s	end,	such	grace	as	they	desire,	spiritual	or	bodily,	to	the
profit	of	their	souls,	I	pray	you,	Lord,	grant	them,	for	the	abundance	of	your
mercy.	Amen.’8



A	Short	Treatise	of	Contemplation	Drawn	from
The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	of	Lynn



Here	begins	a	short	treatise	of	contemplation	taught	by	our	Lord	Jesu	Christ,	or
drawn	from	the	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	of	Lynn.fn1

She	desired	many	times	that	her	head	might	be	struck	off	with	an	axe	upon	a
block	for	the	love	of	our	Lord	Jesu.	Then	our	Lord	Jesu	said	in	her	mind:	‘I
thank	you,	daughter,	that	you	would	be	willing	to	die	for	my	love;	for	as	often	as
you	think	so,	you	shall	have	the	same	reward	in	heaven	as	if	you	suffered	the
same	death,	and	yet	no	man	shall	slay	you.’	[p.	34]
‘I	give	you	an	inward	assurance	that	if	it	were	possible	for	me	to	suffer	pain

again,	as	I	have	done	before,	I	would	rather	suffer	as	much	pain	as	I	ever	did	for
your	soul	alone,	than	that	you	should	be	separated	from	me	everlastingly.’	[p.
34]
‘Daughter,	you	may	please	God	no	better	than	to	think	continually	on	his

love.’	Then	she	asked	our	Lord	Jesu	Christ	how	she	should	best	love	him.	[p.	52]
And	our	Lord	said:	‘Be	mindful	of	your	wickedness,	and	think	of	my

goodness.’	[p.	52]
‘Daughter,	if	you	wore	a	coat	of	mail	or	a	hair-shirt,	fasting	on	bread	and

water,	and	if	you	said	a	thousand	paternosters	every	day,	you	would	not	please
me	as	much	as	you	do	when	you	are	in	silence	and	allow	me	to	speak	in	your
soul.’	[p.	91]
‘Daughter,	to	say	many	prayers	is	good	for	those	who	can	do	no	better,	and

yet	it	is	not	perfect.	But	it	is	a	good	way	towards	perfection.	For	I	tell	you,
daughter,	those	who	are	great	fasters	and	great	doers	of	penance	want	it	to	be
considered	the	best	life.	And	those	who	give	themselves	over	to	saying	many
devotions	would	have	that	to	be	the	best	life.	And	those	who	give	very	generous
alms	would	like	that	to	be	considered	the	best	life.	And	I	have	often	told	you,
daughter,	that	thinking,	weeping	and	high	contemplation	is	the	best	life	on	earth,
and	you	shall	have	more	merit	in	heaven	for	one	year	of	thinking	in	your	mind
than	for	a	hundred	years	of	praying	with	your	mouth;	and	yet	you	will	not
believe	me,	for	you	will	say	many	prayers.’	[p.	91]
‘Daughter,	if	you	knew	how	sweet	your	love	is	to	me,	you	would	never	do

anything	else	but	love	me	with	all	your	heart.’	[p.	159]
‘Daughter,	if	you	will	be	high	in	heaven	with	me,	keep	me	always	in	your

mind	as	much	as	you	can,	and	do	not	forget	me	at	your	meals,	but	always	think



that	I	sit	in	your	heart	and	know	every	thought	that	is	inside,	both	good	and	ill.’
[p.	185]
‘Daughter,	I	have	suffered	many	pains	for	your	love;	therefore	you	have	great

cause	to	love	me	very	well,	for	I	have	bought	your	love	most	dearly.’	[p.	192]
‘Dear	Lord,	I	pray	you,	let	me	never	have	other	joy	on	earth	but	mourning	and

weeping	for	your	love;	for	I	think,	Lord,	though	I	were	in	hell,	if	I	might	weep
there	and	mourn	for	your	love	as	I	do	here,	hell	would	not	annoy	me,	but	it
would	be	a	kind	of	heaven.	For	your	love	sets	aside	every	sort	of	fear	of	our
spiritual	enemy;	for	I	had	rather	be	there	as	long	as	you	wished	and	please	you,
than	be	in	this	world	and	displease	you;	and	therefore,	good	Lord,	as	you	will,	so
may	it	be.’	[p.	217]
She	felt	great	wonder	that	our	Lord	would	become	man	and	suffer	such

grievous	pains	for	her	who	was	so	unkind	a	creature	to	him.	And	then	with	great
weeping	she	asked	our	Lord	Jesu	how	she	might	best	please	him;	and	he
answered	to	her	soul,	saying:	‘Daughter,	have	mind	of	your	wickedness,	and
think	of	my	goodness.’	Then	she	prayed	these	words	many	times	and	often:
‘Lord,	for	your	goodness,	have	mercy	on	my	great	wickedness,	as	surely	as	I
was	never	so	wicked	as	you	are	good,	nor	ever	may	be,	even	if	I	would.	For	you
are	so	good	that	you	may	be	no	better,	and	therefore	it	is	a	great	marvel	that	any
man	should	ever	be	parted	from	you	without	end.’	[p.	209]
When	she	saw	the	crucifix,	or	if	she	saw	a	man	had	a	wound,	or	a	beast,	or	if	a

man	beat	a	child	before	her,	or	hit	a	horse	or	other	beast	with	a	whip,	if	she	saw
or	heard	it,	she	thought	she	saw	our	Lord	beaten	and	wounded,	just	as	she	saw	it
in	the	man	or	in	the	beast.	[p.	71]
The	more	she	increased	in	love	and	in	devotion,	the	more	she	increased	in

sorrow	and	contrition,	in	lowness	and	meekness,	and	in	holy	dread	of	our	Lord
Jesu	and	in	knowledge	of	her	own	frailty.	So	that	if	she	saw	any	creature	being
punished,	or	sharply	chastised,	she	would	think	that	she	was	more	worthy	to	be
chastised	than	that	creature	was,	for	her	unkindness	towards	God.	Then	she
would	weep	for	her	own	sin,	and	for	compassion	of	that	creature.	[p.	174]
‘In	anything	that	you	do	or	say,	daughter,	you	cannot	please	God	better	than

by	believing	that	he	loves	you.	For	if	it	were	possible	for	me	to	weep	with	you,	I
would	weep	with	you,	for	the	compassion	that	I	have	for	you.’	[pp.	83–4]
Our	merciful	Lord	Jesu	Christ	drew	this	creature	to	his	love,	and	to	the

recollection	of	his	Passion,	so	that	she	could	not	endure	to	look	at	a	leper	or	any
other	sick	man,	especially	if	he	had	any	wounds	showing	on	him.	Then	she	wept
as	if	she	had	seen	our	Lord	Jesu	with	his	wounds	bleeding;	and	so	she	did	in	the
sight	of	her	soul,	for	through	the	beholding	of	the	sick	man	her	mind	was	all
ravished	into	our	Lord	Jesu,	so	that	she	felt	great	mourning	and	sorrow	because



she	might	not	kiss	the	lepers,	for	the	love	of	our	Lord,	when	she	met	them	on	her
way	(which	was	entirely	contrary	to	her	inclination	in	the	years	of	her	youth	and
prosperity,	for	then	lepers	were	most	abhorrent	to	her).	[p.	178]
‘Daughter,	you	have	in	your	mind	desired	to	have	many	priests	in	the	town	of

Lynn,	who	might	sing	and	read	night	and	day	to	serve	me,	worship	me	and
praise	me,	and	thank	me	for	the	goodness	that	I	have	done	to	you	on	earth;	and
therefore,	daughter,	I	promise	you	that	you	shall	have	the	same	reward	in	heaven
for	your	good	will	and	good	desires,	as	if	you	had	done	them	indeed.’	[p.	205]
‘Daughter,	you	shall	have	as	great	reward	with	me	in	heaven	for	your	good

service,	and	the	good	deeds	that	you	have	done	in	your	mind,	as	if	you	had	done
the	same	with	your	bodily	senses	outwardly.’	[pp.	204–5]
‘And,	daughter,	I	thank	you	for	the	charity	that	you	have	towards	all	lecherous

men	and	women,	for	you	pray	for	them	and	weep	many	a	tear	for	them,	desiring
that	I	should	deliver	them	from	sin,	and	be	as	gracious	to	them	as	I	was	to	Mary
Magdalene,	that	they	might	have	as	much	grace	to	love	me	as	Mary	Magdalene
had;	and	with	this	condition	you	would	like	every	one	of	them	to	have	twenty
pounds	a	year	to	love	and	praise	me.	And,	daughter,	this	great	charity	that	you
have	towards	them	in	your	prayer	very	much	pleases	me.	And,	daughter,	I	also
thank	you	for	the	charity	that	you	have	in	your	prayer	when	you	pray	for	all	Jews
and	Saracens,	and	all	the	heathen	people,	that	they	should	come	to	Christian
faith,	so	that	my	name	might	be	magnified	in	them.	Furthermore,	daughter,	I
thank	you	for	the	general	charity	that	you	have	towards	all	people	who	are	now
in	this	world,	and	all	those	who	are	to	come	until	the	end	of	the	world;	that	you
would	be	chopped	up	as	small	as	meat	for	the	pot	for	their	love,	so	that	I	would,
by	your	death,	save	them	all	from	damnation	if	it	pleased	me.	And	therefore,
daughter,	for	all	these	good	wills	and	desires	you	shall	have	most	high	reward	in
heaven.	Believe	it	well,	and	never	doubt	it	at	all.’	[pp.	205–6]
She	said:	‘Good	Lord,	I	would	be	laid	naked	on	a	hurdle	for	your	love,	for	all

men	to	wonder	at	me	and	to	throw	filth	and	dirt	at	me,	and	for	me	to	be	drawn
from	town	to	town	every	day	of	my	life,	if	you	were	pleased	by	this	and	no
man’s	soul	hindered.	Your	will	be	fulfilled	and	not	mine.’	[p.	186]
‘Daughter,	as	often	as	you	say	or	think,	“Worshipped	be	all	those	holy	places

in	Jerusalem	where	Christ	suffered	bitter	pain	and	passion,”	you	shall	have	the
same	pardon	as	if	you	were	there	with	your	bodily	presence,	both	for	yourself
and	for	all	those	that	you	will	give	it	to.’	[pp.	77–8]
‘The	same	pardon	that	was	granted	you	before	was	confirmed	on	St

Nicholas’s	Day	–	that	is	to	say,	plenary	remission	–	and	it	is	not	only	granted	to
you,	but	also	to	all	those	who	believe,	and	to	all	those	who	shall	believe	until	the
world’s	end,	that	God	loves	you,	and	will	thank	God	for	you.	If	they	will	forsake



their	sin,	and	fully	intend	to	turn	to	it	no	more,	but	are	sorry	and	grieved	for	what
they	have	done	and	will	do	due	penance	for	it,	then	they	shall	have	the	same
pardon	that	is	granted	to	yourself;	and	that	is	all	the	pardon	that	is	in	Jerusalem,
as	was	granted	to	you	when	you	were	at	Ramleh.’	[p.	177]
That	day	on	which	she	suffered	no	tribulation	for	our	Lord’s	sake,	she	was	not

as	cheerful	and	glad	as	that	day	when	she	suffered	tribulation.	[p.	122]
‘Patience	is	of	more	worth	than	miracle-working.’	[p.	123]
‘Daughter,	it	is	more	pleasing	to	me	that	you	suffer	scorn,	humiliations,

shames	and	rebukes,	wrongs,	distress,	than	if	your	head	were	struck	off	three
times	a	day	every	day	for	seven	years.’	[p.	133]
‘Lord,	because	of	your	great	pain,	have	mercy	on	my	little	pain.’	[p.	140]
When	she	was	in	great	trouble	our	Lord	said:	‘Daughter,	I	must	comfort	you,

for	now	you	have	the	true	way	to	heaven.	By	this	way	I	came	and	all	my
disciples,	for	now	you	will	know	all	the	better	what	sorrow	and	shame	I	suffered
for	your	love,	and	you	will	have	all	the	more	compassion	when	you	think	upon
my	Passion.’	[p.	158]
‘Oh,	my	beloved	Lord,	you	should	show	these	graces	to	religious	men	and

priests.’	[p.	160]
Our	Lord	replied	to	her:	‘No,	no,	daughter,	for	what	I	love	best	they	do	not

love	–	and	that	is	shame,	rebukes,	scorn	and	contempt	from	people	–	and
therefore	they	shall	not	have	this	grace;	for,	daughter,	he	that	dreads	the	shame
of	this	world	may	not	perfectly	love	God.’	[p.	160]

Here	ends	a	short	treatise	called	Margery	Kempe	of	Lynn.	Printed	in	Fleet
Street	by	Wynkyn	de	Worde.



Notes

The	notes	in	this	section	aim	to	elucidate	aspects	of	Kempe’s	times	and	her
spiritual	experience.	Prominent	in	the	latter	are	parallels	with	other	medieval
holy	women	such	as	Mary	of	Oignies,	St	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	and	particularly
St	Bridget	of	Sweden,	with	comparisons	being	made	throughout	these	notes;	see
also	the	Introduction	for	further	details.	St	Bridget’s	voluminous	revelations
were	recorded	in	Latin	in	the	Liber	Celestis	(‘Heavenly	Book’),	and	a	Middle
English	version	had	appeared	before	1400.	Most	references	in	these	notes	are	by
volume	and	page	number	to	the	translation	of	the	Liber	Celestis	by	Denis
Searby,	but	the	book	and	chapter	numbers	of	the	Liber	Celestis	are	included	for
ease	of	reference	to	earlier	editions,	and	some	reference	is	also	made	to	the
Middle	English	version	of	the	Liber	Celestis	edited	by	Roger	Ellis.	Modern
editions	of	other	medieval	works	are	given	throughout,	retaining	original-work
references	where	relevant	in	case	the	reader	would	prefer	to	consult	a	different
edition.
All	reference	to	this	translation	of	The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe	is	either	by

chapter	or	by	page	number	in	the	present	volume.	Biblical	references	are	to	the
Vulgate	as	translated	in	the	Douay–Rheims	Bible.	Where	chapter	and	verse
differs	in	later	versions	of	the	Bible	(such	as	the	King	James	and	Protestant
Bibles)	for	Psalms	and	the	Song	of	Solomon,	alternative	numbering	is	given	in
brackets.
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THE	PROEM

1. 	prompting	of	the	Holy	Ghost:	Kempe	attributes	an	essential	role	to	the
Holy	Spirit,	the	third	person	of	the	Trinity,	throughout	her	Book;	see
pp.	44–5,	46,	89–90,	92,	251.

2. 	this	creature:	this	third-person	mode	of	reference	to	Kempe	is	used
consistently	throughout	the	Book,	deriving	from	the	scribe	or	from
Kempe’s	humility	or	both,	and	underlining	that,	like	all	creation,
Kempe	is	created	by	God.

3. 	for	a	long	time:	specified	shortly	(see	p.	11)	as	eight	months	or	so.
4. 	the	more	slander	…	on	him	alone:	Kempe	is	divinely	assured	that	she

will	have	no	other	purgatory	than	the	slander	of	this	world	(p.	54),	and
Julian	of	Norwich	cites	Luke	6:	22–3	to	Kempe	by	way	of
encouragement	(p.	46).	See	also	p.	187.	For	Kempe’s	being	slandered,
see	pp.	17,	33,	36–7,	43,	47,	82,	97,	109,	122,	125,	156,	166,	181.

5. 	She	knew	…	secret	things	which	would	happen	afterwards:	the	Book	is
repeatedly	concerned	to	show	how	Kempe’s	gift	of	prophecy	is
vindicated	by	events	(see	chs	11,	17,	19–20,	23,	25–6,	28–30,	59–71),
but	women’s	claims	to	prophecy	were	generally	viewed	as	suspect	by
medieval	Church	authorities,	despite	some	biblical	acknowledgement
of	female	prophecy	(Judges	4;	2	Kings	22:	14;	Acts	21:	9;	1
Corinthians	11:	5).

6. 	how	at	home	…	in	her	soul:	literally,	‘how	homly	ower	Lord	was	in	hyr
sowle’;	also	a	frequent	idea	in	Julian	of	Norwich’s	Revelations	of
Divine	Love:	cf.	‘in	us	is	the	home	most	familiar	to	him’	(Windeatt,	ch.
67,	p.	141).

7. 	great	dread	…	deceptions	of	her	spiritual	enemies:	Kempe	is
recurrently	anxious	about	‘discernment	of	spirits’	and	possible
diabolical	delusions;	see	pp.	29,	44–7.

8. 	archbishops	…	anchorites:	for	Kempe’s	interviews	with	the
archbishops	of	Canterbury	and	York,	see	chs	16,	52,	54;	for	her	visits
to	the	bishops	of	Lincoln	and	Worcester,	see	chs	15,	45;	and	for	her
dealings	with	anchorites	(enclosed	recluses),	see	chs	5,	18,	43,	50.	St
Bridget	of	Sweden	was	also	much	given	to	consulting	holy	men.

9. 	have	a	book	written	…	her	feelings	and	her	revelations:	Kempe	records
receiving	such	advice	on	pp.	8,	38.	For	Kempe	‘feelings’	represented
special	spiritual	insights	and	foresights.



10. 	known	to	all	the	world:	Kempe’s	first	revelations	are	dated	to	‘three	or
four	years’	(p.	16)	before	the	chastity	agreement	with	her	husband,
which	may	be	dated	(pp.	27–8)	to	1413,	suggesting	the	illegible	first
version	of	the	Book	could	have	been	written	in	the	period	1429–31.

11. 	Germany:	translating	the	Book’s	‘Dewchlond’,	an	inclusive	Middle
English	term	for	the	German-speaking	lands	and	usually	including	the
Low	Countries.	By	the	1380s,	Lynn	merchants	controlled	most	Anglo-
Prussian	trade,	shipping	cloth	to	Danzig	(now	Gdańsk)	and	setting	up	a
trading	colony	there.	Interactions	with	Germans	are	reported
throughout	Kempe’s	life;	see	chs	13,	28,	32–4,	40–41,	Book	II,	ch.	4.
See	also	T.	H.	Lloyd,	England	and	the	German	Hanse,	1157–1611
(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,	1991).

12. 	a	man	…	an	Englishman	by	birth:	perhaps	the	son	of	Kempe	mentioned
in	Book	II,	chs	1–2.

13. 	I	trust:	for	other	rare	instances	of	the	first	person,	all	in	the	context	of
writing	and	probably	to	be	identified	with	the	amanuensis,	see	pp.	18,
47,	215.

14. 	nearly	four	years	or	more:	approximating	to	the	interval	between	the
illegible	first	version	of	c.1431	and	the	second	transcription,	dated
1436	in	both	prefaces.

15. 	read	letters	written	…	in	Germany:	this	suggests	that	members	of	the
Lynn	merchant	class	were	accustomed	to	corresponding	in	English.

16. 	never	to	reveal	it	…	she	lived:	at	this	time,	at	least,	Kempe	did	not
intend	her	Book	to	circulate	during	her	lifetime.

17. 	spectacles	on	his	nose:	probably	invented	in	Italy	in	the	1280s,
spectacles	were	imported	into	England	from	the	continent	in	large
numbers	by	the	later	fourteenth	century;	see	Michael	Rhodes,	‘A	Pair
of	Fifteenth-Century	Spectacle	Frames	from	the	City	of	London’,
Antiquaries	Journal,	62	(1982),	pp.	57–73.	For	Kempe’s	account	of
the	transcription	process,	see	ch.	89.	One	of	St	Bridget’s	amanuenses
receives	miraculous	tokens	(see	ch.	89,	n.	1);	one	becomes	afflicted
when	he	declines	her	dictation	but	recovers	when	he	changes	his	mind
(Revelationes	Extravagantes,	ch.	48;	Searby,	vol.	4,	pp.	265–6).

18. 	quire	…	before	this:	a	quire	is	usually	a	gathering	of	eight	leaves	within
a	manuscript	book;	the	surviving	Book	manuscript	has	no	such	added
leaf	and	hence	is	not	the	copy	made	by	Kempe’s	amanuensis	(see	Note
on	the	Text,	p.	xxxvii).



THE	PREFACE

1. 	a	White	Friar:	presumably	Kempe’s	supporter,	the	Carmelite	friar	Alan
of	Lynn	(on	whom,	see	ch.	9,	n.	6).

2. 	on	the	day	next	after	Mary	Magdalene:	23	July	1436	(the	feast	of	St
Mary	Magdalene	being	22	July),	which	was	the	feast	of	the	death	of	St
Bridget	of	Sweden	on	23	July	1373.	The	date	thus	links	two	women
saints	who	are	particularly	significant	for	Kempe;	see	Introduction,	pp.
xx–xxi.



BOOK	I

Chapter	1

1. 	twenty	years	of	age:	in	a	late	chapter	(p.	238),	probably	recording
events	in	1433,	Kempe	gives	her	age	as	about	sixty,	suggesting	she
was	born	c.1373	and	married	c.1393	or	later.	For	a	woman	to	marry	at
the	age	of	twenty	is	in	line	with	contemporary	norms;	see	P.	J.	P.
Goldberg,	Women,	Work,	and	Life	Cycle	in	a	Medieval	Economy:
Women	in	York	and	Yorkshire	c.1300–1520	(Oxford:	Oxford
University	Press,	1992),	pp.	225–32.	Kempe	passes	over	her
childhood,	whereas	in	the	biographies	of	such	saintly	women	as
Bridget	of	Sweden,	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	and	Mary	of	Oignies	there
are	signs	of	exemplary	devotion	from	their	early	years;	see	M.	T.
Harris	(ed.),	Birgitta	of	Sweden:	Life	and	Selected	Revelations,	tr.	A.
R.	Kezel	with	an	introduction	by	T.	Nyberg	(Mahwah,	NJ:	Paulist
Press,	1990),	pp.	72–4	(see	also	Ryan,	vol.	2,	p.	303,	and	Brown,	pp.
87–8).

2. 	burgess	[of	Lynn]:	a	citizen	of	a	borough.	Square	brackets	indicate	an
addition	by	medieval	annotators	of	the	Book	manuscript	(see	ch.	2,	n.
4).	John	Kempe	was	elected	one	of	four	chamberlains	in	1394	and	is
recorded	as	a	brewer	with	a	tenement	in	Fincham	Street	(now	New
Conduit	Street)	in	the	Lynn	town	centre	(BMK,	pp.	362–8).	The
Bishop	of	Lincoln	calls	Kempe’s	husband	‘John’	(p.	38),	but	that	her
married	name	was	Kempe	does	not	emerge	until	much	later	(p.	247).

3. 	thing	on	her	conscience	…	all	her	life:	the	nature	of	this	unconfessed
sin	is	never	revealed.

4. 	didn’t	need	to	confess	…	alone:	the	devil’s	advice	here	resembles	the
view	of	contemporary	Norfolk	Lollard	heretics	that	confession	to	God
alone	was	sufficient,	and	confession	to	priests	unnecessary.	See
Heresy	Trials,	pp.	111,	141;	see	also	ch.	13,	n.	6.

5. 	her	confessor	…	anything	he	might	do:	possibly	Robert	Spryngolde,
named	much	later	as	her	confessor	(p.	141;	see	also	ch.	8,	n.	2)	and
who	Kempe	complains	is	very	sharp	with	her	(p.	47).	Medieval
sermons	also	stressed	terrifyingly	that	those	who	died	with
unconfessed	sins	would	go	to	hell;	see	Woodburn	O.	Ross	(ed.),



Middle	English	Sermons,	EETS,	o.s.	209	(London:	Oxford	University
Press,	1940),	pp.	183–4,	205.

6. 	went	out	of	her	mind	…	odd	days:	in	her	madness	and	recovery,	Kempe
may	recall	Mary	Magdalene,	out	of	whom	Christ	cast	seven	devils
(Luke	8:	1–3).	Kempe	may	have	suffered	‘postpartum	psychosis’;	see
Clarissa	W.	Atkinson,	Mystic	and	Pilgrim:	The	Book	and	the	World	of
Margery	Kempe	(Ithaca,	NY:	Cornell	University	Press,	1983),	p.	209.
For	Kempe’s	aiding	a	woman	in	a	comparable	condition,	see	ch.	75.

7. 	why	have	you	forsaken	me:	recalling	Christ’s	words	on	the	cross
(Matthew	27:	46).	Kempe	later	sees	in	her	spiritual	sight	how	Mary
comforts	St	Peter,	‘for,	though	you	have	forsaken	my	sweet	son,	he
never	forsook	you’	(p.	197).



Chapter	2

1. 	gold	piping	on	her	headdress:	gold	thread	or	wire	decorating	the	hair.
Agnes	Paston	writes	to	her	husband	in	1440	asking	him	to	buy	for	her
‘two	pipes	of	gold’;	see	N.	Davis	(ed.),	Paston	Letters	and	Papers	of
the	Fifteenth	Century,	vol.	1	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	1971),
p.	26.	Women’s	extravagant	headdresses	were	severely	criticized	in
contemporary	sermons	as	instances	of	pride.

2. 	hoods	with	the	tippets	were	fashionably	slashed:	a	tippet	was	an
ornamental	piece	of	long,	narrow	cloth,	usually	worn	as	part	of	a	hood
or	sleeves.	Garments	with	hems	cut	into	points,	or	with	otherwise
slashed	decoration	–	such	as	slits	in	the	outer	fabric	through	which	the
lining	or	inner	garment	could	be	seen	in	a	contrasting	colour	–	were
widely	condemned	as	emblematic	of	worldly	vanity	and	wasteful
extravagance;	see	Chaucer’s	‘The	Parson’s	Tale’,	X.416–21,	and
Richard	the	Redeless,	3.162–9,	in	Helen	Barr	(ed.),	The	Piers
Plowman	Tradition	(London:	J.	M.	Dent,	1993).	See	also	pp.	111,	227.

3. 	her	father	was	sometime	mayor:	the	Bishop	of	Worcester	later	knows
Kempe	to	be	‘John	of	Brunham’s	daughter	from	Lynn’	(p.	111),	and
Kempe	proudly	tells	the	Mayor	of	Leicester	that	her	father	was	five
times	Mayor	of	Lynn	and	an	alderman	for	many	years	(p.	113).	John
Brunham	(whose	father	Ralph	de	Brunham	first	appears	in	Lynn
records	c.1320)	was	Mayor	of	Lynn	in	1370,	1377,	1378,	1385	and
1391	and	was	one	of	its	two	Members	of	Parliament	in	1364–5,	1368,
1376,	1379–80,	1382–3	and	1384;	he	was	also	at	various	times
coroner,	Justice	of	the	Peace,	chamberlain	and	alderman	of	the	Trinity
Guild	(BMK,	pp.	359–61),	and	arguably	played	a	more	important	role
in	the	governance	of	Lynn	than	any	other	individual	in	the	later
fourteenth	century.

4. 	town	of	N.:	at	first	the	Book	appears	concerned	not	to	identify	Kempe’s
home	town	of	Lynn,	indicating	it	by	the	letter	‘N’	(standing	for	the
Latin	nomen,	‘name’),	but	in	ch.	16	the	town	is	openly	named.

5. 	High	Guild	of	the	Trinity	in	N.:	this	wealthy	merchant	guild	made
charitable	arrangements	benefiting	its	poorer	members	and	distributed
alms,	employed	thirteen	chaplains,	organized	funerals	and	soul-masses
for	departed	members,	and	was	a	central	element	in	town	governance
and	commercial	activity	(Owen,	pp.	61–3).	Its	still-surviving	Guildhall



was	built	after	the	conflagration	of	1421	in	Lynn,	which	Kempe
describes	in	ch.	67.	A	Margery	Kempe	is	recorded	as	admitted	to
membership	of	the	Trinity	Guild	in	1438	(BMK,	pp.	358–9).

6. 	single	chastening	experience:	i.e.	her	madness.
7. 	took	up	brewing:	Kempe’s	husband	is	recorded	as	a	brewer	in	Lynn

records	for	1403–5	(BMK,	p.	364),	but	brewing	was	commonly
pursued	by	medieval	women	to	supplement	their	income.	See	Judith
M.	Bennett,	Ale,	Beer,	and	Brewsters	in	England:	Women’s	Work	in	a
Changing	World,	1300–1600	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	1996).

8. 	eve	of	Corpus	Christi:	the	day	before	the	Feast	of	Corpus	Christi,
which	falls	on	the	Thursday	after	Trinity	Sunday,	in	May	or	June.

9. 	began	to	enter	…	told	hereafter:	Kempe	was	married	aged	twenty	‘or
somewhat	more’	in	c.	1393	or	later	and	soon	fell	pregnant,	but	was	ill
after	the	birth	for	at	least	eight	months.	She	then	took	up	brewing	for
three	or	four	years,	with	a	subsequent	brief	attempt	at	milling.	This
would	date	her	spiritual	conversion	to	her	mid-to-late	twenties,	in	the
period	1398–1403.



Chapter	3

1. 	melodious	sound	…	in	paradise:	for	Kempe’s	hearing	of	sounds	and
melody,	see	also	pp.	43,	92,	187,	220.	Richard	Rolle	(d.	1349;	see	also
Introduction,	p.	xxiv)	gives	a	celebrated	account	of	hearing	heavenly
melody	in	Incendium	Amoris	(Wolters,	ch.	15).

2. 	it	caused	…	this	wretched	world:	Kempe	here	acquires	three	persistent
features	of	her	subsequent	life:	her	weeping;	her	continued	thinking
and	irrepressible	talking	of	heaven;	and,	as	she	indicates	shortly,	her
wish	for	chastity.

3. 	debt	of	matrimony:	the	right	of	both	husband	and	wife	to	sexual
intercourse	within	marriage	under	medieval	canon	law.

4. 	three	or	four	years	afterwards:	see	ch.	11.	John	Kempe’s	agreement
there	to	a	vow	of	chastity	may	be	dated	to	June	1413.

5. 	great	bodily	penance:	excessive	bodily	penance	–	more	common
among	continental	mystics	–	was	discouraged	by	English	spiritual
advisers.

6. 	went	to	confession	two	or	three	times	on	the	same	day:	frequent
confession	was	recommended	to	the	devout	and	recorded	in	the	lives
of	such	women	visionaries	familiar	to	Kempe	as	Bridget	of	Sweden,
Elizabeth	of	Hungary	and	Mary	of	Oignies.

7. 	hair-cloth	from	a	kiln:	a	garment	of	the	stiff,	coarse	cloth	made	of
animal	hair	that	was	used	for	drying	malt	as	part	of	the	brewing
process,	and	that	was	worn	next	to	the	skin	as	a	constant	irritant	by
penitents.	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	wore	such	a	hair-shirt	while	married.

8. 	three	years	…	with	temptations:	this	three-year	period	evidently
succeeded	the	two	years	free	of	temptation	described	in	the	next
chapter.

9. 	a	false	hypocrite	…	profit:	for	Kempe’s	being	accused	of	hypocrisy,
see	also	pp.	36,	37,	85,	157,	239.



Chapter	4

1. 	embrace	her	in	token	of	love:	it	is	a	commonplace	of	medieval
devotional	literature	that	Christ’s	arms	are	spread	out	on	the	cross	in
order	to	embrace	all	humankind:	a	thirteenth-century	guide	for
anchoresses	refers	to	Christ	‘who	stretches	out	his	arms	…	towards
you’;	see	Bella	Millett	(tr.),	Ancrene	Wisse:	Guide	for	Anchoresses
(Exeter:	Exeter	University	Press,	2009),	p.	151.	The	English	hermit
saint	Godric	has	a	vision	of	being	embraced	by	the	figure	on	the
crucifix	(see	C.	Horstmann	(ed.),	Nova	Legenda	Anglie,	2	vols
(Oxford:	Clarendon	Press,	1901),	vol.	1,	p.	102),	a	miracle	also
occurring	in	some	sermon	exempla	(see	S.	Powell	(ed.),	John	Mirk’s
Festial,	EETS,	o.s.	334	and	335,	2	vols	(Oxford:	Oxford	University
Press,	2009	and	2011),	vol.	1,	p.	109).

2. 	St	Margaret’s	Eve:	19	July.	Laity	would	be	expected	to	fast	on	the	eve,
and	to	avoid	most	manual	labour	on	St	Margaret’s	Day,	20	July,	which
was	Lynn’s	patronal	festival.	The	cult	of	St	Margaret	of	Antioch,	a
legendary	virgin	saint	supposedly	martyred	in	the	persecution	of
Diocletian,	was	very	popular	in	medieval	England,	especially	in	East
Anglia.	Affirming	her	Christian	faith,	Margaret	rebuffed	the	advances
of	the	pagan	governor	of	Antioch,	was	tortured	and	eventually
beheaded,	but	not	before	being	swallowed	by	the	devil	in	the	form	of	a
dragon,	which	burst	asunder	when	Margaret	crossed	herself.	The
patroness	of	childbirth,	Margaret	is	depicted	vanquishing	or	emerging
from	a	dragon.	See	Juliana	Dresvina,	A	Maid	with	a	Dragon:	The	Cult
of	St	Margaret	of	Antioch	in	Medieval	England	(Oxford:	Oxford
University	Press,	2016).	Chapters	in	the	Book	that	include	such
particular	datings	tend	to	narrate	especially	significant	events:	e.g.	pp.
20,	27,	88.

3. 	her	church	was	dedicated	to	St	Margaret:	the	church	of	St	Margaret,
also	dedicated	to	all	the	virgins,	which	served	as	both	parish	church	of
Lynn	and	church	of	the	small	Benedictine	priory	built	by	the	monks	of
Norwich	on	its	southern	side.	The	Trinity	Guild	had	its	chapel	on	the
north	side	of	the	chancel.	The	church	survives,	although	the	nave	was
rebuilt	after	damage	in	1741.	Kempe’s	temptation	and	subsequent	fall
thus	occurs	in	the	church,	and	at	the	feast,	of	the	virgin	martyr
Margaret.



4. 	paternoster:	the	Lord’s	Prayer.
5. 	permissible	…	wished	it:	i.e.	not	one	of	the	times	when	the	faithful

should	abstain	from	intercourse,	which	included	Advent,	Lent	and
before	Pentecost,	major	feast	days	and	their	vigils,	the	quarterly	ember
days	(days	set	aside	for	fasting	and	prayer),	Sundays	and	often
Wednesdays	and	Fridays,	during	menstruation	and	pregnancy,	and
three	days	before	receiving	communion;	see	J.	A.	Brundage,	Law,	Sex,
and	Christian	Society	in	Medieval	Europe	(Chicago:	Chicago
University	Press,	1987),	pp.	154–64,	and	Dyan	Elliott,	Spiritual
Marriage:	Sexual	Abstinence	in	Medieval	Wedlock	(Princeton,	NJ:
Princeton	University	Press,	1993),	pp.	195–7.

6. 	chopped	up	…	for	the	pot:	see	also	pp.	144,	206,	referring	to	Kempe’s
own	wish	to	be	cut	up	into	mincemeat	herself.



Chapter	5

1. 	a	Friday	before	Christmas	Day:	Advent	was	traditionally	a	time	for
penance	and	thoughts	of	the	Last	Judgement,	as	well	as	for	spiritual
renewal.	Kempe	records	many	revelations	and	other	occurrences	as
happening	on	Fridays,	the	day	of	Christ’s	Passion	and	a	fast	day;
churches	and	chapels	are	frequent	locations.	See	pp.	25,	27,	103,	106,
142.

2. 	chapel	of	St	John	…	in	N.:	i.	e.	St	John	the	Baptist.	This	chapel	is	no
longer	extant.

3. 	forgive	you	…	uttermost	point:	for	Kempe’s	recurrent	sense	of	the
remission	of	her	sins,	see	pp.	24–5,	54,	75,	92,	143.

4. 	purgatory:	a	place	or	state	of	suffering	and	purification	inhabited	by	the
souls	of	sinners	who	die	in	a	state	of	grace	but	need	to	expiate	their
sins	before	going	to	heaven.

5. 	twinkling	of	an	eye:	see	1	Corinthians	15:	51–2.
6. 	contrition	until	your	life’s	end:	contrition	is	remorse	and	penitence	for

sin.
7. 	your	love	without	end:	cf.	the	inscription	on	Kempe’s	ring	on	p.	80;	see

also	p.	162.
8. 	give	up	…	the	eating	of	meat:	on	p.	64	–	probably	recording	events	in

the	Holy	Land	in	1413	–	Kempe	declares	that	she	has	eaten	no	meat
for	four	years	before	leaving	England,	which	would	date	this
conversation	with	Christ	to	c.1409.

9. 	receive	my	body	every	Sunday:	receiving	the	sacrament	(consecrated
bread)	so	frequently	was	unusual,	although	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	was
allowed	weekly	communion,	and	had	been	instructed	by	revelation	to
receive	communion	frequently	(Liber	Celestis,	6.29;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.
59).	The	Archbishop	of	Canterbury	gives	Kempe	permission	to	receive
communion	every	Sunday	(ch.	16),	later	confirmed	so	that	she	may
receive	communion	as	often	as	required	(ch.	57).

10. 	I	shall	cause	…	everyone	shall	marvel	at	it:	Kempe	records	comparable
assurances	of	favour	on	pp.	25,	26,	27,	54,	55,	75,	158,	159–61.

11. 	stockfish:	fish	cured	by	drying	without	salt.	Three	stockfish	are	carved
on	a	bench	end	from	St	Nicholas’s	Chapel,	Lynn	(see	ch.	25),	now	in



the	Victoria	and	Albert	Museum.	Julian	of	Norwich	will	extol	to
Kempe	the	spiritual	reward	deriving	from	such	detraction	and
ostracism	by	reference	to	Luke	6:	22–3	(see	p.	46).

12. 	grace	enough	to	answer	every	cleric:	this	divine	promise	is	confirmed
later	(pp.	159–60);	for	other	occasions	when	Kempe	‘answers	every
cleric’,	see	pp.	39,	123,	130,	138.

13. 	saying	of	many	prayers:	Medieval	spiritual	advisers	were	cautious
about	excessive	repetition	of	prayers.

14. 	anchorite	at	the	Preaching	Friars:	a	recluse	whose	cell	or	anchorhold
was	attached	to	the	Dominican	friary	in	the	east	of	Lynn	(in	the	area
now	occupied	by	South	Clough	Lane	and	Blackfriars	Street).	The
Dominican	order	of	friars,	founded	by	St	Dominic	(d.	1221),	was
especially	dedicated	to	preaching.	Later	described	as	a	doctor	of
divinity	(ch.	15),	Kempe’s	principal	confessor	(ch.	18)	and	sole
confidant	of	her	revelations	(ch.	21),	the	anchorite	is	credited	with	a
spirit	of	prophecy	(chs	18,	26,	30),	suggesting	that	he	is	inclined	to
mystical	experience	himself.	Consistently	loyal	to	Kempe	(chs	18,	19),
he	evidently	dies	before	she	returns	from	Jerusalem	and	is	keenly
missed	(chs	58,	69).	The	manuscript	has	a	marginal	note	‘M	of	P’,	but
he	has	not	been	identified.

15. 	confidences	and	counsels	…	to	you:	for	Kempe’s	sense	of	having	secret
knowledge,	see	also	pp.	37,	42,	73,	85,	158.

16. 	sucking	even	at	Christ’s	breast:	the	concept	of	Christ	as	our	mother
was	a	recurrent	idea	in	writings	of	spiritual	counsel,	including	the
notion	that	Christ	breastfeeds	us,	whether	through	the	sacrament	or
through	contemplation,	as	in	Julian	of	Norwich:	‘The	mother	can	give
her	child	her	milk	to	suck,	but	our	precious	mother	Jesus,	he	can	feed
us	with	himself’	(Windeatt,	ch.	60,	p.	130).



Chapter	6

1. 	St	Anne:	mother	of	the	Virgin	Mary,	often	depicted	teaching	Mary	to
read.	Patron	of	a	Lynn	guild;	there	were	dozens	of	St	Anne	guilds	and
altars	in	East	Anglian	parish	churches	by	the	fifteenth	century;	see
Gail	McMurray	Gibson,	The	Theater	of	Devotion:	East	Anglian
Drama	and	Society	in	the	Late	Middle	Ages	(Chicago:	Chicago
University	Press,	1989),	pp.	82–4.

2. 	you	shall	be	the	mother	of	God:	see	Luke	1:	28–38.	Having
appropriated	St	Anne’s	role	in	raising	the	Virgin	Mary,	Kempe	here
assumes	the	angel	Gabriel’s	role	in	informing	Mary	at	the
Annunciation.

3. 	my	service:	Kempe	recurrently	casts	herself	as	Mary’s	handmaiden,	as
did	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	and	St	Elizabeth	of	Hungary;	see	pp.	53,	87,
94,	191,	197,	204–5.

4. 	they	went	forth	to	Elizabeth	…	blessed	him:	Mary’s	meeting	with
Elizabeth	(the	‘Visitation’	in	Christian	tradition),	Elizabeth’s	salutation
of	Mary	(the	‘Magnificat’)	and	the	birth	of	St	John	the	Baptist	derive
from	Luke	1:	39–60.

5. 	white	cloth	…	blessed	son:	in	her	vision	at	Bethlehem	of	the	Nativity,
St	Bridget	notices	that	the	Virgin	has	prudently	provided	linen	and
woollen	cloths	in	which	to	wrap	her	baby	(Liber	Celestis,	7.21–2;
Searby,	vol.	3,	pp.	250–52).

6. 	swaddled	him	…	mindful	of	the	painful	death:	to	set	joy	at	the	Nativity
alongside	sorrow	at	the	coming	anguish	of	the	Passion	for	both	Christ
and	Mary	was	a	commonplace	of	medieval	devotional	tradition,	in
which	the	Christ	Child’s	swaddling	clothes	prompted	thoughts	of	the
linen	in	which	his	corpse	would	be	shrouded	after	his	crucifixion.	St
Bridget’s	Nativity	vision	of	the	linen	cloths	that	Mary	has	ready	to
wrap	the	Christ	Child’s	head	(Liber	Celestis,	7.21;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.
251)	echoes	the	report	of	his	burial	clothes	in	John	20:	7.

7. 	not	to	be	displeased	with	me:	Kempe’s	devotion	to	the	Nativity
includes:	a	vision	of	Mary	swaddling	the	Christ	child	(p.	210);
pilgrimages	to	Nativity	relics	at	Assisi	and	Aachen	(pp.	81,	241);
meditation	prompted	by	an	image	of	the	Christ	child	(pp.	79–80);
worship	in	Lynn’s	Gesine	Chapel	with	its	image	of	the	Nativity	(pp.



157,	171).	Christ	thanks	Kempe	for	looking	after	him	in	his	childhood
(p.	204),	for	inviting	Mary	into	her	soul	to	suckle	the	Christ	child	(p.
211)	and	for	bathing	him	in	her	soul	(p.	215).



Chapter	7

1. 	twelfth	day:	i.	e.	6	January,	the	Feast	of	the	Epiphany.
2. 	our	Lady	and	Joseph	…	into	Egypt:	for	the	Holy	Family’s	Flight	into

Egypt,	see	Luke	2:	13–15.
3. 	languish	in	love:	in	Christian	mystical	tradition,	the	notion	of

languishing	in	love	goes	back	to	the	erotic	poetry	of	the	Old	Testament
Song	of	Solomon	2:	5,	5:	8,	but	Kempe	may	recall	Rolle’s	association
of	languishing	with	the	fire	of	love	in	Incendium	Amoris	(Wolters,	ch.
17).

4. 	the	Trinity	…	saved	by	your	prayers:	the	Christian	dogma	of	the	Trinity
is	that	the	one	God	exists	in	three	Persons	and	one	substance;	Father,
Son	and	Holy	Spirit	in	one	Godhead.	Kempe	is	assured	again	(p.	188)
that	many	thousands	of	souls	will	be	saved	by	her	prayers.

5. 	ask	what	you	wish	…	what	you	ask:	Matthew	7:	7–8	and	John	16:	24.
Repeated	in	ch.	57.



Chapter	8

1. 	this	creature	lay:	Kempe	evidently	lay	on	the	ground	during	her
devotions;	see	pp.	21,	22,	53,	56,	94,	215.

2. 	Master	R.:	another	attempt	at	anonymizing	places	and	people	(see	ch.
2,	n.	4).	This	is	presumably	the	Master	Robert	Spryngolde,	called
‘Master	Robert’	(pp.	63,	138)	and	eventually	named	in	full	as	her
confessor	on	p.	141.	Described	as	a	bachelor	of	canon	law,	well	versed
in	scripture	(pp.	152,	170)	and	parish	priest	of	St	Margaret’s	Church
(p.	165)	–	and	as	such	the	normal	confessor	for	lay	parishioners	–
Spryngolde	appears	in	Lynn	and	Norwich	records	for	1436	and	may
have	been	Kempe’s	amanuensis	for	the	second	writing	of	her	Book	in
that	year.	Throughout	the	Book,	however,	Kempe	is	sparing	in	naming
inhabitants	of	Lynn.	Christ	again	refers	to	his	role	as	executor	on	pp.
159,	217–18.	In	1430	Spryngolde	is	recorded	among	the	executors	of
Robert	Brunham,	presumably	Kempe’s	kinsman;	see	Sebastian
Sobecki,	‘“The	writyng	of	this	tretys”:	Margery	Kempe’s	Son	and	the
Authorship	of	Her	Book’,	Studies	in	the	Age	of	Chaucer,	37	(2015),	p.
273,	citing	a	Common	Pleas	roll,	CP40/677,	Norwich,	1430,	in	the
National	Archives.



Chapter	9

1. 	slay	[all	sexual	desire	in]:	the	words	in	square	brackets	were	added	by
an	annotator	in	the	manuscript	margin.	In	ch.	11	Kempe	reminds	her
husband	that	she	told	him	he	would	be	suddenly	slain,	so	perhaps	she
did	believe	that	John	Kempe	would	be	struck	dead	by	God	if	he	did
not	refrain	from	intercourse	with	her.	On	their	wedding	night,	St
Cecilia	in	Chaucer’s	‘Second	Nun’s	Tale’	tells	her	husband	that	her
guardian	angel	will	slay	him	if	he	touches	her	(see	Jill	Mann	(ed.),	The
Canterbury	Tales	(London:	Penguin,	2005),	VIII.152–8).

2. 	Wednesday	of	Easter	week:	probably	26	April	1413	–	Easter	fell	on	23
April	that	year	–	and	so	two	months	before	Kempe’s	argument	with
her	husband	in	ch.	11	(datable	to	23	June	1413),	when	he	is	said	to
have	gone	without	sex	for	eight	weeks.

3. 	one	Friday	before	Whitsun	Eve:	probably	9	June	1413.
4. 	her	book	in	her	hand:	perhaps	a	‘primer’	or	book	of	hours;	for	the	less

literate	the	Latin	contents,	often	accompanied	by	pictures,	could	act	as
cues	to	launch	lay	people	on	prayers	known	by	heart	from	hearing	or
recitation	(Duffy,	pp.	210–32).

5. 	John	of	Wereham:	a	mercer	and	member	of	the	Guild	of	St	Giles	and	St
Julian,	recorded	in	the	records	of	Lynn	(BMK,	p.	372).	Wereham	is	a
village	some	fourteen	miles	south	of	Lynn.

6. 	Master	Aleyn,	a	White	Friar:	Alan	of	Lynn,	a	Carmelite	friar	and
Cambridge	doctor	of	divinity,	who	lectured	at	Cambridge	and
subsequently	at	the	Carmelite	houses	in	Norwich	and	Lynn;	an
industrious	indexer	of	the	Church	Fathers	and	contemporary
theologians	but	also	of	the	revelations	and	prophecies	of	St	Bridget	of
Sweden	and	the	Stimulus	Amoris	(see	Introduction,	p.	xxiv),	works
mentioned	twice	together	by	Kempe	(pp.	43,	145).	A	good	friend	and
adviser	to	Kempe	(see	pp.	138,	152,	170–72,	218).	See	ODNB,	‘Lynn,
Alan	(1347/8–1432)’.



Chapter	10

1. 	I	am	in	you,	and	you	in	me:	John	14:	20;	the	assurance	is	repeated	on
pp.	87,	90.



Chapter	11

1. 	one	Friday,	Midsummer	Eve:	probably	23	June	1413,	because	between
1405	and	1414	Midsummer’s	Eve	only	fell	on	a	Friday	in	1413.	As
Corpus	Christi	Day	in	1413	fell	on	the	previous	day,	Thursday	22
June,	Kempe	and	her	husband	may	well	have	just	seen	the	Mystery
Plays	performed	at	York.

2. 	this	question	…	at	one	time?:	Kempe	reports	John’s	question	as	if
rewriting	the	episode	in	some	saint’s	life	in	which	the	bridegroom	of	a
saintly	woman	is	persuaded	not	to	consummate	their	marriage	for	fear
of	being	struck	dead	by	God.

3. 	you[r	desire	for	sex]	…	be	slain:	in	the	Middle	English	here,	Kempe
reminds	her	husband	that	she	told	him	three	years	previously	that	he
would	be	slain	(see	ch.	9,	n.	1),	presumably	meaning	his	urge	for	sex
with	her	would	be	ended.

4. 	hair-shirt	or	…	coat	of	mail:	hair-cloth	(see	ch.	3,	n.	7)	or	chain	mail,
worn	next	to	the	skin	as	a	penance	(see	also	p.	91).

5. 	Bridlington:	the	aim	of	this	forty-mile	trip	north-east	of	York	is
presumably	to	visit	the	shrine	at	Bridlington	Priory	of	St	John	of
Bridlington	(c.1320–79),	an	Augustinian	prior	who	led	a	life	of	fervent
prayer	and	possessed	the	gift	of	tears.	Miracles	were	reported	at	his
tomb,	and	he	was	canonized	in	1401.	Perhaps	it	was	during	this	visit
that	Kempe	made	her	confession	to	St	John’s	surviving	confessor,
William	Sleightholme,	to	whom	she	later	refers	(pp.	128,	131).

6. 	a	cross:	a	wayside	shrine.
7. 	pay	your	debts	before	I	go	to	Jerusalem	…	on	Fridays	at	your	bidding:

Lynn	records	mention	Kempe’s	father,	John	Brunham,	as	alive	but	in
ill	health	on	19	December	1412	and	on	16	October	1413	as	deceased
(BMK,	p.	361).	Inheriting	a	legacy	may	have	helped	Kempe	to	strike
this	bargain	with	her	husband.	Not	accepting	her	husband’s
proposition	that	they	continue	to	share	a	bed,	her	only	concession	is	on
the	Friday	fasting.



Chapter	12

1. 	I	hear	it	said	that	God	speaks	to	you:	Franciscans	in	the	Holy	Land
have	heard	of	‘the	Englishwoman	who	…	spoke	with	God’	(p.	76).
After	her	trials	for	heresy,	Kempe	becomes	more	circumspect	(pp.
113,	138,	157–8,	166).

2. 	despair	…	worldly	goods:	despairing	of	the	possibility	of	salvation
represents	a	grave	sin,	while	holding	material	possessions	and	external
offices	were	censured.



Chapter	13

1. 	at	Canterbury	…	amongst	the	monks:	i.	e.	in	the	Benedictine	abbey	of
Christ	Church,	attached	to	what	is	now	Canterbury	Cathedral.

2. 	an	old	monk	…	feared	by	many	people:	probably	John	Kynton	(d.
1416),	formerly	chancellor	to	Queen	Joanna,	consort	of	Henry	IV,
before	becoming	a	monk	of	Christ	Church,	Canterbury,	in	1408.

3. 	speak	of	him	…	a	story	from	scripture:	Kempe	may	have	in	mind	Luke
11:	27–8,	which	she	will	later	cite	before	the	Archbishop	of	York	(p.
128).	Ability	to	recite	from	memory	passages	from	the	Bible	would	be
regarded	with	suspicion	as	evidence	of	heresy;	see	Anne	Hudson,	The
Premature	Reformation:	Wycliffite	Texts	and	Lollard	History	(Oxford:
Oxford	University	Press,	1988),	p.	166.	Kempe	variously	records
problems	caused	by	her	citing	of	scripture;	see	pp.	68–9,	117,	128,
239.	See	also	ch.	14,	n.	2.

4. 	enclosed	in	a	house	of	stone:	possibly	enclosure	as	an	anchoress,	but
perhaps	imprisonment.

5. 	a	devil	…	of	yourself:	this	charge	is	repeated	(pp.	87,	107,	167)	and
linked	with	accusations	about	scriptural	knowledge	(p.	128).

6. 	Lollard:	i.e.	a	heretic	with	beliefs	derived	from	John	Wyclif	or	his
followers.	This	is	the	first	of	a	series	of	occasions	when	Kempe	is
suspected	or	accused	of	Lollardy;	see	pp.	113,	126,	131–2,	134,	137.
For	threats	to	burn	Kempe	as	a	heretic,	see	pp.	40,	126,	132.	Kempe’s
devotional	orthodoxy	–	including	her	veneration	of	images	and	her
devotion	to	pilgrimages	–	has	little	in	common	with	Lollard	tenets,
although	her	reproving	of	vain	swearing	(see	ch.	16,	n.	2)	and	her
compulsive	talking	of	the	Bible	(p.	128)	–	which	might	be	construed	as
a	woman	preaching	–	bring	her	under	suspicion	(see	Introduction,	pp.
xxix–xxx).

7. 	consumed	with	the	ardour	of	love:	Richard	Methley	‘was	wont	so	to
say’	is	written	here	in	the	margin	of	the	sole	manuscript	of	the	Book,
once	at	Mount	Grace	Priory	(see	Introduction,	p.	xiii).	Methley	was	a
Carthusian	monk	and	mystic	of	Mount	Grace;	translator	into	Latin	of
two	works	of	Christian	mysticism	from	the	fourteenth	century,	The
Cloud	of	Unknowing	and	Marguerite	Porete’s	Mirror	of	Simple	Souls;
author	of	three	autobiographical	spiritual	treatises	in	Latin	from	the



1480s,	who	wrote	of	himself,	in	a	way	reminiscent	of	Richard	Rolle:
‘My	life	consists	of	love,	languor,	sweetness,	heat	and	melody’	(see
James	Hogg,	‘A	Mystical	Diary:	The	Refectorium	Salutis	of	Richard
Methley	of	Mount	Grace	Charterhouse’,	Analecta	Cartusiana,	55
(1981),	pp.	208–38,	at	p.	221).	Methley	is	mentioned	in	further
marginal	annotations;	see	ch.	28,	n.	15;	ch.	73,	n.	2.	See	ODNB,
‘Methley	[Furth],	Richard	(1450/51–1527/8)’.	The	Book’s	use	of
‘ardour’	may	derive	from	Rolle’s	characteristic	use	of	the	term	in
Incendium	Amoris	(Wolters,	Prologue,	p.	46).

8. 	chosen	soul	…	a	pillar	of	Holy	Church:	this	represents	extraordinary
endorsement;	thus,	for	the	author	of	a	treatise	on	what	the	parts	of	a
church	building	signify:	‘The	pillars	betoken	the	bishops	and	doctors
that	maintain	the	faith	of	Holy	Church	by	the	doctrine	of	God	…
fulfilled	with	the	sevenfold	gifts	of	the	Holy	Ghost,	so	that	other	men
may	take	good	example	by	them’;	see	R.	Hamer	and	V.	Russell	(eds),
Supplementary	Lives	in	Some	Manuscripts	of	the	Gilte	Legende,
EETS,	o.s.	315	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	2000),	p.	87.	See
also	Proverbs	9:	1.



Chapter	14

1. 	joyous	thing	…	reproved	for	God’s	love:	see	also	p.	137.
2. 	conversing	about	scripture	…	in	sermons	and	by	talking	with	clerks:

carefully	attributing	Kempe’s	scriptural	knowledge	to	her	experience
of	preaching	and	clerical	instruction.	See	also	pp.	99,	144–5,	170.

3. 	tied	at	her	head	…	love	of	God:	this	resembles	the	method	of	execution
ordered	for	St	Katherine	of	Alexandria	by	the	emperor	in	the	life
written	c.	1445	by	Kempe’s	younger	Lynn	contemporary	John
Capgrave:	‘teye	hir	to	a	stake,	/	Smyte	of	hir	heede’;	see	Karen	A.
Winstead	(ed.),	The	Life	of	St	Katherine	(Kalamazoo,	MI:	Medieval
Institute	Publications,	1999),	5.1480–81.

4. 	written	upon	my	hands	and	my	feet:	see	Isaiah	49:	16.
5. 	at	the	font:	Kempe’s	orthodox	view	of	baptism	contrasts	with	Norfolk

Lollards’	recorded	views	that	baptism	is	unnecessary;	see	Heresy
Trials,	pp.	111,	121,	140.	See	also	ch.	1,	n.	4.

6. 	a	hidden	God	in	you:	see	Isaiah	45:	15;	repeated	later	–	see	p.	206.
Walter	Hilton,	also	citing	this	verse,	comments:	‘Jesus	is	treasure	hid
in	thy	soul’;	see	T.	H.	Bestul	(ed.),	The	Scale	of	Perfection
(Kalamazoo,	MI:	Medieval	Institute	Publications,	2000),	1.49.

7. 	tears	of	compunction	…	on	earth:	Kempe	is	assured	of	the	importance
of	the	gift	of	tears	by	Julian	of	Norwich	(p.	46),	and	by	her	Dominican
anchorite	confessor	(p.	50);	tears	are	later	seen	as	a	gift	of	God	(pp.
152,	166,	168),	an	important	token	of	love	(pp.	160),	and	when	Kempe
can	weep,	she	feels	she	can	pray	(p.	201).	The	Sarum	Missal	(a
compendium	of	all	instructions	and	texts	necessary	for	celebration	of
mass	throughout	the	year)	includes	a	votive	mass	for	tears,	beginning
with	a	prayer	for	tears	of	compunction;	see	J.	W.	Legg,	The	Sarum
Missal	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	1916),	p.	402.

8. 	wheresoever	God	is,	heaven	is:	repeated	on	p.	90.
9. 	both	mother,	brother,	and	sister	to	me:	see	Matthew	12:	50,	Mark	3:

35;	citation	of	the	Gospel	is	put	into	Christ’s	mouth.	Kempe	as	spouse
or	bride	of	Christ	will	be	a	recurrent	theme.



Chapter	15

1. 	two	years	before	she	went	…	Santiago	de	Compostela:	this	was
probably	in	1411,	since	Kempe	apparently	left	for	the	Holy	Land	in
1413	(see	ch.	26,	n.	1)	and	visited	the	shrine	of	St	James	at	Santiago	de
Compostela	in	north-west	Spain	in	1417	(see	ch.	45,	n.	8).	St	Bridget
of	Sweden	also	receives	revelations	from	Christ	and	Mary,	three	years
before	her	husband’s	death,	that	she	will	go	to	Jerusalem	(Ellis,	p.	2),
and	Christ	assures	her	of	help	when	she	pleads	poverty	or	ill	health,
promising	to	lead	her	to	Jerusalem	and	bring	her	safely	home	(Ellis,
pp.	4–5).

2. 	wear	white	clothes	…	people	will	slander	me:	Kempe	correctly	foresees
the	trouble	brought	upon	her	by	wearing	white	clothes,	which	will	be
taken	as	a	claim	to	special	virtue	(p.	86),	or	to	virginity,	as	by	the
Archbishop	of	York	(p.	126),	or	possibly	as	promoting	chastity	in
place	of	matrimony,	as	by	the	Mayor	of	Leicester	(p.	118).	Mary	of
Oignies	had	worn	white	(Brown,	p.	113),	as	do	the	elect	in	scripture
(Matthew	28:	3;	Revelation	3:	4;	4:	4),	but	Kempe	nowhere	comments
on	the	meaning	of	the	white	clothes	she	wears.

3. 	the	Bishop	of	Lincoln	…	called	Philip:	Philip	Repingdon,	Bishop	of
Lincoln	1405–19;	previously	Abbot	of	Leicester;	a	friend,	chaplain
and	confessor	to	Henry	IV.	Kempe	visited	him	sometime	after	the
agreement	with	her	husband	reached	on	23	June	1413	(probably
because	the	Bishop	of	Norwich	had	died	in	April	1413	and	his
successor	died	in	1415	without	having	visited	his	diocese).	Repingdon
seems	to	have	heard	of	Kempe	already.	To	posterity,	as	to	Kempe,
Repingdon	remains	enigmatic.	At	Oxford	in	1383,	Repingdon	had
preached	upholding	Wyclif’s	Eucharistic	doctrine	but	recanted	the
same	year.	In	The	Testimony	of	William	Thorpe	1407,	a	Lollard	text
cast	as	a	dialogue	between	Archbishop	Arundel	and	the	Lollard
William	Thorpe,	Repingdon	is	criticized	by	Thorpe	as	a	turncoat	and
praised	by	Arundel	for	his	zealous	pursuit	of	heretics;	see	Anne
Hudson	(ed.),	Two	Wycliffite	Texts,	EETS	o.s.	301	(Oxford:	Oxford
University	Press,	1993),	p.	42.	Yet	evidence	is	lacking	for	harsh
persecution	of	Lollards	in	Repingdon’s	diocese,	while	the	tenor	of	his
surviving	sermons	and	his	will	suggest	he	retained	some	sympathy
with	his	youthful	views,	as	well	as	great	concern	for	the	poor	and	the



importance	of	alms-giving,	as	Kempe	witnesses.	See	ODNB,
‘Repyndon	[Repington,	Repingdon],	Philip	(c.1345–1424)’.

4. 	his	palace:	judging	by	Repingdon’s	recorded	movements	in	the
summer	of	1413,	the	Kempes	may	have	met	him	at	Sleaford	in
Lincolnshire	(forty-five	miles	north-west	of	Lynn),	where	the	bishops
of	Lincoln	had	an	episcopal	castle;	see	M.	Archer	(ed.),	The	Register
of	Bishop	Philip	Repingdon	1405–13,	3	vols	(Hereford:	Lincoln
Record	Society,	1963–82),	vol.	2,	pp.	302–22.

5. 	as	our	Lord	revealed	to	her	soul:	for	Kempe	as	prophet,	see	also	chs
17,	23–4,	71.

6. 	twenty	years	afterwards	and	more:	i.e.	in	the	1430s.
7. 	the	mantle	and	the	ring	…	in	white	clothes:	pious	widows	with	no

desire	to	remarry	might	wear	‘the	mantle	and	the	ring’,	and	a	veil,	after
making	a	public	vow	before	a	bishop,	professing	a	life	of	chastity,
prayer	and	piety	while	remaining	in	the	world,	as	a	woman	mentioned
later	has	done	(p.	172).	Such	‘vowesses’	would	subsequently	wear
dark	clothing,	although	the	mantle	was	not	customarily	a	distinctive
nun-like	habit	but	simply	the	sober	attire	of	a	widow.	Kempe	is	not	a
widow,	as	Christ	later	reminds	her	(p.	163),	but	seeks,	while	still
married,	to	live	in	vowed	chastity	in	a	lay	state.	There	were	precedents
for	this,	but	Repingdon	subsequently	prevaricates	over	authorizing
white	clothes,	symbolizing	virginity,	which	nuns	often	wore	at	their
profession.	The	Book	does	not	record	Kempe	ever	making	formal
profession	as	a	vowess.

8. 	Christ	shall	clothe	you	in	heaven:	those	in	heaven	wear	white;	see
Revelation	3:	4;	4:	4;	Matthew	28:	3.

9. 	we	were	most	welcome:	reference	here	to	‘us’	may	retain	a	trace	of
Kempe’s	dictating	which	the	amanuensis	has	momentarily	overlooked
to	put	into	the	usual	third	person.

10. 	more	afraid	…	love	of	God:	Christ	later	tells	Kempe	that	he	who	fears
the	shame	of	this	world	may	not	perfectly	love	God	(p.	160).

11. 	borrow	the	goods	…	go	away	with	them:	see	Exodus	3:	21–2;	12:	35–6,
where	God	condones	the	Israelites’	borrowing	of	Egyptians’	silver	and
gold	jewellery	so	as	to	reach	the	Promised	Land,	with	the	implication
that	Christ	would	also	condone	the	Bishop’s	licensing	Kempe	to	wear
the	mantle	and	ring.



12. 	Arundel:	Thomas	Arundel,	third	son	of	Richard	Fitzalan,	4th	Earl	of
Arundel,	and	on	his	mother’s	side	of	royal	descent;	aristocratic
statesman-bishop	and	administrator;	successively	appointed	Bishop	of
Ely	(when	aged	twenty),	Archbishop	of	York	and,	from	1397,
Archbishop	of	Canterbury,	although	banished	in	the	same	year	by
Richard	II	and	reinstated	by	Henry	IV.	A	vigorous	opponent	of	the
Lollards,	he	presided	at	the	trials	of	William	Sawtry,	John	Badby	and
Sir	John	Oldcastle	(see	ch.	54,	n.	4),	and	instituted	strict	ecclesiastical
control	over	the	dissemination	of	religious	and	other	texts	in	a	bid	to
control	the	spread	of	heresy.	Scholarly	and	civilized,	Arundel	could	be
pragmatic,	despite	conservative	and	authoritarian	instincts;	some
contemporary	reports	suggest	he	could	be	emotional	and	volatile.	See
ODNB,	‘Arundel	[Fitzalan],	Thomas	(1353–1414)’.



Chapter	16

1. 	Lambeth:	London	residence	of	archbishops	of	Canterbury,	on	the	south
bank	of	the	Thames	opposite	Westminster.	Kempe’s	interview	with
Arundel	in	his	garden	presumably	took	place	in	the	summer	or	early
autumn	of	1413,	after	the	episode	of	23	June	1413	recounted	in	ch.	11,
and	before	Arundel’s	death	in	February	1414.

2. 	swore	many	great	oaths	…	other	sins	they	practised:	Kempe	reports
herself	repeatedly	rebuking	those	who	sin	by	swearing	(pp.	112,	122,
126,	128,	138,	248),	for	which	she	is	divinely	thanked	(p.	162).	Oaths
by	parts	of	Christ’s	body	were	believed	to	injure	Christ	all	over	again.
Such	swearing	was	denounced	in	contemporary	preaching;	see	G.	R.
Owst,	Literature	and	Pulpit	in	Medieval	England	(Oxford:	Basil
Blackwell,	1961),	pp.	414–25.	When	Chaucer’s	Parson	objects	to	the
Host’s	swearing,	he	is	suspected	of	Lollardy	(see	Jill	Mann	(ed.),	The
Canterbury	Tales	(London:	Penguin,	2005),	II.1173),	because	Lollards
objected	to	oaths.

3. 	pilch:	a	furred	outer	garment,	made	of	an	animal	skin	dressed	with	the
hair.

4. 	Smithfield	…	burn	you	with:	just	outside	medieval	London’s	city	walls,
Smithfield	was	the	site	of	the	recent	burning	of	two	Lollard	heretics:
William	Sawtry,	sometime	priest	of	Lynn,	in	1401;	and	John	Badby	of
Worcester	in	1410.

5. 	communion	every	Sunday:	the	laity	usually	confessed	once	a	year	and
required	permission	to	confess	regularly	to	other	than	their	parish
priest.	Kempe	has	already	been	confessing	two	or	three	times	a	day	as
well	as	confessing	to	the	anchorite	at	the	Lynn	Dominicans	(pp.	16,
21).

6. 	unless	you	correct	them	…	out	of	your	service:	Kempe’s	bold
reprimand	to	Archbishop	Arundel	–	as	also	to	the	Archbishop	of
York’s	household	(p.	126)	–	is	licensed	by	the	Christian	obligation	to
issue	‘fraternal	correction’,	deriving	from	Matthew	18:	15,	and
included	among	the	seven	works	of	spiritual	mercy;	see	G.	Holmstedt
(ed.),	Speculum	Christiani,	EETS,	o.s.	182	(London:	Oxford
University	Press,	1933),	p.	44.	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	had	declared	that
if	a	bishop	knows	a	retainer	has	committed	a	mortal	sin	and	will	not
make	amends,	the	bishop	should	dismiss	him	because,	if	the	bishop



hangs	on	to	the	retainer	for	his	own	comfort	and	advantage,	he	will	not
be	blameless	of	the	retainer’s	sin	(Ellis,	p.	197).	On	fraternal
correction,	see	Edwin	D.	Craun,	Ethics	and	Power	in	Medieval
English	Reformist	Writing	(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,
2010),	pp.	132–42.

7. 	(Read	first	…	then	this	chapter	after	that):	in	ch.	21	Kempe	becomes
pregnant,	whereas	ch.	17	opens	with	the	birth	of	a	child,	so	this	note
alerts	the	reader	that	the	chapters	have	not	been	copied	in
chronological	order.



Chapter	17

1. 	to	go	to	Norwich:	a	journey	of	about	fifty	miles	from	Lynn.
2. 	Vicar	of	St	Stephen’s:	later	named	(p.	104)	as	Richard	of	Caister,	who

was	vicar	(1402–20)	of	the	large	city-centre	church	of	St	Stephen’s,
Norwich	(rebuilt	in	the	sixteenth	century),	and	previously	Vicar	of
Sedgefield	near	Lynn	(1397–1402).	Along	with	authorship	of	books
and	homilies	that	do	not	survive,	Caister	is	credited	with	the
devotional	lyric	‘Jesu,	Lord,	that	madest	me’,	although	eight	of	the
twelve	stanzas	derive	from	an	earlier	poem.	A	radically	devout	and
evangelical	priest,	his	brief	will	instructs	that	his	assets	(apart	from	ten
pounds	to	buy	two	antiphonaries	for	his	church)	were	to	be	given	to
the	poor	because	‘the	goods	of	the	Church,	according	to	canon	law,
belong	to	the	poor’.	Caister	enjoyed	a	reputation	for	sanctity	both	in
life	and	long	afterwards,	and	in	ch.	60	Kempe	appears	to	pray	to	him
as	a	saint.	See	ODNB,	‘Caistor,	Richard	(d.	1420)’.

3. 	told	him	…	her	life	from	her	childhood:	Kempe	reports	confessing	her
whole	life	on	various	occasions;	see	pp.	65–6,	85,	171.

4. 	Second	Person	in	Trinity:	the	Son,	Christ,	along	with	the	other	Persons
of	the	Trinity,	God	the	Father	and	the	Holy	Spirit.

5. 	Hilton’s	book	…	she	ever	heard	read:	probably	The	Scale	of	Perfection
by	Walter	Hilton	(c.1343–96);	the	Revelations	of	St	Bridget	of	Sweden
(d.	1373)	with	a	life	of	the	saint;	the	Stimulus	Amoris,	which	was
misattributed	to	St	Bonaventure	(an	English	version,	The	Prick	of
Love,	was	attributed	to	Hilton);	and	the	Incendium	Amoris	of	Richard
Rolle	of	Hampole	(see	ch.	62,	n.	9),	whose	prologue	Kempe	will	later
echo	(p.	90).	The	Latin	works	were	presumably	translated	or
paraphrased	extempore	while	being	read	to	Kempe.	As	this
conversation	with	Caister	probably	occurred	in	1413,	a	young	priest
had	recently	started	reading	these	texts	to	Kempe,	as	is	recorded	much
later,	listing	the	same	books	(p.	145).	For	more	on	these	works,	see
Introduction,	p.	xxiii–xxiv.

6. 	St	Peter	…	St	Paul:	for	Paul,	see	ch.	18,	nn.	7,	10,	12,	ch.	52,	n.	6,	and
also	pp.	53,	162,	256;	for	both	Peter	and	Paul,	see	p.	216.

7. 	St	Katherine:	St	Katherine	of	Alexandria,	supposedly	a	fourth-century
virgin	martyr,	whose	cult	was	very	popular	in	medieval	England.	The



elaborate	liturgy	for	her	feast	day	(25	November)	rehearsed	her	life
(see	also	Ryan,	vol.	2,	pp.	334–41).	A	girl	of	noble	birth,	and
persecuted	for	her	Christian	faith,	she	rejected	marriage	with	the
emperor,	believing	herself	a	bride	of	Christ	through	a	mystical
marriage;	she	triumphed	over	fifty	philosophers	recruited	to	persuade
her	of	the	errors	of	Christianity.	She	was	to	be	tortured	by	being
broken	on	the	wheel	that	became	her	emblem,	but	which	miraculously
broke	and	she	was	then	beheaded.	See	also	ch.	22,	n.	7,	and	pp.	89,
113,	211,	216.

8. 	twisted	…	‘I	die’:	Kempe	reports	herself	later	as	writhing	when	in	mind
of	Christ’s	Passion;	see	pp.	71,	72,	100,	107	and	p.	142,	where	she	also
cries	out	‘I	die.’

9. 	evil	spirit	…	bodily	sickness:	these	are	recurrent	accusations;	see	pp.
107,	152–3.

10. 	admonished	to	appear	…	the	Bishop:	the	Bishop	is	either	Alexander
Totington	or	his	successor,	Richard	Courtney,	Bishop	of	Norwich
1413–15.	Even	at	this	early	point,	charges	are	already	being	laid
against	Kempe.

11. 	the	good	Vicar	would	live	…	as	she	had	foreseen:	Richard	of	Caister
died	on	29	March	1420,	so	Kempe’s	appearance	before	the	Bishop’s
officers	can	be	dated	to	c.1413.	The	text	has	been	damaged	after	‘had’;
‘foreseen’	is	a	conjecture	as	to	what	the	text	originally	said.	For
Kempe’s	foreseeing	of	individuals’	deaths,	see	also	the	reports	in	ch.
23.



Chapter	18

1. 	William	Southfield:	a	Norwich	Carmelite	friar	(d.	1414),	reported	to
have	received	supernatural	visitations	and	given	to	repetition	of	vocal
prayer	(BMK,	pp.	374–5).	Humility	and	virtuous	living	are	cited	by
other	spiritual	advisers	as	reassuring	tokens	when	investigating
possible	delusion	in	claims	to	visionary	experience.

2. 	supported	by	your	prayers	…	others	such	as	you:	Kempe’s	intercessory
role	is	a	recurrent	theme	of	her	Book.	Southfield’s	reference	to	others
implies	that	he	does	not	see	Kempe’s	experience	as	unique.

3. 	he	does	not	dwell	…	falsehood:	Wisdom	1:	4–5.
4. 	he	asks	of	us	…	good	will:	Psalm	50:	19	(51:	17).
5. 	My	spirit	…	fears	my	words:	Isaiah	66:	2.
6. 	an	anchoress	…	called	Dame	Julian:	Julian	of	Norwich	(1342–after

1416),	an	anchoress	at	St	Julian’s	Church,	Norwich;	author	of	the
remarkable	Revelations	of	Divine	Love.	Although	Kempe	calls	her
‘Dame’	(the	usual	mode	of	address	to	a	nun),	there	is	no	other
evidence	of	Julian’s	being	a	nun.	Julian’s	revisions	of	her	meditations
on	her	visions,	in	the	two	extant	versions	of	her	Revelations,	suggest
her	scrupulous	care	over	correct	interpretation	of	contemplative
experience;	her	advice	on	the	value	of	tears	and	of	enduring	the
world’s	reproach	addresses	matters	central	to	Kempe’s	experience.

7. 	temple	of	the	Holy	Ghost:	1	Corinthians	6:	19.
8. 	And	a	double	man	…	his	ways:	James	1:	8.
9. 	He	that	is	forever	doubting	…	gifts	of	God:	James	1:	6–7.	In	her

Revelations	(Windeatt,	ch.	10,	p.	53),	Julian	vividly	evokes	being	at
the	bottom	of	the	sea,	and	Kempe’s	sea	voyages	are	often
tempestuous.

10. 	St	Paul	says	…	weeping	unspeakable:	Romans	8:	26.
11. 	St	Jerome	says	…	of	hell:	no	equivalent	statement	has	been	discovered

in	writings	by	St	Jerome	(d.	420),	one	of	the	Doctors	of	the	Church,
although	a	Middle	English	treatise	(see	G.	Holmstedt	(ed.),	Speculum
Christiani,	EETS,	o.s.	182	(London:	Oxford	University	Press,	1933),
pp.	214,	216)	has	St	Jerome	say,	‘Prayers	please	God	but	tears
constrain	him’,	and	St	Bernard	says,	‘Tears	of	a	sinner	torment	the



devil	more	than	every	kind	of	torture.’	At	the	saint’s	tomb	in	Rome,
Kempe	has	a	vision	of	Jerome	blessing	her	for	her	tears	(see	p.	101).

12. 	Holy	Writ	says	…	seat	of	God:	2	Corinthians	6:	16.
13. 	do	not	fear	…	sight	of	God:	Luke	6:	22–3.	The	‘talk	of	the	world’	is	to

represent	one	of	Kempe’s	severest	trials.
14. 	Patience	…	your	soul:	Luke	21:	19.
15. 	written	more	fully	later	on:	see	p.	79.
16. 	my	confessor	…	sharp	with	me:	i.e.	Robert	Spryngolde,	see	ch.	8,	n.	2;

on	his	severity,	see	ch.	1,	n.	6.	An	enclosed	anchorite	would	not
normally	be	absent,	but	might	be	unavailable.

17. 	as	a	smith	…	coloured:	the	anchorite	may	be	recalling	advice	in	an
English	guide	for	anchoresses:	‘If	anybody	slanders	you	or	does	you
an	injury,	you	must	understand	that	he	is	your	file,	which
metalworkers	have,	and	is	filing	away	all	your	rust	and	your	roughness
of	sin;	because	he	wears	himself	away,	I’m	afraid,	as	the	file	does,	but
he	makes	your	soul	smooth	and	bright’;	see	Bella	Millett	(tr.),	Ancrene
Wisse:	Guide	for	Anchoresses	(Exeter:	Exeter	University	Press,	2009),
p.	70,	where	it	is	noted	that	the	notion	of	the	wicked	person	as	the	file
of	the	soul	goes	back	at	least	as	far	as	St	Gregory	(c.540–604).

18. 	On	one	occasion	…	give	to	the	widow:	the	abrupt	transition	suggests
this	section	may	have	been	copied	out	of	sequence,	brought	forward
from	the	end	of	the	next	chapter,	which	concerns	Kempe’s	dealings
with	several	widows.



Chapter	20

1. 	Bridget	never	saw	me	in	this	way:	at	mass	one	Pentecost,	St	Bridget	of
Sweden	sees	a	lamb	in	the	Host	(bread	consecrated	at	communion),
and	in	the	lamb	a	human	face	all	aflame;	at	another	elevation	of	the
Host,	Bridget	sees	a	young	man	of	amazing	beauty	in	the	priest’s
hands	(Liber	Celestis,	6.86;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.	154).	The	dove
represents	the	Holy	Spirit	in	Christian	tradition;	see	Matthew	3:	16;
Mark	1:	10;	Luke	3:	22;	John	1:	32.

2. 	There	shall	be	an	earthquake:	no	earthquake	is	subsequently	mentioned
by	Kempe,	or	by	English	records	until	one	in	September	1426	(BMK,
p.	281).

3. 	every	word	…	is	true:	the	1391	canonization	of	St	Bridget	of	Sweden,
and	the	divine	origin	of	her	visions,	continued	to	be	the	subject	of
dispute	and	controversy	even	after	the	canonization	was	confirmed	in
1419.

4. 	what	shall	I	do	for	the	people?:	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	and	St	Catherine
of	Siena	were	the	most	celebrated	examples	of	medieval	women
mystics	whose	visionary	life	also	included	an	engagement	with	the
affairs	of	this	world.	Catherine	of	Siena	(1347–80),	scholastic
philosopher	and	one	of	only	four	women	to	be	declared	a	Doctor	of	the
Church,	influenced	Pope	Gregory	XI	to	return	the	papacy	from
Avignon	to	Rome	and,	unusually	for	a	woman,	was	entrusted	with
papal	missions	and	respected	for	speaking	truth	to	power.	Her	work
Dialogo	della	divina	provvidenza	(‘The	Dialogue	of	Divine
Providence’)	was	translated	into	Middle	English	as	The	Orcherd	of
Syon	(ed.	P.	Hodgson	and	G.	M.	Liegey,	EETS,	o.s.	258	(London:
Oxford	University	Press,	1966)).

5. 	let	them	never	die	in	their	sin:	i.e.	without	contrition	or	receiving	the
last	rites,	and	hence	destined	for	hell.



Chapter	21

1. 	you	are	with	child:	this	section,	where	Kempe	is	pregnant,	is	out	of
chronological	order,	and	must	have	preceded	the	agreement	with	her
husband	to	live	chastely	in	ch.	11.

2. 	I	love	you	…	as	much	as	any	maiden	in	the	world:	Jesus	enunciates	the
orthodox	understanding	that	matrimony	ranks	a	poor	third	in
perfection	after	virginity	and	widowhood,	yet	still	promotes	Kempe	to
equality	with	any	virgin	in	his	love.	In	St	Bridget’s	Liber	Celestis
Christ	assures	her	that	a	widow	may	be	equal	in	reward	with	a	virgin	if
her	will	and	desire	is	set	on	him	(Ellis,	p.	316).	St	Augustine	had
located	virginity	in	the	will	and	the	choices	of	individuals,	rather	than
the	body,	although	the	body	may	compromise	the	will	(see	Henry
Bettenson	(tr.),	Concerning	the	City	of	God	against	the	Pagans,	with	a
new	introduction	by	G.	R.	Evans	(London:	Penguin,	2003),	1.16,	18).
Christ’s	statement	that	wives	who	prefer	continence	may	be	accounted
as	practising	continence	encourages	Kempe	to	see	virginity	as	a
recoverable	identity	available	to	her	through	Christ’s	re-making;	see
Sarah	Salih,	‘Like	a	Virgin?	The	Book	of	Margery	Kempe’,	ch.	5	in
Versions	of	Virginity	in	Late	Medieval	England	(Cambridge:	D.	S.
Brewer,	2001).

3. 	Mary	Magdalene:	named	in	three	Gospels	as	present	during	and	just
after	the	Crucifixion	(Matthew	27:	56,	61;	Mark	15:	40,	47;	John	19:
25);	named	in	all	four	Gospel	accounts	of	the	Resurrection	(Matthew
28:	1;	Mark	16:	1;	Luke	24:	10;	John	20:	1);	the	risen	Christ	appears
first	to	her	in	Mark	16:	9;	named	(Luke	8:	1–3)	as	the	woman	out	of
whom	Christ	cast	seven	devils	and	who	accompanied	him	and	the
twelve	disciples.	Traditionally	identified	as	the	woman	sinner	who	at
the	house	of	Simon	washed	Christ’s	feet	with	her	tears	and	hair	(Luke
7:	37–50),	and	anointed	him	from	an	alabaster	box	of	ointment	(see
Matthew	26:	6–13;	Mark	14:	3–9),	which	became	one	of	her	emblems
in	medieval	depictions;	also	identified	(John	11:	2)	with	Mary,	sister	of
Lazarus	and	Martha	of	Bethany,	who	was	defended	by	Christ	as
having	chosen	the	‘better	part’	when	she	neglected	the	housework	and
‘sat	at	Jesus’s	feet	and	heard	his	word’	(Luke	10:	38–42).	In
apocryphal	tradition,	her	wedding	at	Cana	to	St	John	the	Evangelist
was	interrupted	when	Jesus	called	John	away,	and	Magdalene



subsequently	turned	to	prostitution;	she	was	also	identified	with	the
woman	taken	in	adultery	(John	8:	3–11),	and	in	various	traditions	was
present	at	the	Last	Supper,	assisted	at	the	Entombment	and	after
Christ’s	Ascension	led	the	life	of	an	evangelist,	first	in	the	Holy	Land
and	then	in	Provence,	ending	as	a	hermit.	Patron	of	tearful	penitent
sinners	and	(through	identification	with	Mary	of	Bethany)	an
archetype	of	the	contemplative	life,	Mary	Magdalene	is	recurrently
mentioned	throughout	the	Book;	see	pp.	75,	77,	176,	178,	195,	196,
205,	211–12,	256.

4. 	Mary	of	Egypt:	according	to	medieval	legend,	a	prostitute	in	fifth-
century	Alexandria;	while	visiting	Jerusalem	she	finds	herself
miraculously	barred	by	an	invisible	force	from	entering	the	Church	of
the	Holy	Sepulchre	and	sheds	bitter	tears	of	repentance,	whereas
Kempe	will	be	barred	from	church	because	of	her	weeping	and	cries
(see	p.	153).	After	her	conversion,	Mary	lived	as	a	hermit	in	the	desert;
when	her	clothes	wore	out,	her	hair	grew	long	and	covered	her	instead.
Unable	to	read,	she	was	divinely	instructed	in	the	faith.	See	p.	256	and
Ryan,	vol.	1,	pp.	227–9.

5. 	St	Paul:	the	apostle	Paul	(d.	c.65)	is	the	third	of	this	trio	of	repentant
saints	and	converts,	after	his	earlier	persecution	of	Christians	(Acts	22:
20);	his	dramatic	conversion	from	sin	may	have	prompted	Kempe’s
devotion.



Chapter	22

1. 	I	shall	come	…	at	your	dying:	Christ’s	promise	to	Kempe	recalls	the
Assumption	of	the	Virgin	Mary,	where	Christ	comes	with	companies
of	angels	and	choirs	of	virgins	and	ascends	to	heaven	with	his
mother’s	soul	after	her	painless	death	(Ryan,	vol	2,	pp.	79–80;	see	also
ch.	68,	n.	3).

2. 	St	Katherine,	St	Margaret	and	St	Mary	Magdalene:	this	grouping
recurs	later	(pp.	211–12)	and	would	be	familiar	from	the	liturgy:	‘let
the	holy	virgins	Katherine	and	Margaret	obtain	for	us	purity	of	mind,
and	the	blessed	Mary	Magdalene	a	saving	penitence’;	see	F.	E.	Warren
(ed.),	The	Sarum	Missal	in	English,	2	vols	(London:	Alcuin	Club,
1913),	vol.	2,	p.	137.	Along	with	St	Barbara,	these	are	among	the	most
frequently	depicted	saints	on	the	rood	screens	of	East	Anglian
churches.

3. 	anointed	for	death:	i.	e.	received	extreme	unction,	a	sacrament	in	which
someone	in	danger	of	death	is	anointed	by	a	priest.	Kempe	also
receives	the	last	rites	on	pp.	107,	139.

4. 	take	your	soul	…	with	great	joy	and	melody:	Richard	Rolle	comments:
‘For	death,	dreaded	by	many,	will	be	as	the	sound	of	music	to	me’
(Wolters,	ch.	16,	p.	97).

5. 	sweet	smells	and	fragrances:	see	also	p.	89;	possibly	recalling	Rolle’s
association	of	mystical	experience	with	sweet	odours	in	his	Melos
Amoris	(‘Melody	of	Love’)	and	Emendatio	Vitae	(‘Emending	of
Life’).

6. 	tears	of	your	eyes:	the	Speculum	Christiani	observes:	‘Tears	of	penance
are	the	wine	of	angels’;	see	G.	Holmstedt	(ed.),	Speculum	Christiani,
EETS,	o.s.	182	(London:	Oxford	University	Press,	1933),	p.	214.

7. 	St	Barbara:	a	legendary	virgin	martyr,	often	linked,	as	here,	with	St
Katherine	(see	ch.	17,	n.	7)	and	St	Margaret	(see	ch.	4,	n.	2);	the	late-
medieval	popularity	of	these	saints	in	England	was	boosted	by	their
reputations	as	workers	of	miracles.	Shut	away	from	men’s	sight	in	a
tower	by	her	father,	Barbara	becomes	a	Christian,	and	some	medieval
accounts	emphasize	how	her	intellect	and	learned	study	cause	her	to
reject	paganism.	Beheaded	by	her	father,	who	was	then	struck	dead	by
lightning.	Patroness	of	those	in	danger	of	sudden	death,	who	trusted	in



Barbara	to	ensure	they	were	able	to	receive	the	last	rites.	The	Sarum
Missal’s	Mass	of	St	Barbara	includes	readings	from	Isaiah	61:	10	and
Psalm	118	(119):	46,	emphasizing	Barbara’s	role	as	a	bride	of	Christ
and	witness	to	God’s	testimonies;	see	F.	E.	Warren	(ed.),	The	Sarum
Missal	in	English,	2	vols	(London:	Alcuin	Club,	1913),	vol.	2,	p.	234.
Christ’s	words	resemble	the	cult-founding	speeches	in	some	saints’
lives,	where	it	is	divinely	promised	that	prayers	offered	in	the	name	of
the	new	saint	will	be	granted;	see	the	lives	of	Margaret	and	Katherine
in	C.	d’Evelyn	and	A.	J.	Mill	(eds),	The	South	English	Legendary,
EETS,	o.s.	235–6,	3	vols	(London:	Oxford	University	Press,	1956),
vol.	1	pp.	301–2,	and	vol.	2	p.	542.

8. 	spouse:	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	believed	herself	called	to	be	the	bride	of
Christ,	or	his	‘spouse’	as	her	revelations	habitually	describe	her	(Ellis,
p.	8).



Chapter	23

1. 	offering	at	mass:	the	mass-penny,	a	cheap	way	of	having	a	name
entered	on	the	roll	of	those	prayed	for	after	death	in	that	church
(Duffy,	pp.	334–7).	For	other	references	to	Kempe’s	accessing	the
choir,	see	pp.	141–2,	171,	209.



Chapter	24

1. 	breviary:	book	containing	the	‘Divine	Office’	to	be	recited	daily	with
its	psalms,	collects	and	readings	from	scripture	and	saints’	lives.

2. 	Pentney	Abbey:	Pentney	Priory,	an	Augustinian	priory	near
Narborough	in	Norfolk,	some	seven	miles	south-east	of	Lynn.	The
imposing	gatehouse	remains.



Chapter	25

1. 	it	happened	long	after	the	matters	that	follow:	i.	e.	this	episode	is
collected	here,	out	of	chronological	order	but	along	with	other
instances	of	Kempe’s	prophetic	insights.

2. 	It	happened	…	already	mentioned:	this	describes	Lynn	with	its	parish
church	of	St	Margaret	–	of	which	the	parson	and	curate	was	the	Prior
of	Lynn,	a	Benedictine	monk	sent	from	the	parent	house	in	Norwich	–
and	its	two	chapels-of-ease,	St	Nicholas	and	St	James.	In	1381
Kempe’s	father	had	supported	the	Prior’s	opposition	to	full	parochial
rights	for	St	Nicholas	and	the	privilege	of	administering	all
sacraments,	including	baptism,	marriage	and	purification.	By	the	time
the	chapels	made	this	further	attempt	in	1426,	they	enjoyed	strong
civic	support	but	still	did	not	succeed,	although	St	Nicholas	renewed
its	attempt	in	1431	(Goodman,	pp.	82–4).	The	chapels’	petition	gives
the	number	of	Easter	Day	communicants	as:	St	Margaret’s	1,600;	St
Nicholas	1,400;	St	James	900.	For	the	significance	to	Kempe	of
purifications	or	churchings	of	women	after	childbirth,	see	p.	199–200.

3. 	bull	from	the	Court	of	Rome:	a	papal	edict	or	mandate.
4. 	And	especially	…	a	font:	i.e.	the	surviving	chapel	of	St	Nicholas,	Lynn,

largely	rebuilt	between	1371	and	1419.
5. 	no	derogation	to	the	parish	church:	this	application	by	the

congregation	of	St	Nicholas	would	have	reduced	the	income	to	St
Margaret’s	Church	from	burials	and	from	tithes.

6. 	Prior	who	was	their	parson:	the	Prior	at	this	period	and	until	c.1436
was	John	Dereham	(BMK,	p.	371).

7. 	Alnwick:	William	Alnwick	(d.	1449),	Bishop	of	Norwich	(1426–36)
and	of	Lincoln	(1436–49);	he	played	a	key	role	in	the	council	of
regency	during	Henry	VI’s	minority	but	was	also	conscientious	in
performing	his	diocesan	duties.	Records	survive	of	proceedings	in
Alnwick’s	court	against	suspected	Lollards;	for	these	proceedings,	see
Heresy	Trials.

8. 	bushel	of	nobles:	a	bushel	is	a	traditional	measure	for	corn	and	fruit,
sometimes	used	loosely	to	mean	a	large	amount;	a	noble	was	a	gold
coin	worth	six	shillings	and	eight	pence.



Chapter	26

1. 	When	the	time	came:	probably	the	autumn	of	1413.	After	her
agreement	with	her	husband	at	Midsummer	(ch.	11),	Kempe	visits	the
Bishop	of	Lincoln	(where	she	has	a	three-week	wait),	and	then	visits
Archbishop	Arundel	at	Lambeth	Palace,	who	receives	her	in	his
garden	(ch.	16),	suggesting	the	summer	months.

2. 	parish	priest	…	where	she	was	living:	i.	e.	Robert	Spryngolde	(see	ch.
8,	n.	2).

3. 	at	the	Trinity:	at	the	High	Altar	of	the	Cathedral	of	the	Holy	Trinity	at
Norwich.

4. 	an	image	of	our	Lady:	the	altar	of	our	Lady	of	Ardenbourg	in	St
Nicholas’s	Church	at	Yarmouth,	an	important	trading	and	fishing	port
some	sixty	miles	east	of	Lynn.	Edward	III	had	gone	on	pilgrimage	to
the	shrine	at	Ardenbourg	in	Flanders	after	victory	in	the	naval	battle	of
Sluys,	in	which	Yarmouth	men	had	fought.

5. 	Zierikzee:	a	town	in	Zeeland,	in	Holland,	with	close	trading
connections	with	East	Anglia;	a	nodal	point	for	the	inland	waterways
of	the	Low	Countries,	from	where	Kempe	might	have	travelled	by	boat
up	the	Rhine	to	Constance,	although	there	is	no	mention	of	this.	The
overland	route	would	be	via	Cologne,	Mainz,	Strasbourg	and	Basel.

6. 	eaten	no	meat:	i.e.	since	the	divine	instruction	received	in	ch.	5.
7. 	Constance:	i.e.	the	German	city	of	Konstanz,	a	hub	for	medieval

travellers	because	of	its	Rhine	crossing,	and	the	location	for	a	Church
Council	(1414–18)	at	which	a	major	issue	was	determining	the
authenticity	of	St	Bridget	of	Sweden’s	revelations.

8. 	white	canvas	in	a	kind	of	sacking	apron	…	taken	for	a	fool:	Kempe’s
humiliation	may	recall	Herod’s	mockery	of	Christ,	whom	he	dressed
in	white	(Luke	23:	11);	on	dressing	in	sackcloth,	see	Psalm	68:	12	(69:
11).	Kempe	wears	clothes	of	these	coarse	materials	when	returned
from	her	last	continental	travels	(p.	247).



Chapter	27

1. 	the	worthy	clerk	…	grace	in	a	soul:	the	advice	of	the	legate	(deputed	to
represent	the	Pope	and	armed	with	his	authority)	resembles	that	given
earlier	by	Julian	of	Norwich	(p.	46).

2. 	twenty	pounds	…	sixteen	pounds:	i.	e.	after	her	expenses	from	Lynn	to
Constance	Kempe	still	has	thirty-six	pounds,	a	very	large	sum	by
contemporary	standards,	but	she	needed	to	allow	for	such	outlays	as
the	purchase	in	Venice	of	items	for	use	on	her	voyage	to	Jaffa;	‘£40	…
was	considered	a	sufficient	annual	income	for	a	knight’	(Goodman,	p.
165).

3. 	William	Wever:	unidentified.
4. 	the	woman	taken	in	adultery	…	brought	before	our	Lord:	John	8:	3–11.

The	woman	was	traditionally	identified	with	Mary	Magdalene.
5. 	Bologna:	the	manuscript	of	the	Book	names	it	‘Boleyn	de	Grace’,	as	if

Kempe	is	recalling	the	city’s	Italian	nickname	‘Bologna	la	Grassa’	(the
Fat).

6. 	went	on	to	Venice	…	stayed	there	thirteen	weeks:	Kempe	probably	took
between	six	and	eight	weeks	to	travel	from	Lynn	to	Venice,	based	on
reported	journeys	of	other	English	pilgrims.	In	1462	William	Wey
took	eight	weeks	to	journey	from	Eton	to	Venice	(Davey,	pp.	115–17).
Kempe	would	have	arrived	in	late	1413	or	early	1414,	waiting	thirteen
weeks	for	one	of	the	pilgrim	ships	which	usually	left	Venice	in	spring
or	early	summer.	Allowing	time	was	prudent,	as	there	was	often	just
one	pilgrim	galley	a	year	sailing	to	Jaffa.	The	‘Castellano	Process’
(1411–16),	collecting	testimony	locally	for	the	canonization	of	St
Catherine	of	Siena	(see	ch.	20,	n.	4),	continued	during	Kempe’s	stay	in
Venice.



Chapter	28

1. 	a	ship	for	themselves	to	sail	in:	Venetian	ship-owners	provided	all-
inclusive	tours	for	pilgrims	to	the	Holy	Land.	William	Wey
recommends	making	a	written	contract	with	the	ship-owner
guaranteeing:	an	upper-deck	berth;	provision	of	two	hot	meals	a	day
with	fresh	water;	and	a	stipulated	route	for	the	month-long	journey
down	the	Dalmatian	coast,	via	Crete	or	Rhodes	and	Cyprus	to	Jaffa
(Davey,	pp.	26–8,	123–4).

2. 	They	bought	…	nothing	for	her:	William	Wey	recommends	pilgrims	to
buy	in	Venice	(refundable	on	return)	a	feather	bed,	mattress,	two
pillows,	two	pairs	of	sheets	and	a	quilt,	together	with	three	ten-gallon
barrels	(two	for	wine,	one	for	water),	various	utensils	and	provisions,	a
cage	with	six	hens,	a	chamber	pot,	and	a	lockable	chest	(Davey,	pp.
26–8,	123–4).

3. 	our	Lord	warned	her	…	she	should	not	sail	in	that	ship:	Kempe	also
receives	guidance	about	which	ship	to	take	at	various	later	points;	see
pp.	103,	104,	228.

4. 	she	had	great	…	until	she	came	to	Jerusalem:	Kempe	passes	over	her
voyage	to	the	Holy	Land	and	the	disembarkation	at	Jaffa,	where
pilgrims	would	have	been	processed	by	Mameluke	officials.	Pilgrims
were	escorted	on	donkeys	to	Jerusalem	under	guard,	with	a	stop	at	the
town	of	Ramla	(mentioned	by	Kempe	on	her	return	journey	in	ch.	30).

5. 	until	they	could	see	Jerusalem:	pilgrims	usually	travelled	via	Mount
Joy	(six	miles	north-west	of	Jerusalem)	from	where	they	caught	their
first	glimpse	of	the	holy	city.

6. 	riding	on	an	ass:	St	Bridget	had	experienced	a	revelation	while	on
horseback	‘suspended	in	ecstasy	of	spiritual	contemplation’	(Ellis,	p.
366).

7. 	city	of	heaven:	from	Hilton’s	Scale	of	Perfection	Kempe	might	recall
the	soul’s	spiritual	pilgrimage	to	the	heavenly	Jerusalem,	which	stands
for	contemplation	in	perfect	love	of	God;	see	T.	H.	Bestul	(ed.),	The
Scale	of	Perfection	(Kalamazoo,	MI:	Medieval	Institute	Publications,
2000),	2.21–2.	See	also	Hebrews	11:	13–16;	12:	22–4.

8. 	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	in	Jerusalem:	the	Book	calls	this	in
Middle	English	‘the	Temple’,	a	common	confusion	with	the	Temple



Mount.	Christ	had	assured	St	Bridget	that	when	she	entered	the	Church
of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	she	was	cleansed	of	her	sins	as	if	just	baptized
(Liber	Celestis,	7.14;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.	234).

9. 	they	were	let	in	…	until	evensong	time	on	the	next	day:	Kempe’s	visit	is
evidently	longer	than	the	customary	vigil	from	evening	until	the	next
morning.	The	door	to	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	was	guarded
by	Muslim	officials,	who	controlled	admission,	charged	pilgrims
entrance	fees	and	locked	them	into	the	church	for	the	duration	of	their
vigils.

10. 	Then	the	friars	…	one	hand:	the	order	of	Franciscan	friars	had	a
convent	adjoining	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre,	and	had	been
granted	important	rights	at	various	sites	in	the	Holy	Land,	including
the	chapels	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	and	of	the	Apparition	in	the	Church
of	the	Holy	Sepulchre.

11. 	Mount	of	Calvary:	part	of	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	enclosed
under	its	roof	the	mound	of	Calvary,	rising	fifteen	feet	above	the	floor
with	another	chapel	on	its	summit,	the	northern	part	of	which	rested	on
the	rock	itself,	while	the	southern	part	(revered	as	the	site	of	the
nailing	of	Christ	to	the	cross)	was	supported	on	arches.	See	Colin
Morris,	The	Sepulchre	of	Christ	and	the	Medieval	West:	From	the
Beginning	to	1600	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	2005),	pp.	24–8.

12. 	she	fell	down	…	with	a	loud	voice:	Kempe’s	outspread	arms	imitate
Christ’s	posture	on	the	cross	(contemporary	pilgrims	are	recorded
making	this	gesture);	her	loud	cry	may	echo	Christ’s	dying	cry
(Matthew	27:	50);	Kempe’s	falling	down	may	imitate	Mary’s	swoons
during	the	Passion	(see	pp.	193,	194).

13. 	St	John:	i.e.	St	John	the	Evangelist,	often	represented	with	Mary	at	the
foot	of	the	cross.

14. 	the	first	crying	…	in	any	contemplation:	Kempe’s	‘cries’	–	by	which
she	evidently	means	a	crying	out,	a	scream	–	start	here	on	Calvary,	and
she	was	to	be	subject	to	them	for	some	ten	years	(p.	143).	Kempe	does
not	use	the	term	‘cry’	about	the	fits	of	weeping	she	experiences	before
her	visit	to	Jerusalem,	or	later	in	life.	A	weeping	St	Bridget	had
received	a	revelation	of	the	Crucifixion	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy
Sepulchre	(Liber	Celestis,	7.5;	Searby,	vol.	3,	pp.	234–8);	see	also
Hebrews	5:	7.



15. 	made	her	very	weak	…	our	Lord’s	Passion:	a	marginal	annotation	in
the	manuscript	here	(‘so	fa	RM	&	f	Norton	of	Wakenes	&	of	the
passyon’)	indicates	that	Richard	Methley	and	John	Norton,	both
Carthusian	monks	and	mystics	of	Mount	Grace	Priory,	also
experienced	such	faintness.	For	Methley,	see	ch.	13,	n.	7,	ch.	73,	n.	2;
for	Norton,	see	ch.	44,	n.	4.

16. 	hit	a	horse	…	with	a	whip:	Kempe	also	reacts	later	to	the	sight	of
animals	being	beaten	or	of	people	who	had	been	injured;	see	pp.	174,
178.

17. 	our	Lady	never	cried	so:	this	criticism	of	Kempe	is	repeated	later	(p.
166),	but	in	a	vision	Mary	refers	Kempe	to	her	own	weeping	on
Calvary	(p.	75).	The	weeping	Mary	of	devotional	tradition	develops
from	the	prophecy	at	the	Purification	(Luke	2:	35)	–	of	which	Kempe
later	has	a	revelation	(ch.	82)	–	that	Mary’s	soul	will	be	pierced	by	a
sword,	interpreted	as	her	grief	at	Christ’s	crucifixion.	For	more	on	the
Purification,	see	ch.	82,	n.	1.

18. 	she	laboured	…	louder:	this	passage	may	suggest	parallels	between
Kempe’s	empathy	with	Christ’s	Passion	and	women’s	labour	pangs;
see	also	ch.	41.	When	confessing,	Mary	of	Oignies	would	cry	loudly
like	a	woman	in	labour	(Brown,	p.	95).	Christ’s	Passion	is	seen	as	a
kind	of	labour	in	Julian	of	Norwich’s	Revelations	(Windeatt,	ch.	60,	p.
130)	and	in	devotional	tradition	the	Virgin	suffered	during	the	Passion
the	pains	she	did	not	suffer	during	Christ’s	birth.	Felix	Fabri,	a	Zurich-
born	pilgrim,	reports	of	pilgrims	to	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre:
‘Our	fellow	pilgrims,	the	wives	and	sisters,	as	if	giving	birth,	cried	out,
wailed,	and	wept’;	see	C.	D.	Hassler	(ed.),	Fratris	Felicis	Fabri:
Evagatorum	in	Terrae	Sanctae,	Arabiae	et	Egypti	Peregrinationem,	3
vols	(Stuttgart:	Sumtibus	Societatis	Litterariae	Stuttgardiensis,	1843),
vol.	1,	pp.	238–9.

19. 	more	full	of	wounds	…	dove-cote	ever	was	of	holes:	Song	of	Solomon
2:	14;	but	Kempe	may	recall	this	from	Rolle’s	Meditations	on	the
Passion:	‘Sweet	Jesu,	thy	body	is	like	unto	a	dovecote:	for	as	a
dovecote	is	full	of	holes,	so	is	thy	body	full	of	wounds’;	see	H.	E.
Allen	(ed.),	English	Writings	of	Richard	Rolle	(Oxford:	Clarendon
Press,	1931),	p.	35.

20. 	shedding	out	blood	and	water:	John	19:	34.



21. 	fire	of	love	…	compassion:	Kempe	twice	mentions	listening	to	Rolle’s
Latin	mystical	treatise	Incendium	Amoris	(pp.	43,	145).	For	the	fire	of
love,	see	also	p.	90.	For	links	between	the	fire	of	love	and	tears,	see
also	pp.	100,	113,	149.

22. 	those	whom	…	entrusted	with	his	secrets:	see	ch.	5,	n.	15.



Chapter	29

1. 	where	our	Lord	was	buried:	the	Sepulchre	itself,	within	the	Church	of
the	Holy	Sepulchre,	was	enclosed	in	an	ornate	edifice;	see	Colin
Morris,	The	Sepulchre	of	Christ	and	the	Medieval	West	(Oxford:
Oxford	University	Press,	2005),	pp.	321–7.

2. 	where	our	Lord	…	remembering	our	Lord’s	Passion:	a	chapel	was
dedicated	to	Christ’s	nailing	to	the	cross;	‘a	black	marble	stone	on
which	the	body	of	Jesus	Christ	was	laid	when	they	took	him	down
from	the	cross’	(Davey,	p.	82;	see	also	Morris,	Sepulchre	of	Christ,	p.
313)	is	mentioned	by	other	fifteenth-century	pilgrims.

3. 	her	guides	told	…	fell	down	also:	i.e.	the	Franciscans	conduct	the
pilgrims	along	the	‘Via	Dolorosa’	(Way	of	Sorrows),	Christ’s	route	to
Calvary.	For	Kempe’s	later	vision	of	this	scene,	see	ch.	80.

4. 	On	Mount	Zion	…	with	his	disciples:	the	Franciscan	convent	on	Mount
Zion	was	believed	to	contain	the	holy	places	of	the	Last	Supper	(John
13:	1–17;	Acts	1:	13),	and	of	the	Holy	Spirit’s	descent	upon	the
apostles	at	Pentecost	(Acts	2:	1–6).

5. 	plenary	remission:	complete	forgiveness	of	one’s	sins.
6. 	where	the	holy	cross	was	buried:	in	the	chapel	of	St	Helena,	underneath

the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre.
7. 	where	our	Lady	was	buried:	the	Church	of	the	Tomb	of	the	Virgin,	in

the	valley	of	Kedron,	was	in	Franciscan	custody.	The	Virgin	appeared
while	St	Bridget	prayed	at	the	tomb,	empty	since	Mary’s	Assumption
into	heaven	(Liber	Celestis,	7.26;	Searby,	vol.	3,	pp.	255–6).	For	the
Assumption,	see	also	ch.	68,	n.	3.

8. 	your	sins	…	before	you	came	here:	see	ch.	5,	n.	3.
9. 	to	the	church	…	where	our	Lord	was	born:	the	Church	of	St	Mary	of

the	Nativity	(also	in	Franciscan	custody)	at	Bethlehem,	six	miles	south
of	Jerusalem,	beneath	which	two	grottoes	were	believed	to	be	the	sites
of	Christ’s	birth	and	of	the	manger.

10. 	Grey	Friars:	i.e.	Franciscan	friars.
11. 	Daughter	…	honour	me	in	you:	see	earlier	(ch.	5,	n.	10),	for	this

prediction.



Chapter	30

1. 	heat	that	she	felt:	William	Wey	advises	pilgrims	that	the	route	to	the
Jordan	(about	twenty-eight	miles)	is	a	hard,	rough	road,	and	not	to	go
on	foot	on	account	of	the	heat,	terrain	and	lack	of	water.	Pilgrims
should	take	food,	wine	and	water	for	two	days	as	there	is	none	to	be
had	on	the	way	(Davey,	p.	29).

2. 	Mount	Quarentyne:	the	mountain	near	Jericho	upon	which	it	was
believed	that	Christ	fasted	for	forty	days	and	was	tempted	by	the	devil;
see	Matthew	4:	2,	Mark	1:	13,	Luke	4:	2.	(The	term	‘quarantine’
originally	meant	a	period	of	forty	days.)	William	Wey	advises	that	the
place	where	Christ	fasted	is	‘extremely	hot	and	very	high’	(Davey,	p.
29).	The	Seigneur	de	Caumont	describes	his	visits	to	the	mountain	and
the	River	Jordan,	mentioning	great	heat	and	thirst,	and	some	deaths	of
pilgrims	en	route;	see	P.	S.	Noble	(ed.),	Le	Voyatge	d’Oultremer	en
Jherusalem	de	Nompar,	Seigneur	de	Caumont	(Oxford:	Blackwell,
1975),	pp.	37–9.

3. 	where	St	John	the	Baptist	was	born:	site	of	the	church	of	the	Franciscan
monastery	of	St	John,	five	miles	west	of	Jerusalem.

4. 	Bethany	…	from	death	to	life:	for	Christ’s	raising	of	Lazarus,	brother	of
Martha	and	Mary,	see	John	11:	1–44;	Bethany	lies	just	east	of
Jerusalem.

5. 	the	chapel	…	Easter	Day:	the	Chapel	of	the	Apparition,	in	the	Church
of	the	Holy	Sepulchre.	Kempe	evidently	returned	to	the	church	after
her	travels	in	the	Holy	Land;	pilgrims	customarily	visited	the	church
more	than	once,	and	the	Seigneur	de	Caumont	mentions	four	visits
(Noble	(ed.),	Le	Voyatge	d’Oultremer,	p.	39).	On	the	Apparition,	see
ch.	81,	n.	3.

6. 	Mary,	why	are	you	weeping?:	John	20:	14–15.	The	spot	where	Christ
appeared	to	Mary	Magdalene	in	the	semblance	of	a	gardener	was
marked	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	by	a	‘round	stone	of
white	marble	veined	with	black’	(Davey,	p.	81).

7. 	The	Saracens	…	wanted	to	go:	pilgrims	toured	the	Holy	Land	under
Muslim	escort.

8. 	Ramleh:	i.	e.	Ramla,	a	stop-over	point	for	pilgrims	between	Jerusalem
and	the	coast	at	Jaffa.



9. 	gain	herself	more	pardon:	more	pardon	secured	less	time	in	purgatory
(see	ch.	5,	n.	4).

10. 	same	pardon	…	bodily	presence:	in	this	dispensation	from	the	need	to
travel	Christ	grants	Kempe	a	special	spiritual	privilege.

11. 	to	Venice	again	in	safety:	probably	in	the	summer	of	1414.
12. 	holy	anchorite	…	wherever	you	want	to	go:	for	the	anchorite’s

prophecy,	see	p.	47.
13. 	an	image	of	our	Lord:	doll-like	images	of	the	infant	Jesus	are	recorded

in	the	trousseaux	of	fifteenth-century	Italian	brides	and	nuns.	Objects
of	devotional	adoration,	they	were	also	associated	with	prayers	for
fertility;	see	C.	Klapisch-Zuber,	Women,	Family,	and	Ritual	in
Renaissance	Italy	(Chicago:	Chicago	University	Press,	1985),	pp.
310–29.

14. 	she	had	high	meditations	…	her	inward	eye:	for	Kempe’s	devotions	to
the	infant	Jesus,	and	at	the	Gesine	Chapel	in	Lynn,	see	pp.	23,	157,
171.	Mary	of	Oignies	envisions	herself	playing	with	the	Christ	Child
(Brown,	p.	165).



Chapter	31

1. 	Jesus	est	amor	meus:	i.	e.	‘Jesus	is	my	love’.	Beads	left	to	Archbishop
Arundel	by	William	of	Wykeham	(c.1324–1404)	–	Bishop	of
Winchester	and	founder	of	Winchester	College	and	of	New	College,
Oxford	–	bore	the	same	inscription	(BMK,	p.	297);	‘Amor	meus
crucifixus	est’	(My	love	is	crucified)	was	the	motto	of	the	Order	of	the
Holy	Saviour	founded	by	St	Bridget	of	Sweden.	As	Kempe	describes
the	ring	as	her	wedding	ring	to	Jesus,	this	might	imply	she	assumed	it
with	the	mantle	on	making	a	vow	of	chastity.	While	her	narrative
leaves	the	taking	of	such	a	vow	undescribed	(ch.	15),	it	is	later	implied
(p.	181).	For	the	Book’s	use	of	other	Latin	phrases,	see	pp.	83,	90,	123,
191,	198,	239,	251.

2. 	the	measurements	of	Christ’s	grave:	at	Edington	(Wiltshire)	the	pilgrim
William	Wey	added	to	the	church	a	chapel	of	c.	1460–70	(no	longer
extant)	‘made	in	the	likeness	of	the	Sepulchre’,	within	which	was
represented	on	a	board	‘the	length	of	our	Lord’s	Sepulchre,	with	the
height	of	the	door’	(Davey,	p.	224).

3. 	Bone	Christian,	prey	per	me:	Kempe	attempts	to	record	the	woman’s
Italian	for	‘Good	Christian,	pray	for	me.’

4. 	Friar	Minor:	i.e.	a	Franciscan	friar.
5. 	our	Lady’s	kerchief:	the	Virgin	Mary’s	veil,	kept	in	the	Lower	Church

of	the	Basilica	of	St	Francis	at	Assisi;	claimed	to	be	that	same	head
veil	with	which	Mary	had	swaddled	the	infant	Christ	at	the	Nativity
(according	to	the	Meditationes	Vitae	Christi;	see	Ragusa	and	Green,	p.
33).	Kempe’s	‘many	holy	thoughts’	a	few	lines	later	may	have
included	dwelling	on	the	tradition	that	Mary	also	used	her	veil	as	a
loincloth	for	her	son	when	she	saw	him	stripped	naked	before	his
crucifixion.	St	Bridget	had	gone	on	pilgrimage	to	Assisi	from	Rome
(Liber	Celestis,	7.3;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.	207).

6. 	she	cried	…	many	holy	thoughts:	Angela	of	Foligno	(c.1248–1309;
canonized	2013)	had	screamed	and	shrieked	at	the	door	of	San
Francesco	in	Assisi	and	had	received	a	revelation	in	the	Portiuncula
Chapel	on	Lammas	Day	(see	next	note),	1	August	1300.	Like	Kempe,
St	Angela	pursued	a	worldly	life	as	a	well-to-do	wife	and	mother	until
the	age	of	forty,	when	she	underwent	a	sudden	conversion,	devoting
herself	to	a	life	of	poverty	and	penitence,	weeping	ceaselessly	and



experiencing	fits	of	screaming.	Her	Franciscan	confessor	recorded	her
mystical	revelations	at	Angela’s	dictation.

7. 	on	Lammas	Day:	probably	1	August	1414,	because	Kempe	will	be
delayed	at	Bristol	(p.	108–9)	by	the	King’s	requisitioning	of	shipping
(which	must	refer	to	Henry	V’s	expedition	to	France	in	1417),	and	in
Whitsun	week	she	there	meets	and	pays	back	Richard,	whom	she	says
she	had	left	in	Rome	two	years	previously.	Kempe	leaves	Rome	after
Easter,	presumably	in	1415	(p.	108).

8. 	plenary	remission:	the	‘Portiuncula	Indulgence’,	supposedly	granted	to
St	Francis	by	Pope	Honorius	III,	gave	full	remission	of	sins	to	those
who	at	Lammas	visited	the	Portiuncula	Chapel,	outside	Assisi,	where
St	Francis	had	worshipped;	‘the	pilgrimage	of	the	Portiuncula	was
among	the	most	prosperous	in	Europe’	(see	Jonathan	Sumption,
Pilgrimage	(London:	Faber,	1975),	pp.	142–3).

9. 	Margaret	Florentyne	…	equipage:	she	has	not	been	identified.	Knights
of	Rhodes	were	members	of	the	Order	of	Knights	Hospitallers;
headquartered	in	Rhodes	(1309–1522)	and	subsequently	Knights	of
Malta.

10. 	got	her	white	clothes	…	fulfilled	in	effect:	for	the	command	to	wear
white	clothes,	see	p.	36.

11. 	Hospital	of	St	Thomas	of	Canterbury	in	Rome:	a	hospice	for	English
pilgrims	in	the	Via	di	Monserrato,	started	in	1362;	now	the	English
College	in	Rome.	See	Margaret	Harvey,	‘S	Thomas’s	Hospice’,	ch.	3
in	The	English	in	Rome,	1362–1420:	Portrait	of	an	Expatriate
Community	(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,	1999).



Chapter	32

1. 	a	church	opposite	the	Hospital:	the	church	of	Santa	Caterina	della
Rota,	since	rebuilt.

2. 	Confiteor:	‘I	confess’.	Christ	enables	St	Bridget	to	comprehend	that	a
visitor	to	Rome	who	speaks	only	Finnish	is	troubled	that	no	one	can
understand	his	confession,	and	to	reassure	him	that	his	willingness	to
confess	is	sufficient	(Liber	Celestis,	6.115;	Searby,	vol.	3,	pp.	176–7).

3. 	St	John	the	Evangelist	…	confession:	by	tradition	St	John	acted	as
confessor	for	women	who	lacked	access	to	a	mortal	confessor.

4. 	‘Benedicite’	…	‘Dominus’:	‘Bless	us!’	…	‘Lord’.
5. 	grant	me	a	well	of	tears:	Jeremiah	9:	1.	On	the	gift	of	tears,	see	pp.	34–

5,	50.	On	wells	of	tears,	see	pp.	101,	143,	252.
6. 	the	common	proverb	…	unhappiness:	no	other	instance	is	recorded,

however.



Chapter	33

1. 	church	of	St	John	Lateran:	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	had	been	reported	as
levitating	near	the	basilica	of	St	John	Lateran	in	Rome	(Ellis,	p.	5).

2. 	he	did	not	understand	…	unless	she	spoke	herself:	this	may	be	a	variant
of	incidents	of	‘xenoglossia’	in	saints’	lives,	where	those	who	do	not
know	each	other’s	language	achieve	mutual	understanding,	sometimes
in	the	context	of	a	pressing	need	for	confession;	the	miracle	is	publicly
tested	and	confirmed,	and	Kempe’s	words	translated	into	Latin	(pp.
99–100).	See	Christine	Cooper-Rompato,	The	Gift	of	Tongues:
Women’s	Xenoglossia	in	the	Later	Middle	Ages	(University	Park,	PA:
Philadelphia	State	University	Press,	2010).	The	pious	topics	of
Kempe’s	interaction	with	the	German	priest	might	tend	to	be
predictable	and	guessable	after	two	weeks;	she	apparently
comprehends	one	German	priest	preaching	(p.	97)	but	reports	not
understanding	other	Germans	preaching	(p.	100).

3. 	the	working	of	the	Holy	Ghost:	see	Julian	of	Norwich’s	reported
comment	earlier	on	tears	as	a	token	of	the	presence	of	the	Holy	Spirit
(p.	46).



Chapter	34

1. 	crucified	anew	in	you	by	sharp	words:	see	also	pp.	109,	132.



Chapter	35

1. 	Church	of	the	Holy	Apostles	at	Rome:	the	church	of	the	Santi	Apostoli,
since	rebuilt.	A	pardon	of	two	thousand	years	might	be	obtained	here
in	Kempe’s	time,	and	St	James	and	St	Philip	are	enshrined	in	the
church.

2. 	St	Lateran’s	Day:	the	feast	day	of	the	dedication	of	St	John	Lateran,
probably	9	November	1414	in	this	instance.

3. 	wedded	to	my	Godhead	…	without	end:	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	records
Christ	declaring	that	he	takes	her	as	his	spouse	because	he	will	reveal
his	secrets	to	her	(Ellis,	pp.	8,	5–6).

4. 	St	Katherine:	medieval	English	versions	of	the	legend	of	St	Katherine
of	Alexandria	(see	ch.	17,	n.	7)	include	an	episode	(not	in	The	Golden
Legend)	of	her	mystical	marriage	to	Christ.	The	breviary	(see	ch.	24,	n.
1)	emphasizes	Katherine’s	role	as	a	bride	of	Christ;	see	F.	Procter	and
C.	Wordsworth	(eds),	Breviarum	ad	usum	insignis	ecclesiae	Sarum,	3
vols	(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,	1879–86),	vol.	3,	col.
1108.

5. 	I	take	you	…	that	I	pledge	to	you:	echoing	the	man’s	vow	in	the	Sarum
and	York	Missal	marriage	services:	‘I	take	thee	to	my	wedded	wife,	to
have	and	to	hold	…	for	richer,	for	poorer,	for	fairer,	for	fouler,	in
sickness	and	in	health,	till	death	do	us	part,	and	thereto	I	plight	thee
my	troth’;	see	F.	E.	Warren	(ed.),	The	Sarum	Missal	in	English,	2	vols
(London:	Alcuin	Club,	1913),	vol.	2,	p.	146.	Included	as	a	condition	is
the	vow	only	made	by	the	woman,	‘to	be	gentle	and	obedient	in	bed
and	at	board’.

6. 	she	sensed	sweet	smells	…	if	they	had	lasted:	these	sensations	of
fragrance	and	music	most	resemble	Rolle’s	Latin	works	among
medieval	English	writing	about	mystical	experience.

7. 	many	angels	…	nor	evil	men	harm	you:	Psalm	90	(91):	11.
8. 	Benedictus	qui	venit	in	nomine	Domini:	‘Blessed	is	he	that	cometh	in

the	name	of	the	Lord’;	Matthew	21:	9.
9. 	a	flame	of	fire	…	his	finger	into	it:	written	in	red	in	the	manuscript

margin	is	‘ignis	divini	amoris’	(fire	of	divine	love),	enclosed	in	red
lines,	with	wavy	red	lines	representing	flames	ascending	from	the	top
line.	Richard	Rolle’s	Incendium	Amoris	opens:	‘I	cannot	tell	you	how



surprised	I	was	the	first	time	I	felt	my	heart	begin	to	grow	warm.	It
was	real	warmth,	not	imaginary,	as	if	it	were	actually	on	fire	…	If	we
put	our	finger	near	a	fire	we	feel	the	heat:	so	too	a	soul	on	fire	with
love	feels	a	genuine	warmth’	(Wolters,	Prologue,	p.	45).	For	Kempe’s
acquaintance	with	the	Incendium,	see	pp.	43,	145,	156.	For	the	fire	of
love,	see	also	p.	220.



Chapter	36

1. 	I	must	be	intimate	with	you:	the	erotic	imagery	of	Christian	mysticism
derives	from	Christian	interpretation	of	the	Old	Testament	Song	of
Solomon	as	an	allegory	of	Christ’s	love	for	the	soul.

2. 	kiss	…	my	feet	as	sweetly	as	you	want:	for	Kempe’s	devotion,	like
Mary	Magdalene,	to	the	feet	of	Christ,	see	also	pp.	195,	209–10.

3. 	bellows:	in	writing	the	saint’s	words,	it	seemed	to	St	Bridget’s
amanuensis	that	‘his	ears	and	mouth	were	filled	with	wind,	and	his
heart	swelled	like	a	bellows	with	ardent	love	of	God’	(Revelationes
Extravagantes,	ch.	114;	Searby,	vol.	4,	p.	317).

4. 	dove:	representing	the	Holy	Spirit	in	Christian	symbolism;	see	ch.	20,
n.	1.

5. 	redbreast	…	right	ear:	see	also	p.	220.	In	Christian	tradition,	when	a
robin	plucked	a	thorn	from	Christ’s	crown	of	thorns	a	drop	of	Christ’s
blood	fell	on	the	robin’s	breast,	which	was	red	ever	after.	In	another
tradition,	the	robin’s	breast	is	stained	red	when	the	bird	sings	into
Christ’s	ear	to	comfort	him	on	the	cross.

6. 	twenty-five	years	…	writing	this	book:	if	the	Book	was	transcribed	in
1436	(see	Preface,	n.	2),	this	would	date	the	onset	of	these	tokens	to
c.1411.



Chapter	37

1. 	a	little	before	Christmas:	probably	Christmas	1414.
2. 	Wenslawe	by	name:	this	is	the	German	priest,	Wenceslas,	mentioned

earlier	(ch.	33).
3. 	she	wore	white	clothes	ever	after:	by	Kempe’s	own	account,	she

actually	assumes	white	clothes	when	back	in	England,	in	Norwich	on
Trinity	Sunday	1415	(p.	106).

4. 	make	herself	destitute	for	his	love:	Kempe	may	be	emulating	St	Bridget
of	Sweden	who	so	loved	poverty	that	she	voluntarily	put	herself	into
financial	straits	while	living	in	Rome,	and	is	advised	by	the	Virgin	to
ask	for	food	and	clothing	for	the	love	of	God	(Ellis,	pp.	4,	436).

5. 	And	so	he	did:	Kempe	records	repaying	this	debt	on	p.	108.



Chapter	38

1. 	St	Marcellus’s	Church	in	Rome:	the	church	of	San	Marcello,	rebuilt	in
the	sixteenth	and	seventeenth	centuries.

2. 	‘Margerya	…	madame’:	‘Margery	is	in	poverty?’	…	‘Yes,	great
poverty,	my	lady.’	The	Book	attempts	to	record	the	question	and
Kempe’s	response	in	broken	Italian.

3. 	bolendine	coins:	current	throughout	fifteenth-century	Italy,	with	values
varying	locally.



Chapter	39

1. 	knew	her	during	her	lifetime:	St	Bridget	spent	most	of	her	life	in	Rome
between	leaving	Sweden	in	1349	and	her	death	in	1373,	forty	years
before	Kempe’s	visit.

2. 	where	…	as	is	written	before:	see	p.	82.
3. 	St	Bridget’s	former	maidservant:	St	Bridget	and	her	daughter,	St

Catherine	of	Sweden,	had	three	maids	with	them	on	their	pilgrimage	to
the	Holy	Land	in	1370:	one	Swedish,	one	Norwegian	and	one	Italian
(BMK,	p.	304).

4. 	the	chamber	that	St	Bridget	died	in:	the	room	survives,	much	altered,	in
the	Casa	di	Santa	Brigida	in	the	Piazza	Farnese,	close	to	the	Hospital
of	St	Thomas	of	Canterbury.

5. 	what	day	she	should	die	on:	Christ	appeared	to	St	Bridget	in	her
chamber	five	days	before	her	death;	see	J.	H.	Blunt	(ed.),	The	Myroure
of	oure	Ladye,	EETS,	e.s.	19	(London:	Oxford	University	Press,
1873),	p.	lvi.

6. 	one	of	St	Bridget’s	days:	probably	7	October,	the	day	of	Bridget’s
canonization,	rather	than	her	feast	day	of	23	July,	since	Kempe	was	in
Assisi	until	1	August	(see	ch.	31,	n.	6).	This	incident,	grouped	here
with	other	recollections	concerning	St	Bridget,	would	have	preceded
Kempe’s	mystical	marriage	(ch.	35),	which	is	datable	to	9	November
1414.

7. 	the	saint	held	in	more	respect	…	at	that	time:	St	Bridget’s	1391
canonization	would	not	be	confirmed	until	1419,	after	considerable
controversy	and	challenge.

8. 	Stations	of	Rome:	various	medieval	English	guidebooks	list	the	relics
and	indulgences	on	a	pilgrim	itinerary	of	visits	to	certain	‘stations’,	i.
e.	Roman	churches	and	sacred	sites;	see	F.	J.	Furnivall	(ed.),	The
Stacions	of	Rome,	EETS,	o.s.	25	(London:	Oxford	University	Press,
1867),	pp.	1–24.



Chapter	41

1. 	so	fulfilled	…	like	a	drunk:	see	also	p.	200.	Rolle	comments:	‘Love	is	a
spiritual	wine,	intoxicating	the	minds	of	the	elect’	(Wolters,	ch.	41,	p.
187),	and	mystical	experience	is	often	associated	with	spiritual
drunkenness.

2. 	sown	much	good	seed:	Matthew	13:	37–8.
3. 	where	…	St	Jerome	lies	buried:	i.	e.	in	the	Basilica	of	Santa	Maria

Maggiore,	to	which	St	Jerome’s	remains	were	believed	to	have	been
miraculously	transferred	after	his	death	in	Bethlehem.	Jerome’s	Epistle
against	Jovinian	(AD	393)	was	the	key	text	in	the	tradition	that	–	to
Kempe’s	distress	(see	chs	21,	22)	–	exalted	virginity	over	the	married
state.	Julian	of	Norwich	had	cited	Jerome	on	tears	to	Kempe	(p.	46).

4. 	the	place	where	St	Laurence	lies	buried:	the	Basilica	of	San	Lorenzo
fuori	le	Mura,	which	is	actually	some	distance	from	Santa	Maria
Maggiore	(see	previous	note).

5. 	you	weep	…	many	shall	be	saved	thereby:	see	also	pp.	24,	188,	213–14,
where	Christ	says	many	thousands	of	souls	will	be	saved	by	her
intercessory	tears.

6. 	a	well	of	tears	…	never	take	from	you:	for	St	Jerome	on	tears,	see	ch.
18.



Chapter	42

1. 	When	Eastertime	had	come	and	gone:	probably	Easter	1415,	which	fell
on	31	March.

2. 	St	Peter’s	church:	in	Kempe’s	time	still	the	fourth-century	Basilica	of
St	Peter’s.

3. 	Middelburg:	a	port	in	Zeeland,	on	the	Dutch	coast,	near	Zierikzee
where	Kempe	landed,	but	Zierikzee	had	recently	been	much	damaged
by	fire.

4. 	her	party	continued	…	on	the	Sunday:	probably	12	May	1415	(see	also
ch.	43,	n.	1).
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1. 	Early	the	next	day:	probably	Saturday	18	May	1415.
2. 	when	she	came	to	Norwich	…	on	her	way	out	of	England:	after	her

crossing	(probably	landing	at	Yarmouth),	Kempe	proceeds	directly	to
Norwich,	where	she	is	in	the	week	preceding	Trinity	Sunday	(ch.	44),
which	in	1415	fell	on	26	May.	Kempe	had	made	an	offering	at
Norwich	Cathedral	in	ch.	26.

3. 	Master	Richard	Caister:	the	saintly	Vicar	of	St	Stephen’s,	Norwich
(see	ch.	17,	n.	2),	only	here	identified	by	name.

4. 	an	anchorite	…	a	monk	from	far	away:	probably	Thomas	Brackley	(d.
c.1417),	perhaps	from	Brackley	in	Northamptonshire	(‘far	away’).	An
anchorite	called	‘Sir	Thomas’	is	recorded	in	this	location	in	the	early
fifteenth	century	(Tanner,	p.	199).

5. 	Chapel-in-the-Fields:	the	College	of	St	Mary-in-the-Fields,	Norwich;
founded	before	1248	as	a	hospital	and	chapel	in	open	fields	south-west
of	the	city,	it	soon	became,	with	the	aid	of	benefactions,	a	collegiate
church	on	a	noble	scale.

6. 	priest	called	Sir	Edward:	priests	were	customarily	addressed	as	‘Sir’	or
‘Master’.	Thomas	Brackley’s	will	names	a	‘Sir	Edward	Hunt’	among
his	executors	(BMK,	pp.	307–8).
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1. 	the	Friday	next	following:	probably	24	May	1415,	the	Friday	before
Trinity	Sunday,	which	fell	on	26	May	that	year.

2. 	the	Trinity	Sunday	following:	i.	e.	26	May	1415	(see	previous	note).
3. 	as	he	had	promised	…	she	should	do:	for	the	divine	command	to	visit

Santiago,	see	pp.	36,	75.
4. 	wrested	her	body	…	the	other:	in	the	manuscript	margin	here	is	a	note

in	red,	‘so	did	Prior	Norton	in	his	excess’,	referring	to	John	Norton,
Prior	of	Mount	Grace	Charterhouse	from	1509	and	a	contemplative
with	a	highly	affective	devotion;	author	of	three	extant	Latin	treatises
describing	his	dialogues	with	an	angel,	Christ	and	the	Virgin	Mary,
and	the	visions	that	Norton	believed	divinely	inspired.	For	the
annotator’s	earlier	reference	to	tokens	of	Norton’s	contemplative
experience,	see	ch.	28,	n.	15.	See	also	ODNB,	‘Norton,	John	(d.
1521/2)’.	For	Kempe’s	subsequently	turning	‘all	blue	and	grey,	like
the	colour	of	lead’,	see	also	p.	142.

5. 	marks:	a	mark	was	worth	thirteen	shillings	and	four	pence,	i.e.	two-
thirds	of	a	pound.

6. 	the	Wednesday	in	Whitsun	week:	almost	certainly	26	May	1417.
7. 	no	English	ships	…	requisitioned	for	the	King:	evidently	referring	to

the	requisitioning	of	ships	between	March	and	July	for	Henry	V’s
second	expedition	to	France	in	1417;	see	Christopher	Allmand,	Henry
V	(London:	Methuen,	1992),	p.	113.

8. 	Father	forgive	them	…	what	they	do:	Luke	23:	34.
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1. 	Corpus	Christi	Day	afterwards	…	in	solemn	procession:	the	date	was
probably	10	June	1417.	In	Bristol	‘the	host	itself	was	carried	by	friars,
accompanied	by	clergy	from	the	parish	of	All	Saints’,	which
sponsored	this	procession;	see	Martha	C.	Skeeters,	Community	and
Clergy:	Bristol	and	the	Reformation	c.1530–c.1570	(Oxford:	Oxford
University	Press,	1993),	p.	28.

2. 	Newcastle	…	Thomas	Marchale:	possibly	Newcastle-under-Lyme,
Staffordshire,	rather	than	Newcastle-upon-Tyne,	in	that	Thomas
Marshall	(not	otherwise	identified)	accompanies	Kempe	as	far	as
Leicester	and	Melton	Mowbray	(ch.	49)	after	they	return	from
Santiago,	but	apparently	not	on	her	subsequent	travels	northwards	to
Lincoln	and	York.	There	were,	however,	strong	trading	links	between
Lynn	and	Newcastle-upon-Tyne.

3. 	Bishop	of	Worcester:	Thomas	Peverell,	Bishop	of	Worcester	1407–19.
A	Carmelite	friar,	he	is	recorded	at	the	Lynn	Carmelite	convent	in
1377,	which	would	explain	his	knowledge	of	Kempe’s	father	(see	p.
111).	Peverell	examined	and	convicted	the	Worcester	Lollard	John
Badby,	who	was	burned	in	1410.	See	ODNB,	‘Peverel	[Peverell],
Thomas	(d.	1419)’.

4. 	staying	three	miles	outside	Bristol:	bishops	of	Worcester	had	a	manor
near	Bristol	at	Henbury,	Gloucestershire.	The	gatehouse	alone
remains,	as	part	of	the	Blaise	Castle	estate.

5. 	many	of	the	Bishop’s	men	in	clothes	…	more	like	the	devil’s	men:	a
chronicler	of	c.1346	criticizes	a	contemporary	English	craze	for
clothes	‘dagged	and	cut	…	that	if	I	soth	[truly]	shall	say,	they	were	…
like	to	tormentors	and	devils’;	see	F.	W.	D.	Brie	(ed.),	The	Brut	or	the
Chronicles	of	England,	EETS,	o.s.	136	(London:	Oxford	University
Press,	1908),	p.	297.	There	is	evidence	from	earlier	visual	culture	that
clothes	cut	into	points	were	variously	identified	with	fools,	pagans	and
demonic	figures.	See	also	pp.	13,	227;	ch.	2,	n.	2.

6. 	John	of	Brunham’s	daughter	from	Lynn:	the	Book’s	only	reference	by
name	to	Kempe’s	father.	For	his	career,	see	ch.	2,	n.	3.

7. 	he	might	die	in	charity:	since	Bishop	Peverell	died	at	Henbury	in	1419,
this	reported	prophecy	tends	to	confirm	Kempe’s	being	in	Bristol	in



the	summer	of	1417.
8. 	reached	Santiago	on	the	seventh	day:	as	Kempe	waited	six	weeks	from

Whitsun	for	a	ship,	she	probably	sailed	for	Santiago	in	early	July	1417
and	was	away	for	twenty-six	days,	but	reports	nothing	of	her	fortnight
in	Santiago.

9. 	Blood	of	Hailes:	the	Cistercian	abbey	of	Hailes	in	Gloucestershire
boasted	a	relic	of	a	phial	of	the	Holy	Blood	of	Jesus	Christ.	The
Lollard	Sir	John	Oldcastle	(see	ch.	54,	n.	4)	denied	the	significance	of
the	Blood	of	Hailes	at	his	trial,	so	Kempe’s	pilgrimage	to	the	relic	is
another	mark	of	her	conventional	orthodoxy.	Only	the	shell	of	the
abbey	cloister	remains,	but	the	architectural	detail	is	of	high	quality;
see	L.	Butler	and	C.	Given-Wilson,	Medieval	Monasteries	of	Great
Britain	(London:	Michael	Joseph,	1979),	pp.	258–9.
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1. 	she	went	on	to	Leicester:	a	journey	from	Hailes	of	just	over	sixty	miles.
2. 	not	something	to	be	told	to	you:	by	this	point,	Kempe	is	more

circumspect	about	divulging	her	feelings;	see	also	pp.	98,	118,	158,
166.

3. 	he	might	fetch	her	home:	nothing	more	is	heard	of	this,	and	Kempe	will
proceed	to	York	after	her	enforced	delay	in	Leicester.

4. 	ordered	her	to	come	quickly	…	the	Mayor:	the	Mayor	of	Leicester
1416–17	was	John	Arnesby	(BMK,	p.	310).	Under	1414	legislation,
secular	authorities	had	a	key	responsibility	for	combating	heresy	and
took	an	oath	to	that	effect;	hence	the	Mayor’s	zeal.

5. 	Sir	…	my	husband:	for	Kempe’s	husband	and	father,	see	ch.	1,	n.	2;	ch.
2,	n.	3.

6. 	St	Katherine	…	what	kindred	she	came:	for	this	popular	saint,	see	also
ch.	17,	n.	7;	ch.	22,	n.	7.	When	interrogated	by	accusers,	Katherine
acknowledges	her	royal	birth	but	states	that	she	has	renounced	it;	she
is	subsequently	imprisoned.

7. 	strumpet	…	Lollard:	for	accusations	of	sexual	licence,	see	pp.	64,	135–
6;	for	charges	of	Lollardy,	see	ch.	13,	n.	6.

8. 	Boston:	a	port	in	Lincolnshire,	about	thirty	miles	from	Lynn,	on	the
opposite	shore	of	the	Wash.
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1. 	Steward	of	Leicester:	a	steward	was	an	official	presiding	over	local
courts;	here,	an	officer	of	the	Duchy	of	Lancaster,	by	which	Leicester
was	controlled.	The	duchy	steward	in	1417	was	Robert	Babthorpe	(d.
1436),	but	his	brother	William	was	then	acting	as	deputy	steward
(Goodman,	p.	144).	In	accordance	with	the	1414	heresy	legislation,	the
Steward’s	interrogation	would	explore	whether	there	was	a	case	to	be
answered	and,	finding	that	there	was,	he	would	pass	the	matter	on	to
the	ecclesiastical	authorities.

2. 	spoke	Latin	to	her:	Latin	commonly	featured	in	the	standard	legal
procedure	of	the	formal	opening	to	trials;	see	A.	Musson,	Medieval
Law	in	Context	(Manchester:	Manchester	University	Press,	2001),	p.
20.	See	also	ch.	51,	n.	1.

3. 	Wisbech:	a	town	in	north	Cambridgeshire,	thirteen	miles	south-west	of
Lynn.

4. 	Guildhall:	this	fourteenth-century	timber-framed	hall	still	survives.
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1. 	church	of	All	Saints	in	Leicester:	still	standing	in	High	Cross	Street,
Leicester.

2. 	Abbot	of	Leicester:	Richard	Rothley	(d.	1420)	had	succeeded	Philip
Repingdon	as	abbot	in	1405	(BMK,	p.	311).

3. 	Dean	of	Leicester:	unidentified;	possibly	the	Dean	of	either	of	the	two
medieval	colleges	of	St	Mary	the	Less	or	St	Mary	the	Greater	at
Leicester.

4. 	blessed	sacrament	…	what	she	believed	about	it:	as	in	the	trials	of
contemporary	Lollard	heretics,	the	key	questions	are	on	the	presence
or	otherwise	of	Christ’s	body	in	the	Eucharistic	Host.	Kempe	goes	on
to	show	that	she	is	exemplarily	orthodox	in	affirming	the	validity	of
the	sacrament	of	the	Eucharist	irrespective	of	the	virtue	or	otherwise	of
the	celebrant,	and	in	affirming	that	the	consecrated	bread	is	no	longer
‘material	bread’.	Both	points	were	challenged	by	Lollards.

5. 	does	not	mean	…	what	she	says	with	her	mouth:	the	Lollard	Sir	John
Oldcastle	(see	ch.	54,	n.	4)	had	given	disingenuous	answers	about	his
beliefs	at	his	trial,	a	transcript	of	which	had	been	circulated	by	the
authorities.

6. 	I	have	borne	fourteen	children:	Kempe’s	only	reference	to	the	fourteen
children	she	produced	between	her	marriage	c.1393	or	later	and	the
mutual	vow	of	chastity	datable	to	1413	(ch.	11).	See	also	pp.	213,	254.

7. 	I	shall	come	down	and	see:	Genesis	18:	21,	alluding	to	the	destruction
of	Sodom	and	Gomorrah	(Genesis	18–19).

8. 	to	lure	away	our	wives	…	with	you:	the	Mayor	has	already	(ch.	46)
compared	Kempe	to	St	Katherine	of	Alexandria,	who	converted	the
wife	of	Katherine’s	persecutor,	and	some	anti-Lollard	rhetoric	accused
Lollards	of	targeting	wives	for	conversion.	In	1399	Richard	II	had
prohibited	the	entry	into	England	of	‘a	new	sect	of	certain	people
dressed	in	white	clothes	and	pretending	to	great	holiness’,	probably	the
flagellant	fanatics	known	as	‘Bianchi’.	See	Daniel	E.	Bornstein,	The
Bianchi	of	1399:	Popular	Devotion	in	Late	Medieval	Italy	(Ithaca,
NY:	Cornell	University	Press,	1993).
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1. 	Leicester	Abbey:	St	Mary	de	Pré,	one	of	the	largest	houses	of
Augustinian	canons;	only	the	foundations	now	remain.

2. 	Patrick:	probably	John	Patryk,	a	member	of	the	Paterike	family	who
were	active	in	Melton	Mowbray	(see	next	note)	in	the	fifteenth
century;	he	would	have	been	of	lower	status	than	Kempe,	but	even	so,
her	use	of	his	surname	alone	is	unusual	in	the	Book	(Goodman,	pp.
247,	252–3).

3. 	Melton	Mowbray:	a	town	in	Leicestershire,	some	fifteen	miles	north-
east	of	Leicester.

4. 	staff	…	Moses’	rod:	for	Moses’	rod,	see	Exodus	9–10,	Numbers	20:	9.
Kempe’s	Jerusalem	souvenir	of	it	is	evidently	in	the	form	of	a	walking
stick.

5. 	For	three	weeks	…	that	district:	having	left	Bristol	in	late	July	or	early
August	(ch.	45),	Kempe	probably	left	Leicester,	after	this	three-week
delay,	in	late	August	or	early	September	1417.
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1. 	Our	Lady’s	Eve:	probably	the	Eve	of	the	Nativity	of	the	Virgin	Mary,	7
September	1417;	fasting	at	such	a	time	would	be	customary	piety.

2. 	You	wolf	…	that	you	have	on?:	Matthew	7:	15.
3. 	She	stood	still	…	in	her	own	defence:	recalling	Christ’s	silence	before

his	accusers;	Matthew	26:	63;	27:	12–14.
4. 	Children	of	the	monastery:	young	choristers	of	York	Minster.
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1. 	Crescite	et	multiplicamini:	‘Be	fruitful	and	multiply’	(Genesis	1:	22);
probably	a	leading	question	reflecting	suspicion	of	some	Lollards’
recorded	questioning	of	sexual	morality,	including	clerical	celibacy
(Heresy	Trials,	p.	166).	The	distinction	Kempe	goes	on	to	make
between	physical	and	spiritual	fruits	provides	an	orthodox	reply.
Whether	the	cleric	actually	spoke	Latin,	or	translated,	is	unrecorded;
on	Latin	in	the	Book,	see	ch.	31,	n.1.

2. 	Master	John	Aclom:	John	Akum	or	Acomb	(d.	1427),	a	Cambridge
doctor	of	theology;	Rector	of	St	Margaret’s	Walmgate,	York,	in	1410;
canon	of	the	Chapel	of	St	Mary	and	the	Holy	Angels	in	1417;	one	of	a
‘Cambridge	circle	of	northerners	who	were	students	of	contemplative
literature’,	according	to	Jonathan	Hughes,	Pastors	and	Visionaries:
Religious	and	Secular	Life	in	Late	Medieval	Yorkshire	(Woodbridge:
Boydell	Press,	1988),	p.	239.

3. 	Sir	John	Kendale:	a	vicar	choral	(a	cleric	who	sings	certain	parts	of	the
service),	not	a	canon,	of	York	Minster	at	this	time	(d.	1427);	each
canon	delegated	some	or	all	of	his	duties	in	the	church	to	his	vicar
choral,	hence	Kempe’s	confusion.

4. 	another	priest	…	by	the	Bishop’s	tomb:	possibly	one	of	the	two
chaplains	of	the	Chantry	of	All	Saints,	established	on	the	south	side	of
the	Lady	Chapel	in	1413	by	Archbishop	Bowet,	near	the	tomb	he	had
built	for	himself	in	1413–15;	see	G.	Aylmer	and	R.	Cant,	A	History	of
York	Minster	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	1977),	pp.	178,	184.

5. 	Chapterhouse:	i.e.	the	Chapterhouse	which	still	survives	at	York
Minster.

6. 	St	William’s	shrine:	William	Fitzherbert,	Archbishop	of	York	(d.
1154);	miracles	were	reported	at	his	tomb	in	the	Minster	and	he	was
canonized	in	1227;	his	relics	were	translated	to	a	new	shrine	in	1283.
There	was	a	strong	cult	of	the	saint	at	York;	the	surviving	St	William
stained-glass	window,	installed	c.1415,	depicts	two	miracles
concerning	escapes	from	falling	stones,	just	as	Kempe	herself	had
survived	earlier	(see	ch.	9).

7. 	Cawood:	site	of	the	archbishops’	palace,	nine	miles	south	of	York.	All
that	remains	is	the	gatehouse,	built	later	than	Kempe’s	visit.
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1. 	she	should	be	burned:	see	ch.	13,	n.	6;	ch.	16,	n.	4;	p.	132.
2. 	swearing	of	oaths	…	this	world:	Kempe	has	already	criticized	the

swearing	in	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury’s	household	at	Lambeth
(see	ch.	16,	n.	2),	and	Lollards	were	known	for	their	objection	to	the
swearing	of	oaths.

3. 	the	said	Archbishop:	Henry	Bowet,	Archbishop	of	York	1407–23,
where	he	conducted	a	careful,	orderly	administration,	zealously
prosecuting	heresy;	from	a	Cumberland	gentry	family,	and	one	of
Henry	IV’s	inner	circle	of	counsellors,	he	enjoyed	a	reputation	for
hospitality	and	sumptuous	housekeeping	that	consumed	eighty	tuns	of
claret	annually.	See	ODNB,	‘Bowet,	Henry	(d.	1423)’.

4. 	Prior’s	confessor	…	now	canonized:	Kempe’s	confessor	(named
shortly;	see	ch.	53,	n.	1)	was	William	Sleightholme,	who	had	been
confessor	to	St	John	of	Bridlington	(d.	1379),	prior	of	the	Augustinian
canons	of	Bridlington.	For	Kempe’s	earlier	visit	to	Bridlington	(and
presumably	to	Sleightholme),	see	p.	29.

5. 	the	Gospel	mentions	…	word	of	God	and	keep	it:	Luke	11:	27–8.
Kempe	interprets	Christ’s	blessing	on	those	who	‘hear	…	and	keep’
his	word	as	licensing	her	to	speak	of	God.

6. 	she	has	a	devil	…	the	Gospel:	see	ch.	13,	n.	3;	ch.	14,	n.	2.
7. 	no	woman	should	preach:	1	Corinthians	14:	34–5;	1	Timothy	2:	11–12.
8. 	only	conversation	and	good	words:	Kempe’s	conversation	shares	much

subject	matter	with	preaching	and	consequently	may	have	appeared
sermon-like,	if	not	technically	a	sermon	–	she	has	just	quoted	the
Gospel	in	English	and	proceeds	to	tell	an	exemplary	tale	–	so	that	‘the
confusion	in	the	minds	of	her	contemporaries	seems	pardonable’;	see
H.	Leith	Spencer,	English	Preaching	in	the	Late	Middle	Ages	(Oxford:
Oxford	University	Press,	1993),	p.	110.

9. 	Thus	…	repentance	and	amending:	this	interpretation	of	‘the	flowers	…
of	virtuous	living’	as	good	works	rather	than	sacraments	sidesteps	the
Lollard	argument	that	sacraments	may	be	affected	by	the	moral
standing	of	the	officiant	priest.
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1. 	Sleytham:	William	Sleightholme	(d.	1420),	canon	of	Bridlington	and
confessor	to	St	John	of	Bridlington	(see	ch.	52,	n.	4),	and	himself
reported	to	be	a	worker	of	miracles	by	John	Capgrave	(1393–1464),
Augustinian	friar	of	Lynn,	in	his	life	of	St	John;	see	C.	Horstmann
(ed.),	Nova	Legenda	Anglie,	2	vols	(Oxford:	Clarendon	Press,	1901),
vol.	2,	p.	70.	Sleightholme	was	possibly	confessor	to	the	Neville
family	at	Raby	Castle	in	County	Durham	(see	ch.	54,	n.	8);	see	J.
Hughes,	Pastors	and	Visionaries:	Religious	and	Secular	Life	in	Late
Medieval	Yorkshire	(Woodbridge:	Boydell	Press,	1988),	p.	303.

2. 	Hessle:	just	west	of	Hull,	on	the	north	bank	of	the	River	Humber.
3. 	yeomen	of	the	Duke	of	Bedford’s:	a	yeoman	was	an	office-holder	in	a

noble	household.	John,	Duke	of	Bedford,	third	son	of	Henry	IV,	was	at
this	time	lieutenant	of	the	kingdom	during	Henry	V’s	absence	in
France.	A	brave	soldier	and	capable	administrator,	he	showed	devotion
to	duty	and	loyalty	to	orthodoxy.	See	ODNB,	‘John	[John	of
Lancaster],	duke	of	Bedford	(1389–1435)’.

4. 	Beverley:	a	town	nine	miles	north	of	Hessle.	As	the	site	of	the	shrine	of
St	John	of	Beverley	(d.	721),	one	of	the	most	popular	native	English
saints	in	the	later	Middle	Ages,	Beverley	Minster	was	a	significant
pilgrimage	centre.

5. 	go	and	spin,	and	card	wool:	to	card	wool	is	to	comb	out	impurities	and
straighten	the	fibres.	St	Bridget	was	also	told	by	a	man	that	it	was
more	useful	for	her	to	spin	as	women	do,	than	to	meddle	with	visions
and	writing	(Ellis,	p.	355).
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1. 	lying	in	her	bed	…	a	loud	voice	calling,	‘Margery’:	cf.	1	Samuel	3:	1–
10.

2. 	Chapterhouse	of	Beverley:	the	Chapterhouse	at	Beverley	Minster	does
not	survive.

3. 	be	a	perfect	woman:	Matthew	5:	48.
4. 	she	was	Cobham’s	daughter:	Kempe	is	here	accused	of	being	the

(spiritual)	daughter	and	agent	of	the	Lollard	Sir	John	Oldcastle,	Lord
Cobham.	Pronounced	a	heretic	by	Archbishop	Arundel	in	1413	and
handed	over	to	the	secular	authorities,	Oldcastle	escaped	from	the
Tower	of	London	and	was	on	the	run	until	recaptured	late	in	1417.
Kempe’s	various	arrests	and	interrogations	at	Bristol,	Leicester,	York,
Cawood	and	Beverley	all	occur	during	the	period	in	1417	while
Oldcastle	was	at	large	and	the	authorities	were	especially	uneasy	about
incidence	of	heresy.	Oldcastle	was	hanged	and	burned	as	an	outlaw,
traitor	and	heretic	on	14	December	1417,	in	the	presence	of	the	Duke
of	Bedford	(see	ch.	53,	n.	3).	See	ODNB,	‘Oldcastle,	John,	Baron
Cobham	(d.	1417)’.

5. 	nor	on	other	pilgrimage	…	in	truth:	in	order	to	accuse	Kempe	of
Lollardy,	they	must	deny	Kempe	has	been	on	pilgrimages,	because
Lollards	disapproved	of	pilgrimages,	believing	the	money	spent	should
be	given	to	the	poor	(Heresy	Trials,	pp.	81,	122,	142).

6. 	Archbishop	sent	for	her	…	up	to	his	bedside:	Archbishop	Bowet	at	this
time	was	probably	in	his	late	seventies,	but	none	the	less	in	1417	(the
probable	year	of	Kempe’s	encounters	with	him),	although	infirm	and
carried	in	a	litter,	he	accompanied	the	army	proceeding	northwards
against	a	Scottish	incursion.

7. 	Suffragan:	an	assistant	bishop;	identified	as	John	Rickinghall,	probably
from	the	Suffolk	village	of	that	name;	confessor	to	John,	Duke	of
Bedford	(1425–8);	Dean	(1405–26)	of	the	chapel	of	St	Mary-in-the-
Fields,	Norwich	(see	ch.	43,	n.	5);	Master	of	Gonville	Hall,	Cambridge
(1416–26);	and	from	1426	Bishop	of	Chichester.	In	1399	he	had	sat	as
the	Bishop	of	Norwich’s	assessor	at	the	renunciation	of	heretical
opinions	by	William	Chatris	of	Lynn.	See	ODNB,	‘Rickinghall
[Rickinghale],	John	(c.1355–1429)’.



8. 	Lady	Westmorland:	Joan	Beaufort,	wife	of	Ralph	Neville,	Earl	of
Westmorland,	daughter	of	John	of	Gaunt	and	Katherine	Swynford,
sister	of	Cardinal	Beaufort	(see	ch.	71,	n.	4)	and	aunt	of	the	Duke	of
Bedford.	The	accusation	that	Kempe	had	visited	her	might	imply	that
Kempe	journeyed	to	the	Neville	seat	at	Raby	Castle,	County	Durham,
some	eighty-five	miles	north-west	of	Bridlington,	although	the
Nevilles	had	residences	in	Yorkshire	at	Middleham	and	at	Sheriff
Hutton,	very	near	York.	The	Nevilles	were	supporters	of	the	cult	of	St
John	of	Bridlington,	and	William	Sleightholme	(see	ch.	53,	n.	1)	may
have	been	their	confessor	too.	By	all	accounts,	the	Countess	was	a
formidable	character;	for	her	spiritual	and	literary	interests,	see	ODNB,
‘Beaufort,	Joan	…	countess	of	Westmorland	(1379?–1440)’;	as	a	book
collector,	see	C.	M.	Meale	(ed.),	Women	and	Literature	in	Britain,
1150–1500,	2nd	edn	(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,	1996),
pp.	140–45.

9. 	Lady	Greystoke	…	daughter	to	my	Lady	of	Westmorland:	Elizabeth	(d.
1434),	daughter	of	Joan	Beaufort	(see	previous	note),	and	wife	of
John,	4th	Baron	Greystoke	(c.1390–1436),	from	Greystoke	near
Penrith	in	Cumberland,	whose	life	was	spent	in	border	politics	and
Anglo-Scottish	negotiations.	The	accusation	that	Kempe	‘advised	my
Lady	Greystoke	to	leave	her	husband’	may	be	trying	to	associate
Kempe	with	the	unorthodox	views	on	matrimony	reportedly	held	by
some	Lollards	(Heresy	Trials,	pp.	91,	111).

10. 	before	I	went	to	Jerusalem:	Kempe	is	probably	speaking	in	the	autumn
of	1417;	she	had	visited	the	north	of	England	before	leaving	for
Jerusalem	in	1413,	and	so	may	have	visited	Lady	Westmorland	earlier
in	that	year.	This	is	much	longer	than	two	years	before.

11. 	Holy	folk	should	not	laugh:	the	Gospels	do	not	record	Christ	as	ever
laughing,	but	St	Bridget’s	maid	had	told	Kempe	that	the	saint	‘had	a
laughing	face’	(p.	97).



Chapter	55

1. 	River	Humber:	boundary	between	the	dioceses	of	York	and	Lincoln.
2. 	Do	not	study	…	Holy	Ghost:	Matthew	10:	19–20.
3. 	West	Lynn	…	Bishop’s	Lynn:	West	Lynn	is	on	the	west	bank	of	the

River	Ouse,	just	across	the	river	from	the	main	town	of	Lynn	on	the
east	bank,	which	was	known	as	Bishop’s	Lynn	until	it	became	King’s
Lynn	in	1537.

4. 	Master	Robert	…	Master	Aleyn:	i.e.	Robert	Spryngolde	(see	ch.	8,	n.	2)
and	Alan	of	Lynn	(see	ch.	9,	n.	6).

5. 	went	on	…	to	London:	a	journey	of	around	a	hundred	miles	from	West
Lynn.

6. 	Archbishop	of	Canterbury:	Arundel’s	successor,	Henry	Chichele,
Archbishop	1414–43,	a	highly	effective	administrator	and	statesman,
who	sustained	the	prosecution	of	heresy	and	succeeded	in	driving
remaining	Lollard	teachers	into	obscurity.	See	ODNB,	‘Chichele,
Henry	(c.1362–1443)’.

7. 	Ely:	the	cathedral	city	of	Ely	is	twenty-eight	miles	south	of	Lynn.
8. 	threw	a	bowlful	of	water	…	along	the	street:	recalling	an	incident

where	a	disgruntled	nobleman	with	a	grievance	against	the	saint
throws	a	basin	of	dirty	washing	water	over	St	Bridget’s	head	as	she
walks	through	a	narrow	Stockholm	street,	her	only	comment	being	to
hope	God	will	forgive	him	and	not	requite	him	for	it	in	the	life	to
come,	although	he	actually	comes	to	a	grisly	end	shortly	afterwards
(Liber	Celestis,	4.122;	Searby,	vol.	2,	pp.	208–9).



Chapter	56

1. 	a	period	of	eight	years	…	at	different	times:	since	this	eight-year	illness
follows	‘dysentery	for	a	long	time’,	Kempe	was	probably	in	ill	health
from	c.	1418	until	at	least	1426	or	possibly	later.

2. 	Prior’s	chapel	at	Lynn	…	hearing:	located	in	the	south	choir	aisle	of
the	parish	church	of	St	Margaret,	this	was	the	Prior’s	own	chapel	and
may	have	contained	the	library,	the	chancel	being	maintained	by	the
priory.



Chapter	57

1. 	at	the	time	of	removing:	it	was	customary	for	all	those	moving	house
within	the	same	district	to	do	so	on	the	same	day.

2. 	Dom	Thomas	Hevyngham:	i.e.	Master	Thomas,	Prior	of	Lynn	c.1408–
22;	he	mediated	in	the	civic	dissensions	in	Lynn	in	1416;	see	D.	M.
Owen	(ed.),	William	Asshebourne’s	Book,	Norfolk	Record	Society,	48
(Norwich:	Norfolk	Record	Society,	1981),	p.	99.

3. 	administer	the	sacrament	…	as	often	as	we	are	required:	Archbishop
Chichele’s	letter	is	more	permissive	than	Arundel’s	allowance	of
communion	every	Sunday	(p.	40).

4. 	Easter	Sepulchre	…	Holy	Church:	after	the	Good	Friday	liturgy,	a	Host
consecrated	on	Maundy	Thursday,	contained	in	a	pyx	(a	small	round
container	used	to	carry	the	consecrated	host),	was	placed	together	with
a	cross	in	the	Easter	Sepulchre,	before	which	candles	burned	and	a
vigil	was	kept	until	Easter,	when	the	Host	was	removed	from	the
Sepulchre	with	rejoicing.	Often	a	movable	temporary	construction,	but
sometimes	a	canopied	niche	in	the	north	wall	of	the	chancel	or	a	table
tomb	on	the	north	side	of	the	high	altar,	including	depictions	of	the
sleeping	soldiers,	the	rising	or	risen	Christ,	the	three	Marys,	and	angels
(Duffy,	pp.	29–37).	A	permanent	Easter	Sepulchre	is	not	recorded	at	St
Margaret’s	in	Lynn,	but	the	rival	chapel	of	St	Nicholas	may	have	had
one;	see	Pamela	Sheingorn,	The	Easter	Sepulchre	in	England
(Kalamazoo,	MI:	Medieval	Institute	Publications,	1987),	p.	247.

5. 	Passion	of	our	Lord	Christ	Jesus:	no	mass	was	celebrated	on	Good
Friday;	the	main	liturgical	event	was	a	penitential	commemoration	of
the	Passion,	of	which	the	whole	narrative	from	St	John’s	Gospel	was
read,	followed	by	prayers	for	the	world	and	the	church,	singing	of	the
‘Reproaches’,	veneration	of	the	cross	by	clergy	and	people,	recitation
of	vespers	without	music,	and	placing	of	the	Host	and	venerated	cross
in	the	Easter	Sepulchre	(Duffy,	p.	29).

6. 	spreading	her	arms	…	matter	with	her:	for	the	outstretched	arms,
imitating	Christ’s	posture	in	the	Crucifixion,	see	Kempe’s	gestures	on
Mount	Calvary	while	in	Jerusalem	(pp.	71,	72);	for	her	cry	of	‘I	die,	I
die!’,	see	pp.	43,	109.

7. 	all	blue	like	lead	…	dreadfully:	see	pp.	72,	107.



8. 	this	manner	of	crying	…	as	is	written	before:	as	a	matter	of	fact,	it	has
not	been	written	before.	Kempe	has	said	that	her	eight	years	of	illness
(probably	starting	several	years	after	the	visit	to	Jerusalem	when	her
crying	out	began)	were	followed	by	increased	‘cries	and	weeping’	(p.
141).	When	recording	her	first	cries	in	Jerusalem,	Kempe	notes	they
continued	for	‘many	years’	subsequently	(p.	71).

9. 	all	false	heretics:	weeping	and	praying	for	heretics	–	see	also	p.	254	–
is	orthodox;	bishops	enjoined	such	prayers	in	their	parishes;	see	T.	C.
B.	Timmins	(ed.),	The	Register	of	John	Waltham,	Bishop	of	Salisbury
1388–95	(Woodbridge:	Boydell	Press,	1994),	p.	15.

10. 	ask	…	you	shall	have	it:	John	16:	24.
11. 	I	wish	I	had	a	well	of	tears:	see	ch.	32,	n.	5.



Chapter	58

1. 	the	anchorite	…	your	holy	word:	for	this	anchorite,	see	ch.	5,	n.	14.
2. 	many	days	after	this	answer	…	priest	to	Lynn:	this	priest	apparently

came	to	Lynn	around	1413.	He	subsequently	acts	as	reader	to	Kempe
for	the	most	part	of	seven	or	eight	years	(p.	146)	and	has	read	to	her
for	about	seven	years	(p.	150)	when,	during	his	grave	illness,	Kempe
travels	to	Norwich	to	pray	for	him	at	the	tomb	of	the	recently	deceased
Richard	of	Caister	(see	ch.	17,	n.	2).	It	is	unclear	whether	Kempe’s
express	readiness	to	pay	to	hear	sermons	(p.	144)	implies	that	she	paid
this	unbeneficed	priest	to	read	to	her.

3. 	Jerusalem	…	her	visitation:	Luke	19:	41–4.
4. 	When	she	was	gone	…	with	her:	Kempe	presumably	received	a	later

report	of	this	exchange.
5. 	He	read	to	her	…	Incendium	Amoris:	with	the	addition	of	the	glossed

Latin	Bible,	Kempe	refers	here	to	the	same	four	books	mentioned	on	p.
43.	The	priest	may	have	been	translating	from	Latin	and	providing
commentary	while	he	read.	Unlicensed	possession	of	Bibles	in	English
had	been	forbidden	since	1409.



Chapter	59

1. 	when	our	Lord	revealed	…	she	had	great	pain:	Julian	of	Norwich
observes:	‘and	one	article	of	our	faith	is	that	many	will	be	damned	…
all	these	will	be	condemned	eternally	to	hell,	as	Holy	Church	teaches
me	to	believe.	And	considering	all	this,	it	seemed	impossible	to	me
that	all	manner	of	things	should	be	well,	as	our	Lord	revealed	at	this
time’	(Windeatt,	ch.	32,	pp.	80–81).



Chapter	60

1. 	Vicar	…	died	only	shortly	before	that	time:	Richard	of	Caister	died	on
29	March	1420	(see	ch.	17,	n.	2).	Miracles	were	reputed	to	have
occurred	at	his	tomb,	which	became	a	place	of	pilgrimage	(Tanner,	p.
231).

2. 	pietà:	‘the	Pity’;	an	image	of	the	grieving	but	meditative	Virgin	Mary
seated	holding	the	dead	body	of	Christ	in	her	lap,	his	body	usually
turned	to	display	his	wounds	to	the	viewer.	A	chapel	and	altar	of	the
Pity	existed	in	Cromer	Church	(Norfolk)	by	1388,	and	by	1391	a	pietà
in	Norwich	Cathedral	was	attracting	substantial	oblations;	see	Richard
Marks,	Image	and	Devotion	in	Late	Medieval	England	(Stroud:	Sutton
Publishing,	2004),	p.	124.	Such	images,	whether	in	stained-glass
windows,	wall	paintings	or	sculpture,	and	usually	located	in	the	naves
of	churches,	were	evidently	quite	common	in	fifteenth-century
England:	‘lay	people	in	increasing	numbers	left	money	in	their	wills	to
maintain	lights	before	them	and	sought	burial	near	them’	(Duffy,	p.
261).

3. 	the	said	priest	…	about	seven	years:	this	priest,	never	named	in	the
Book,	therefore	came	to	Lynn	about	1413	(see	ch.	58,	n.	2).



Chapter	61

1. 	Then	a	friar	…	good	preacher:	a	marginal	note	later	in	the	manuscript
of	the	Book	(see	ch.	63,	n.	2)	names	the	friar	as	‘Melton’,	although	the
annotator’s	authority	for	this	identification	is	unknown.	William
Melton,	a	Franciscan	friar,	studied	at	Oxford;	he	was	a	doctor	of
divinity	by	1426,	when	he	is	recorded	preaching	sermons	at	York	in
commendation	of	the	Mystery	Plays.	Sermons	attributable	to	Melton
survive,	including	a	Good	Friday	sermon	on	compassion	with	the
Passion	of	Christ;	see	A.	G.	Little	(ed.),	Franciscan	Papers,	Lists,	and
Documents	(Manchester:	Manchester	University	Press,	1943),	pp.
244–56.	As	ch.	61	begins	‘Then’,	following	events	in	ch.	60	datable	to
1420,	the	friar	possibly	came	to	Lynn	in	that	year	or	soon	after.

2. 	famous	friars	…	their	establishment	here:	the	Franciscan	friary	and
church	in	Lynn	were	in	the	area	between	what	is	now	Tower	Street
and	St	James	Street.	The	late	fourteenth-century	octagonal	lantern
tower	remains.

3. 	a	chapel	of	St	James	in	Lynn:	one	of	the	two	chapels-of-ease	in	the
parish	of	St	Margaret’s	(see	ch.	25,	n.	2).	Long	demolished.

4. 	a	White	Friar	…	said	creature:	presumably	the	Carmelite	friar	Alan	of
Lynn	(see	ch.	9,	n.	6)	and	Kempe’s	confessor,	Robert	Spryngolde	(see
ch.	8,	n.	2).



Chapter	62

1. 	St	James’s	Day:	25	July;	the	year	cannot	be	earlier	than	1420	because
Kempe	records	visiting	the	tomb	of	Richard	Caister	(who	died	in
March	1420)	before	the	friar	arrived	in	Lynn.

2. 	Mary	of	Oignies:	on	the	Flemish	holy	woman	Mary	of	Oignies	(d.
1213),	whose	example	is	later	cited	by	another	of	Kempe’s	supporters
(see	ch.	68,	n.	2),	see	Introduction,	pp.	xxii–xxiii.

3. 	eighteenth	chapter	…	nineteenth	chapter:	these	references	correspond
not	with	Jacques	de	Vitry’s	Life	of	Mary	of	Oignies	(c.	1215)	but	with
an	abbreviated	version,	inserted	by	Vincent	of	Beauvais	into	his
widely	circulated	Speculum	Historiale	(‘Mirror	of	History’;	1244–59).
The	citation	in	Latin	–	‘Bonus	est	…	in	te’	(‘It	is	good,	Lord,	to	put	our
trust	in	you’)	–	implies	that	Kempe’s	amanuensis	knew	the	text	in	one
of	its	Latin	versions.	See	R.	Ellis,	‘Margery	Kempe’s	Scribe	and	the
Miraculous	Books’,	in	H.	Phillips	(ed.),	Langland,	the	Mystics	and	the
Medieval	English	Religious	Tradition	(Cambridge:	D.	S.	Brewer,
1990),	pp.	161–75.

4. 	crying	with	a	loud	voice	…	restrain	herself:	this	corresponds	with	the
account	in	Speculum	Historiale	(see	previous	note);	in	de	Vitry’s
version	and	the	Middle	English	translation,	Mary	withdraws	quietly
(Brown,	p.	93).

5. 	wetted	his	vestments	…	because	of	it:	this	recounts	de	Vitry’s	story	of
how	the	priest	was	overcome	with	abundant	tears	and	the	book	and	the
altar	cloths	were	drenched	with	tears	(Brown,	pp.	93–4).

6. 	(For	here	…	therefore	he	wrote	less	about	it):	this	disclaimer	confirms
that	the	amanuensis	is	writing	from	memory	in	setting	out	parallels
between	Kempe’s	experience	and	the	biography	of	Mary	of	Oignies,
based	on	the	reading	he	did	at	the	time,	fifteen	or	more	years	earlier.

7. 	The	Prick	of	Love:	probably	referencing	a	Middle	English	translation	of
the	Stimulus	Amoris	such	as	The	Prickynge	of	Love	(ed.	H.	Kane
(Salzburg:	Institut	für	Anglistik	und	Amerikanistik,	1983),	ch.	2,	p.
20).

8. 	the	desire	of	my	heart:	after	these	words	the	manuscript	of	the	Book	has
a	note	in	Latin,	‘And	a	chapter	from	the	Stimulus	Amoris	and	a	chapter
as	above’,	referring	to	the	Latin	original	of	the	translated	material.



9. 	Richard	of	Hampole:	Richard	Rolle	(d.	1349),	hermit	at	the	Dominican
convent	at	Hampole	near	Doncaster.	Kempe	has	already	twice
mentioned	having	had	read	to	her	Rolle’s	Incendium	Amoris	(pp.	43,
145),	where	she	would	learn	how	‘his	shout,	excited	and	bursting	out
from	the	core	of	his	longing	love,	goes	up,	of	course,	to	his	Maker	…	I
have	not	the	wit	to	describe	this	shout	or	its	magnitude’	(Wolters,	ch.
34,	pp.	152–3).	Rolle’s	clamour	or	shout,	however,	is	something
inward,	unconnected	with	weeping.

10. 	Elizabeth	of	Hungary:	St	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	(1207–31;	canonized
1235),	daughter	of	King	Andreas	II	of	Hungary,	who	devoted	herself
to	the	poor	and	sick	and	to	a	life	of	austerity.	Her	contemplative	life,
visions	and	gift	of	profuse	tears	are	recorded	in	Ryan,	vol.	2,	p.	310.
The	Virgin’s	disclosures	to	St	Elizabeth	in	her	Revelations	about
Mary’s	early	life	had	been	referenced	in	the	Meditationes	Vitae	Christi
(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.	10).	An	English	version	of	the	Latin
Revelations	ascribed	to	Elizabeth	of	Hungary	was	known	in	East
Anglia	in	the	1430s.



Chapter	63

1. 	Gesine:	a	chapel	in	St	Margaret’s	Church,	Lynn,	named	after	the	image
of	the	Nativity	(from	the	French	gesine,	‘childbed’)	which	was
displayed	there.	The	image	was	paraded	through	the	streets	of	Lynn	on
feast	days	by	officials	of	the	Trinity	Guild.	The	cost	of	maintaining	a
light	burning	constantly	before	the	image	was	borne	by	the	town	of
Lynn.	For	Kempe’s	devotion	to	the	Nativity	and	Infancy	of	Christ,	see
chs	6,	7,	30.	For	surviving	images	of	‘Our	Lady	in	Gesyn’,	see	Richard
Marks,	Image	and	Devotion	in	Late	Medieval	England	(Stroud:	Sutton
Publishing,	2004),	pp.	143–7.

2. 	name	that	the	good	friar	has:	here	a	note	in	the	manuscript	margin
reads	‘nota	contra	Melton’,	apparently	naming	the	friar	(see	ch.	61,	n.
1).

3. 	Prior’s	Cloister	…	with	her	crying:	on	account	of	her	cries,	Kempe	is
earlier	(chs	56,	57)	given	communion	in	the	Prior’s	chapel	and	helped
from	there	into	the	cloister.

4. 	in	this	church	…	worshipped	in	you:	Kempe	possibly	looks	forward
here	to	being	venerated	as	a	saint	in	St	Margaret’s	Church;	see	also	pp.
55,	256).

5. 	executor	of	all	your	good	works:	see	pp.	24–5.



Chapter	64

1. 	love	my	fellow	Christians	as	my	own	self:	Matthew	22:	39;	19:	19.



Chapter	65

1. 	I	once	sent	St	Paul	…	comfort	you:	the	Book	does	not	record	this
revelation	or	visitation;	St	Paul	is	quoted	against	Kempe	at	her
examination	on	p.	128,	although	also	cited	to	her	by	Julian	of	Norwich
(p.	46)	and	recorded	as,	among	other	saints,	communicating	with
Kempe	(pp.	43,	216).

2. 	Jesus	is	my	love:	identical	to	the	Latin	motto	on	her	ring	earlier	(p.	80).



Chapter	66

1. 	take	up	eating	meat	again:	this	revokes	the	earlier	injunction	(see	p.
21).



Chapter	67

1. 	a	great	fire	in	Bishop’s	Lynn:	this	fire	occurred	on	23	January	1421;	the
present	Guildhall	in	Lynn	is	that	built	after	this	fire.

2. 	her	confessor:	Robert	Spryngolde	(see	ch.	8,	n.	2).
3. 	she	told	him	of	no	revelation:	on	Kempe’s	circumspection,	see	ch.	46,

n.	2.



Chapter	68

1. 	Master	Custawns:	Thomas	Constance	is	mentioned	in	a	1423	Norwich
will	as	belonging	to	the	Dominican	house	in	Norwich	(BMK,	p.	327).

2. 	I	have	read	of	a	holy	woman	…	go	out	of	the	church:	the	episode
reported	here	is	the	same	as	that	cited	on	pp.	154–5	from	the	life	of
Mary	of	Oignies	(see	ch.	62,	nn.	3,	4);	Dominicans	are	associated	with
the	circulation	of	versions	of	the	life	of	Mary	of	Oignies.

3. 	our	Lady’s	Assumption:	although	without	scriptural	basis,	it	came	to	be
believed	that	after	her	death	the	Virgin	Mary	was	assumed	body	and
soul	into	heaven.	The	feast	day	of	the	Assumption	of	Mary	is	15
August.	See	also	ch.	22,	n.	1;	ch.	29,	n.	7;	ch.	73,	n.	4.

4. 	Augustinian	Friar	…	own	house	at	Lynn:	the	Augustinian	friary	at
Lynn	was	on	the	east	side	of	Chapel	Street	and	bounded	to	the	north
by	Austin	Street.



Chapter	69

1. 	the	Prior:	i.	e.	Thomas	Hevyngham	(see	ch.	57,	n.	2).
2. 	Bishop	Wakeryng:	John	Wakering	(d.	1425),	Bishop	of	Norwich	from

1416.	This	sermon	in	Lynn	was	probably	preached	between	1418	and
1422,	in	that	Wakering	was	infrequently	in	his	diocese,	being	a
delegate	at	the	Council	of	Constance	(see	ch.	26,	n.	7)	and	(after	Henry
V’s	death	in	August	1422)	a	member	of	the	council	of	regency	during
Henry	VI’s	minority.	His	will	provided	one	thousand	marks	to	be
shared	among	anchorites,	recluses	and	needy	poor;	see	A.	K.	Warren,
Anchorites	and	their	Patrons	in	Medieval	England	(Berkeley,	CA:
University	of	California	Press,	1985),	p.	86.

3. 	two	good	clerics:	i.	e.	Alan	of	Lynn	(see	ch.	9,	n.	6)	and	Robert
Spryngolde	(see	ch.	8,	n.	2);	both	are	identified	by	name	later	in	this
chapter.

4. 	Provincial	of	the	White	Friars:	Thomas	Netter,	elected	Provincial	(i.e.
head)	of	the	English	Carmelites	in	1414.	His	formidable	learning	was
deployed	in	defence	of	orthodoxy	and	detailed	refutation	of	Lollard
heresies	in	his	vast	work	Doctrinale	Fidei	Ecclesiae	(‘Principles	of	the
Faith	of	the	Church’).	This	would	explain	his	suspicion	of	a	friar’s
informing	a	woman	concerning	questions	about	scripture.	See	Kevin	J.
Alban,	The	Teaching	and	Impact	of	the	‘Doctrinale’	of	Thomas	Netter
of	Walden	(c.1374–1430)	(Turnhout:	Brepols,	2011),	and	J.
Bergström-Allen	and	R.	Copsey	(eds),	Thomas	Netter	of	Walden:
Carmelite,	Diplomat	and	Theologian	(c.1372–1430)	(Rome:	Edizioni
Carmelitane,	2009).

5. 	questions	of	scripture:	probably	‘not	so	much	the	product	of	her	own
unprompted	ruminations	on	the	Bible	but,	rather,	received	instruction
on	particular	texts’;	see	H.	Leith	Spencer,	English	Preaching	in	the
Late	Middle	Ages	(Oxford:	Oxford	University	Press,	1993),	p.	45.

6. 	Sir	Thomas	Andrew	and	Sir	John	Amy:	Thomas	Andrew	was	Rector	of
St	Peter	Hungate,	Norwich,	in	1457;	John	Amy	was	Vicar	of	Appleton
(1417)	and	of	Sedgeford	(1426),	both	villages	in	north-west	Norfolk,
not	far	from	Lynn	(BMK,	pp.	328–9).	Both	men	are	‘likely	to	have	had
prior	employment	in	Lynn	as	parochial	chaplains’	(Goodman,	p.	91).
For	the	title	‘Sir’,	see	ch.	43,	n.	6.



7. 	a	priest	…	called	the	Gesine:	this	unidentified	priest	of	the	Gesine
Chapel	(on	which,	see	ch.	63,	n.	1)	is	Kempe’s	third	mentioned
confessor	after	the	anchorite	at	the	Dominican	house	(see	ch.	5,	n.	14)
and	Robert	Spryngolde.



Chapter	70

1. 	the	mantle	and	the	ring:	see	ch.	15,	n.	7.
2. 	he	gave	…	a	pair	of	knives:	knives	are	listed	among	suitable	gifts	for

recluses	to	give	to	holy	men;	see	Bella	Millett	(tr.),	Ancrene	Wisse:
Guide	for	Anchoresses	(Exeter:	Exeter	University	Press,	2009),	p.	107.



Chapter	71

1. 	Prior	of	Lynn	…	in	his	stead:	the	two	priors	are	Thomas	Hevyngham
(see	ch.	57,	n.	2)	and	his	successor,	John	Dereham	(see	ch.	25,	n.	6).

2. 	White	Friars’	church	at	Lynn:	the	Carmelite	house	was	in	the	south	of
Lynn.	The	fourteenth-century	gateway	survives,	near	the	junction	of
Bridge	Street	and	Birdcage	Walk.	In	1421	an	anchoress,	Joanna
Catefield,	is	recorded	at	the	friary;	see	R.	Gilchrist	and	M.	Oliva,
Religious	Women	in	Medieval	East	Anglia:	History	and	Archaeology
c.1100–1540	(Norwich:	Centre	of	East	Anglian	Studies,	University	of
East	Anglia,	1993),	p.	97.

3. 	the	King	died:	Henry	V	died	in	France	on	31	August	1422.
4. 	Bishop	of	Winchester	was	dead:	Henry	Beaufort,	illegitimate	son	of

John	of	Gaunt	and	Katherine	Swynford,	half-brother	of	Henry	IV	and
brother	of	Joan,	Countess	of	Westmorland	(see	ch.	54,	n.	8);	Bishop	of
Winchester	1405–47;	nominated	a	cardinal	in	1426	and	later	referred
to	by	Kempe	as	a	cardinal	(Book	II,	ch.	9),	suggesting	the	present
incident	preceded	his	elevation.	See	ODNB,	‘Beaufort,	Henry	[called
the	Cardinal	of	England]	(1375?–1447),	bishop	of	Winchester’.



Chapter	72

1. 	anointed:	i.e.	given	the	last	rites.	Kempe	was	in	demand	at	deathbeds
because	‘lay	people	who	knew	the	right	prayers	or	had	a	reputation	for
sanctity,	and	could	thus	assist	the	dying	person	to	make	a	good	death,
were	especially	welcome’	(Duffy,	p.	323).

2. 	To	them	that	love	God	…	into	goodness:	Romans	8:	28.



Chapter	73

1. 	Holy	Thursday:	Maundy	Thursday,	the	Thursday	before	Easter,	when
Christ	at	the	Last	Supper	washed	his	disciples’	feet;	later	that	evening
he	was	betrayed	and	arrested.

2. 	When	she	beheld	…	among	the	people:	alongside	‘beheld’	in	the
margin	of	the	manuscript	is	written	‘Father	M.	was	wont	so	to	do’,
referring	to	the	Mount	Grace	mystic	Richard	Methley	(see	ch.	13,	n.	7;
ch.	28,	n.	15).

3. 	Lord	ascend	up	into	heaven:	Christ’s	bodily	ascension	into	heaven,
commemorated	forty	days	after	his	resurrection;	see	Mark	16:	19;
Luke	24:	51;	Acts	1:	2.

4. 	our	Lady	was	…	dying:	Kempe	had	visited	the	supposed	site	of	the
Virgin’s	tomb	(p.	75),	although	it	was	also	believed	that	Mary	had
been	assumed	bodily	into	heaven	after	her	death	(see	p.	190;	see	also
ch.	68,	n.	3).	Mary’s	death	was	a	focus	of	medieval	devotion,	although
unrecorded	by	the	canonical	gospels.

5. 	St	Nicholas’s	Day	…	plenary	remission:	recalling	what	was	said	to
Kempe	on	her	way	from	Jerusalem	(p.	77–8),	possibly	on	the	feast	of
the	Translation	of	St	Nicholas	(9	May),	although	Kempe	did	not
specify	this	in	ch.	30.	For	plenary	remission,	see	p.	74.



Chapter	74

1. 	blessed	mother	…	for	fifteen	years:	this	accords	with	St	Bridget	of
Sweden’s	revelations	on	the	date	of	the	Virgin	Mary’s	death	(Liber
Celestis,	7.26;	Searby,	vol.	3,	p.	225),	although	in	some	other	accounts
the	Virgin	died	earlier	than	this.

2. 	Mary	Magdalene:	Kempe	hears	herself	equated	with	the	tearful
Magdalene	(see	also	pp.	53,	71,	75),	who	was	identified	with	Mary	of
Bethany,	the	type	of	the	contemplative	life	(Luke	10:	42).

3. 	a	leper	…	Christ	with	his	wounds	bleeding:	Christ’s	wounds	were	the
object	of	fervent	late-medieval	devotion,	but	they	were	also	seen	as
‘the	sufferings	of	the	poor,	the	outcast	and	the	unfortunate’	(Duffy,	p.
248).

4. 	she	might	not	kiss	the	lepers	…	place:	Mary	of	Oignies	and	her
husband	turned	their	home	into	a	hospital	for	lepers,	whom	they
personally	nursed;	St	Catherine	of	Siena	(see	ch.	20,	n.	4)	and	Angela
of	Foligno	(see	ch.	31,	n.	5)	cared	for	lepers,	and	after	his	conversion
St	Francis	wished	to	kiss	lepers,	having	previously	been	repelled	by
them.

5. 	went	to	a	place	…	full	of	the	disease:	probably	the	Hospital	of	St	Mary
Magdalene	in	Lynn,	or	one	of	the	leper	houses	in	such	nearby	places
as	West	Lynn,	Setchey,	Cowgate	and	Gaywood	(Owen,	pp.	32–3).	In
1389	Kempe’s	father	had	been	appointed	to	a	commission	to
investigate	the	local	leper	houses,	and	fifteenth-century	Lynn	testators
continued	to	make	bequests	to	them,	suggesting	the	disease	remained	a
problem	in	Lynn	(Goodman,	p.	104).

6. 	she	was	a	virgin:	leprosy	was	associated	with	lechery	and	thought	to	be
a	venereal	disease.



Chapter	75

1. 	just	had	a	baby	…	out	of	her	mind:	this	recalls	Kempe’s	own	troubles
in	ch.	1.

2. 	purified	…	blessed	may	God	be:	i.	e.	blessed	in	church	after	childbirth
(see	also	ch.	82).



Chapter	76

1. 	linen	plugs	…	in	his	head:	i.	e.	to	drain	the	wound.



Chapter	77

1. 	first	had	her	astonishing	cries:	this	chapter’s	material	is	apparently	out
of	its	chronological	sequence,	since	Kempe’s	cries	start	long	before	(p.
71).

2. 	you	are	mine	…	without	end:	Song	of	Solomon	2:	16;	6:	2	(3).
3. 	In	Holy	Writ	…	love	my	enemies:	Matthew	5:	44;	Luke	6:	27,	35.
4. 	hurdle	…	for	your	love:	a	kind	of	wooden	frame	or	sledge	upon	which

traitors	were	dragged	through	the	streets	to	their	place	of	execution.
Kempe	instead	imagines	herself	dragged	about	as	a	perpetual
exhibition.



Chapter	78

1. 	Palm	Sunday	…	knelt	to	the	sacrament:	the	Sunday	before	Easter,
when	the	story	of	Christ’s	entry	into	Jerusalem	was	read	from	St
John’s	Gospel	and	‘palms’	(usually	yew,	box	or	willow)	were	blessed
and	distributed.	With	the	choir	singing	Palm	Sunday	anthems	and
preceded	by	a	painted	wooden	cross	without	a	figure,	the	congregation
processed	outside	to	a	churchyard	cross	at	the	north-east	end	of	the
church.	Here	St	Matthew’s	account	of	the	entry	into	Jerusalem	was
read.	A	second	procession	approached	from	the	church,	carrying	the
blessed	sacrament	in	a	shrine,	at	which	the	anthem	‘Behold,	O	Sion,
thy	king	cometh’	was	sung	by	three	singers	dressed	as	Old	Testament
prophets.	The	processions	merged	and	moved	to	the	church’s	south
side	where	a	boys’	choir	greeted	the	Host	with	the	hymn	‘All	glory,
laud	and	honour!’,	and	then	proceeded	to	the	west	door	for	ceremonies
that	Kempe	mentions	later	in	this	chapter	(Duffy,	pp.	23–5).

2. 	saved	through	your	prayers:	see	the	earlier	assurance,	p.	24.
3. 	staff	of	the	cross	…	church	door:	the	priest	struck	the	church	door	with

the	foot	of	the	cross,	symbolically	requesting	entry	for	Christ	and
representing	Christ’s	descending	into	hell	and	the	bursting	open	of
hell’s	gates	(Duffy,	p.	25).

4. 	drew	up	a	cloth:	throughout	Lent	a	painted	cloth	was	suspended	in
front	of	the	crucifix	on	the	rood	screen;	once	the	Palm	Sunday
procession	had	re-entered	the	church,	and	while	the	people	knelt,	this
cloth	was	drawn	up	on	pulleys	as	the	anthem	‘Hail,	our	King!’	was
sung,	often	by	clerks	standing	in	the	rood	loft	at	the	foot	of	the	crucifix
(Duffy,	pp.	25–6).



Chapter	79

1. 	John,	my	cousin:	i.	e.	John	the	Baptist.
2. 	And	then	she	thought	…	Mount	of	Olivet:	the	subsequent	account	in	the

Book	of	Christ’s	prayers	on	the	Mount	of	Olives	and	his	betrayal	and
arrest	follows	Luke	22:	39–54;	John	18:	3–12.

3. 	Ego	sum:	‘I	am	he’;	John	18:	5.
4. 	Jews	fall	down	to	the	ground:	John	18:	6.
5. 	Judas	come	…	violently:	Matthew	26:	49–50;	Mark	14:	45–6.
6. 	Tell	us	now,	who	hit	you?:	Luke	22:	64.
7. 	pull	the	hair	of	his	beard:	this	pulling	is	not	recorded	in	the	canonical

gospels	but	develops	in	some	medieval	meditations	on	the	Passion
(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.	342).



Chapter	80

1. 	Christ	bound	to	a	pillar,	and	his	hands	…	bound	above	his	head:	in	the
late	fourteenth-century	Despenser	Retable	altarpiece	in	Norwich
Cathedral,	the	flagellation	scene	shows	Christ	with	arms	tied	above	his
head	to	a	pillar,	and	two	torturers	with	three-branched	scourges;	see	P.
Lasko	and	N.	J.	Morgan	(eds),	Medieval	Art	in	East	Anglia	1300–1520
(Norwich:	Jarrold,	1974),	pp.	36–9.	Kempe	could	have	venerated	the
relic	of	this	pillar	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre	in	Jerusalem.

2. 	sixteen	men	…	forty	strokes:	this	is	the	maximum	number	permitted
according	to	Mosaic	Law	(Deuteronomy	25:	3).	Sixteen	men	each
giving	forty	lashes	with	an	eight-tipped	scourge	might	inflict	5,120
wounds.	Calculating	the	number	of	Christ’s	wounds	was	a	focus	of
many	late-medieval	meditations	and	devotions;	St	Bridget	of	Sweden
was	credited	with	a	revelation	that	the	number	was	5,475,	as	by	a
fifteenth-century	Norfolk	man	in	The	Commonplace	Book	of	Robert
Reynes	of	Acle	(ed.	Cameron	Lewis	(New	York:	Garland,	1980),	pp.
264–8).

3. 	that	heavy	cross:	in	the	Wakefield	Mystery	Play	of	the	Scourging,
Mary	offers	to	carry	the	cross;	see	P.	Happé	(ed.),	English	Mystery
Plays	(Harmondsworth:	Penguin,	1975),	p.	519.	In	devotional
tradition,	the	cross	is	fifteen	feet	long	(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.	331).

4. 	by	another	way	…	dead	woman:	the	Virgin’s	detour	to	meet	her	son	is
not	found	in	the	Gospels	but	belongs	to	medieval	devotional	tradition
(Ragusa	and	Green,	pp.	331–2).	Kempe	had	visited	the	site	of	the
Virgin’s	swoon	in	Jerusalem	(p.	74).

5. 	fastened	ropes	…	the	hole	that	they	had	drilled	for	it:	i.e.	Christ’s	body
must	be	stretched	with	ropes	to	fit	the	holes	prepared	for	the	nails.	The
York	Crucifixion	Play	–	which	Kempe	may	have	seen	(see	ch.	11,	n.
1)	–	dramatizes	this	incident;	see	Happé	(ed.),	English	Mystery	Plays,
p.	529.

6. 	let	the	cross	…	into	the	mortise:	the	cross	is	similarly	raised	and
dropped	into	a	mortise,	juddering	Christ’s	body	in	the	process,	in	the
York	Crucifixion	Play	(Happé	(ed.),	English	Mystery	Plays,	p.	533).

7. 	Woman,	see	your	son,	St	John	the	Evangelist:	John	19:	26.	The	account
that	follows	of	the	Virgin’s	swoons	at	the	Crucifixion	are	not	in	the



canonical	gospels	but	develop	in	devotional	tradition.
8. 	This	day	you	shall	be	with	me	in	paradise:	Luke	23:	43.
9. 	commended	his	spirit	…	he	died:	Luke	23:	46.
10. 	crying	and	roaring:	perhaps	emulating	Mary	Magdalene’s	weeping	in

medieval	accounts	of	the	Passion.
11. 	Joseph	of	Arimathea:	a	disciple	of	Jesus	(Matthew	27:	57),	who

obtained	Pilate’s	permission	to	take	Christ’s	body	after	the	Crucifixion
(John	19:	38)	and	laid	it	in	the	tomb.	The	following	paragraphs
describe	Christ’s	Deposition	from	the	Cross	and	his	Entombment,
frequently	depicted	in	medieval	art	and	objects	of	devout
contemplation.	Differences	in	the	four	Gospel	accounts	of	the
Crucifixion	prompted	some	confusion	over	how	many	and	which
female	disciples	were	present,	although	traditionally	there	were	three
Marys:	the	Virgin,	her	sister	and	Mary	Magdalene.	Kempe’s	account,
including	two	sisters	of	the	Virgin	Mary,	implies	four.

12. 	marble	stone:	Kempe	had	seen	this	stone	for	herself	in	the	Church	of
the	Holy	Sepulchre	in	Jerusalem	(see	p.	74).

13. 	kiss	his	feet	…	I	get	grace:	Mary	Magdalene	was	identified	with	the
woman	who	bathes	Christ’s	feet	with	her	tears	(Luke	7:	38);	she	sat	at
Christ’s	feet	and	heard	his	word	(Luke	10:	39);	in	medieval	depictions
of	the	Deposition	and	Entombment	she	cradles	Christ’s	feet.



Chapter	81

1. 	good	hot	drink	…	spiced	wine:	Kempe	here	follows	what	Meditationes
Vitae	Christi	encouraged	her	to	perform	in	spiritual	imagination	when
contemplating	the	aftermath	of	the	Passion:	‘If	you	will	use	your
powers,	you	too	will	know	how	to	obey,	serve,	console,	and	comfort
[our	Lady],	so	that	she	may	eat	a	little’	(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.	347).

2. 	St	Peter	knocking	at	the	door:	this	and	the	following	paragraph	suggest
that	Kempe	might	know	this	non-biblical	episode	from	the
Meditationes	Vitae	Christi:	‘But	then	there	was	a	knock	at	the	door	…
John	went	to	the	door,	and	looking	out	recognized	Peter,	and	said,	“It
is	Peter.”	Our	Lady	said,	“Let	him	come	in.”	Thereupon	Peter	entered
shamefacedly,	with	great	sobbing	and	weeping’	(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.
348).

3. 	chapel	…	Christ	appeared	to	her:	perhaps	the	Chapel	of	the
Apparition,	in	the	Church	of	the	Holy	Sepulchre,	which	Kempe	had
visited	(ch.	30).	The	risen	Christ’s	appearing	first	to	his	mother	(in
contradiction	of	Mark	16:	9	and	John	20:	14–17,	where	he	appears	first
to	Mary	Magdalene)	was	a	widespread	medieval	tradition.

4. 	Salve,	sancta	parens:	‘Hail,	holy	mother’,	the	opening	words	of	the
Mass	of	Our	Lady.

5. 	our	Lady	feeling	…	any	soreness	or	any	pain:	The	Meditationes	Vitae
Christi	describes	Mary	intently	examining	her	son’s	wounds,
enquiring	if	they	are	still	painful	(Ragusa	and	Green,	p.	360).

6. 	Woman,	why	are	you	weeping?:	For	Christ’s	appearance	in	the
semblance	of	a	gardener	to	Mary	Magdalene,	see	John	20:	15–17.

7. 	Touch	me	not:	echoing	John	20:	17.	Christ’s	words	were	interpreted	as
enjoining	his	followers	henceforth	to	focus	on	him	in	his	divinity
rather	than	to	seek	him	as	he	was	in	this	world.



Chapter	82

1. 	Candlemas	Day	…	our	Lady	herself:	the	Feast	of	the	Purification	on	2
February,	a	major	festival	in	the	Christian	calendar,	commemorating
the	Virgin	Mary’s	purification	and	the	presentation	in	the	Temple	of
the	infant	Jesus	forty	days	after	his	birth	(Luke	2:	22–4).	The	festival
was	marked	by	one	of	the	liturgical	year’s	most	elaborate	processions,
joined	by	parishioners	each	carrying	a	blessed	candle,	which	was
offered	along	with	a	penny	to	the	priest	at	mass,	alluding	to	Simeon’s
hailing	the	infant	Christ	as	‘a	light	to	lighten	the	Gentiles’	(Luke	2:
32),	and	‘as	if	the	Church	were	in	effect	saying:	“O	blessed	Virgin,
you	need	no	purification!	You	are	wholly	shining,	wholly
resplendent!”’	(Ryan,	vol.	1,	p.	148).	Mary	of	Oignies	sees	a	vision	of
the	Purification	during	a	Candlemas	procession	(Brown,	p.	166).
Kempe’s	vivid	reimagining	that	follows	of	the	scriptural	scene	was
possibly	prompted	by	memories	of	re-enactments	staged	by	the
Candlemas	guild	at	St	Margaret’s,	Lynn;	for	Candlemas	processions
and	pageants	organized	by	guilds,	as	in	surviving	Beverley	records,
see	Duffy,	pp.	16–22.

2. 	women	that	were	being	purified:	a	woman	would	return	to	church	for
the	first	time	about	a	month	after	giving	birth,	coming	to	the	church
porch	with	a	lighted	candle	which,	when	blessed	by	the	priest,
symbolized	her	purified	body.	The	woman	was	then	processed	to	the
altar	and	readmitted	to	communion	and	to	community	with	the
faithful,	the	priest	chanting	Psalm	120	(121):	6–8.	This	‘churching’
was	the	one	liturgical	ceremony	provided	for	women	only.	The	women
who	came	to	make	offerings	would	be	the	appointed	godmothers	and
those	who	had	helped	at	the	birth	and	presented	the	newborn	child	for
baptism	on	behalf	of	the	mother,	together	with	women	relatives	and
neighbours.	Kempe	is	as	moved	by	any	such	‘churching’	of	women	as
by	Candlemas	itself.



Chapter	83

1. 	St	Michael	the	Archangel:	St	Michael’s	Church	at	Mintlyn,	just	east	of
Lynn;	now	a	ruin.

2. 	There	were	also	nuns	…	to	whom	he	will:	Lynn	itself	had	no	nunneries
but	there	were	several	nearby,	at	Blackborough	and	Crabhouse.



Chapter	84

1. 	Abbess	of	Denny	…	said	creature:	Denny	was	a	house	of	Franciscan
nuns	near	Waterbeach,	six	miles	north-east	of	Cambridge.	(The	mid-
fourteenth-century	refectory	survives;	fragments	of	the	church	are
incorporated	into	an	eighteenth-century	house.)	Strict	enclosure	would
normally	be	expected	of	such	nuns.	Kempe	was	probably	sent	for	by
Margery	Milley	(Abbess	c.1419–31),	or	possibly	by	Agnes	Bernard
(Abbess	1413–19).

2. 	all	the	boats	…	in	the	direction	of	Cambridge:	there	was	regular	traffic
by	inland	waterways	between	Lynn,	Ely	and	Cambridge.

3. 	like	a	hidden	God:	see	also	p.	34.



Chapter	85

1. 	as	though	she	would	have	slept:	several	visions	in	this	chapter	are
preceded	by	sleepiness,	perhaps	recalling	Song	of	Solomon	5:	2,	‘I
sleep,	but	my	heart	waketh’.

2. 	a	huge	book	before	him:	the	Book	of	Life,	in	which	are	written	the
names	of	those	who	shall	be	saved;	deriving	from	Revelation	20:	12–
15.	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	has	a	vision	of	a	Book	of	Life;	see	W.	P.
Cumming	(ed.),	The	Revelations	of	Saint	Birgitta,	EETS,	o.s.,	178
(London:	Oxford	University	Press,	1929),	p.	86.	St	Katherine’s	name
is	written	in	the	book	of	everlasting	life;	see	S.	Nevanlinna	and	I.
Taavitsainen	(eds),	St	Katherine	of	Alexandria:	The	Late	Middle
English	Prose	Legend	in	Southwell	Minster	MS	7	(Cambridge:	D.	S.
Brewer,	1993),	pp.	446–8.

3. 	the	Trinity:	a	frequent	medieval	English	way	of	representing	the	Trinity
was	to	show	God	the	Father	crowned	and	enthroned,	holding	the
crucifix	between	his	knees,	while	the	dove	of	the	Holy	Spirit	hovers
above.	Kempe	is	earlier	ordained	to	kneel	before	the	Trinity	in	prayer
(p.	24).

4. 	she	took	his	toes	…	flesh	and	bones:	recalling	Mary	Magdalene’s
devotion	to	the	feet	of	Christ;	see	ch.	80,	n.	13.

5. 	house	of	the	Preaching	Friars:	for	the	site	of	the	Dominican	house	in
Lynn,	see	ch.	5,	n.	14;	their	church	contained	a	magnificent	image	of
the	Virgin	Mary.



Chapter	86

1. 	give	me	suck:	possibly	alluding	to	Kempe’s	meditations	on	the	nativity
and	infancy	of	Christ;	see	chs	5	and	6.

2. 	you	have	a	cushion	of	gold	…	in	your	soul:	gold,	red	and	white	are
traditionally	associated	with	the	Father,	Son	and	Holy	Spirit	of	the
Trinity.

3. 	go	to	bed	together	…	if	they	will:	see	earlier,	p.	92.
4. 	bathed	me	…	in	your	bed:	possibly	alluding	to	Kempe’s	meditations	on

the	infancy	of	Christ;	see	chs	5	and	6.



Chapter	87

1. 	more	than	twenty-five	years	…	written:	since	the	writing	of	the	Book
may	be	dated	to	1436–8	(see	Preface,	n.	2;	Book	II,	ch.	1,	n.	1),	Kempe
may	be	thinking	of	the	chastity	agreement	with	her	husband	in	1413
(ch.	11)	as	a	new	beginning,	or	of	her	earlier	contemplative	experience
(ch.	3).



Chapter	88

1. 	When	this	book	was	first	being	written:	chs	88–9	have	been	understood
to	report	the	writing	of	the	illegible	first	version,	rather	than	the	start	of
rewriting	it	into	what	became	the	extant	version,	although	this	involves
seeing	as	miraculous	the	transcription	of	a	text	later	discovered	to	be
defective.	Christ’s	repeated	reassurances	in	this	chapter	about
Kempe’s	confessor	Robert	Spryngolde	(see	ch.	8,	n.	2)	may	suggest	it
is	the	rewriting	that	is	described,	as	too	the	impression	of	a	process
longer	than	the	month	available	for	the	first	writing.

2. 	good	works	that	I	have	worked	in	you:	referring	back	to	pp.	24–5.
3. 	whether	you	read	or	hear	things	read:	the	distinction	may	betoken	that

Kempe	had	some	ability	to	read,	but	it	may	be	a	formula.



Chapter	89

1. 	a	flame	of	fire	…	from	weeping:	for	Kempe’s	earlier	experience	of
inner	fire,	see	pp.	90,	113,	149.	Here	the	fire’s	associations	may	be
Pentecostal	(Acts	2:	1–4),	implying	the	Holy	Spirit’s	inspiration	for
Kempe’s	apostolic	mission	in	writing	her	book;	see	also	her	prayer	for
Pentecostal	inspiration,	p.	251.	The	marvellous	tokens	are	paralleled	in
the	writing	down	of	other	mystical	texts.	One	of	St	Bridget’s
amanuenses	experienced	marvellous	tokens	(Revelationes
Extravagantes,	chs	113–14;	Searby,	vol.	4,	pp.	316–17).

2. 	Master	Aleyn	…	as	well	as	he	could:	i.e.	Alan	of	Lynn	(see	ch.	9,	n.	6).
3. 	Here	ends	…	this	book:	the	end	of	Book	I	is	the	point	where	Kempe’s

first	amanuensis	died.



BOOK	II

Chapter	1

1. 	the	blissful	Trinity:	records	indicate	that	Kempe	became	a	member	of
the	Trinity	Guild	at	Lynn	before	Easter	1438,	i.	e.	around	the	time	that
the	writing	of	Book	II	was	begun.

2. 	he	began	…	1438,	on	the	feast	of	St	Vitalis,	Martyr:	St	Vitalis	of
Ravenna,	whose	feast	day	was	28	April.	The	second	writing	of	Book	I
had	been	started	on	23	July	1436.

3. 	And	first	…	frailty	would	allow:	the	ensuing	narrative	of	how	Kempe’s
prayers	save	an	errant	son	who	predeceases	his	mother	recalls	how
after	the	death	of	her	wayward	son	St	Bridget	of	Sweden	learns	by
revelation	from	the	Virgin	that	he	has	been	saved	by	Bridget’s	tears
and	prayers	(Liber	Celestis,	7.13;	Searby,	vol.	3,	pp.	227–33;	Ellis,	pp.
477–9).

4. 	the	fruit	of	her	womb:	Luke	1:	42.
5. 	in	Prussia,	in	Germany:	‘by	1388	a	group	of	Prussian	merchants	was

established	in	[Lynn]	…	The	great	preoccupation	of	the	Lynn
merchants	of	the	later	fourteenth	and	fifteenth	centuries	lay	in	the
Baltic	trade’	(Owen,	pp.	46–7).

6. 	a	chapel	of	our	Lady	…	before	she	died:	the	setting	is	probably	the
Gesine	Chapel	in	St	Margaret’s	Church,	Lynn	(see	ch.	63,	n.	1;	ch.	69,
n.	8),	but	perhaps	the	Chapel	of	Our	Lady	at	the	Dominican	house	at
Lynn	(see	ch.	85,	n.	5).



Chapter	2

1. 	all	fashionably	slashed:	Kempe’s	son	formerly	resembled	a	character	in
Piers	Plowman	who	lives	for	pleasure,	wears	clothes	with	hems	cut
into	points,	uses	lascivious	language	and	thinks	piety	is	a	joke;	see
Derek	Pearsall	(ed.),	Piers	Plowman:	A	New	Annotated	Edition	of	the
C-Text	(Exeter:	Exeter	University	Press,	2008),	22.143–7.	For
‘dagged’	or	slashed	garments	as	a	sign	of	moral	shortcomings,	see	ch.
2,	n.	2;	ch.	45,	n.	5.

2. 	he	passed	…	every	man	must	go:	as	Kempe	probably	witnessed	the
display	of	relics	at	Aachen	in	July	1433	(see	Book	II,	ch.	7,	n.	1),	and
her	daughter-in-law	stays	with	her	for	a	year	and	a	half	after	the	death
of	Kempe’s	son	(p.	229),	Kempe’s	husband	and	son	probably	died	in
the	summer	or	autumn	of	1431.	For	a	letter	issued	by	the	city	of
Danzig	on	12	June	1431	to	one	John	Kempe,	which	would	have	been	a
business	reason	for	him	to	return	to	England,	see	Introduction,	n.	4.

3. 	Ipswich:	this	Suffolk	port	is	around	sixty-five	miles	south-east	of	Lynn.
4. 	a	hermit	…	a	young	man:	a	hermit	attached	to	St	Margaret’s	Church,

Lynn.	Kempe	later	greets	him	by	name	as	‘Reynald’	(p.	250),	but	he
has	not	been	identified.

5. 	first	go	to	Walsingham:	Kempe	makes	a	pilgrimage	to	the	Priory	of
Our	Lady	at	Walsingham	in	north	Norfolk,	among	the	most	celebrated
pilgrimage	destinations	in	England	with	its	image	of	the	Virgin	Mary,
relic	of	her	milk,	and	shrine	of	the	Holy	House	(a	miraculous	replica	of
the	site	of	the	Annunciation	in	Nazareth);	called	‘Falsingham’	by
Lollards	(Heresy	Trials,	pp.	47,	74,	148).	Kempe’s	route	from	Lynn	to
Ipswich	via	Walsingham	and	Norwich	would	be	a	journey	of	between
eighty	and	ninety	miles.

6. 	If	God	…	who	shall	be	against	us?:	Romans	8:	31.
7. 	Grey	Friar	…	feelings	before:	i.e.	a	Franciscan;	unidentified.



Chapter	3

1. 	entered	their	ship	…	Thursday	in	Passion	Week:	the	Thursday	before
Palm	Sunday.	If	Kempe	was	in	Aachen	in	July	1433	(Book	II,	ch.	7,	n.
1),	this	embarkation	probably	occurred	on	2	April	1433.

2. 	landed	on	Good	Friday	…	Monday	after	Easter:	Kempe	was	probably
in	Norway	between	10	and	13	April	1433.

3. 	After	the	custom	…	at	about	noon:	in	England	the	cross	was	raised
from	the	Easter	Sepulchre	(see	ch.	57,	n.	4)	early	on	Easter	morning,
by	contrast,	and	carried	round	the	church	while	bells	were	rung	and	the
choir	sang	the	anthem	‘Christus	resurgens’	(‘Christ,	rising	from	the
dead	…’).	Placed	on	an	altar	on	the	north	side	of	the	church,	the	cross
was	then	venerated	by	the	people	(Duffy,	p.	30).



Chapter	4

1. 	in	Danzig	in	Germany:	now	Gdańsk	in	Poland,	a	thousand-mile	journey
from	Lynn.

2. 	there	was	a	war	…	pass	by:	probably	referring	to	hostilities	in	1433
between	an	alliance	of	Hussites	with	Poland	against	the	Teutonic
Knights,	a	military	order	which	was	the	dominant	power	in	Prussia	at
this	time,	and	to	which	Danzig	had	belonged	since	1308.

3. 	Wilsnack:	when	the	church	at	Wilsnack	in	Brandenburg	was	burned
down	in	1383,	three	Eucharistic	Hosts	were	reputedly	found	in	the
ruins,	miraculously	unscathed	and	with	spots	believed	to	be	Christ’s
blood;	the	site	became	a	major	pilgrimage	destination;	see	Jonathan
Sumption,	Pilgrimage	(London:	Faber,	1975),	pp.	282–4,	and	Caroline
Walker	Bynum,	Wonderful	Blood:	Theology	and	Practice	in	Late
Medieval	Northern	Germany	and	Beyond	(Philadelphia:	University	of
Pennsylvania	Press,	2007),	pp.	25–45.	(The	Book	manuscript	margin
has	the	name	‘Wylsnak’	and	a	drawing	of	three	Hosts	in	red	ink.)	For
pilgrim	badges	from	Wilsnack	discovered	in	England	and	including
King’s	Lynn,	in	the	form	of	three	roundels	representing	the	three
wafers,	see	Brian	Spencer,	Pilgrim	Souvenirs	and	Secular	Badges
(London:	Stationery	Office,	1998),	pp.	264,	266.

4. 	because	she	was	an	Englishwoman	…	to	leave	there:	by	1433	there
were	serious	disagreements	over	trading	privileges	and	payment	of
dues	between	England	and	the	Teutonic	Knights.	The	English
merchant	community	resident	in	Danzig	were	pressing	for	further
privileges;	see	M.	M.	Postan,	Medieval	Trade	and	Finance
(Cambridge:	Cambridge	University	Press,	1973),	pp.	251–5.

5. 	Stralsund:	(spelled	‘Strawissownd’	by	the	scribe	of	the	Book),	a	Hansa
port	on	the	Baltic	Sea,	about	three	hundred	miles	west	of	Danzig;
Wilsnack	lies	a	hundred	and	ten	miles	to	the	south.	In	travelling
westwards	by	sea	over	the	Baltic	from	Danzig	to	Stralsund,	Kempe
avoids	an	overland	journey	through	hostile	territory.	St	Bridget	of
Sweden	had	passed	through	Stralsund	on	her	way	to	Rome,	receiving
there	the	Virgin’s	assurance	that	even	if	she	dies	before	what	is
foretold	in	her	writings	is	fulfilled,	she	will	still	be	rewarded	for	her
good	intentions	(Revelationes	Extravagantes,	ch.	67;	Searby,	4,	p.
285).



Chapter	5

1. 	about	sixty	years	of	age:	Kempe’s	giving	of	her	age	here	(in	Middle
English,	‘abowtyn	iii	scor	yer	of	age’),	in	an	account	of	events	datable
to	1433,	indicates	that	she	was	born	c.	1373.

2. 	Corpus	Christi	Eve:	probably	10	June	1433;	see	also	Book	I,	ch.	2,	n.	8.



Chapter	6

1. 	make	their	way	towards	Aachen:	in	travelling	from	Wilsnack	to
Aachen,	Kempe	has	undertaken	on	foot	a	journey	of	some	five
hundred	and	twenty-five	miles.

2. 	Friars	Minor:	i.	e.	Franciscan	friars.
3. 	blessed	sacrament	…	crystal	container:	the	Octave	was	a	period	of

eight	days	beginning	with	the	day	of	the	feast	of	Corpus	Christi,	in	this
case	11–18	June	1433.	The	sacrament	was	probably	on	display	in	a
form	of	monstrance.

4. 	‘Qui	seminant	…	flebant’	etc.:	‘They	that	sow	in	tears	[shall	reap	in
joy]	…	going	they	went	and	wept	…’;	Psalm	125	(126):	5–7.

5. 	They	called	her	an	Englishwoman	with	a	tail:	Kempe	thinks	she	is
being	called	an	English	‘sterte’	(Middle	English	for	‘tail’),	referring	to
an	old	racist	jibe	on	the	continent	that	English	people	had	tails,
although	she	may	actually	have	been	called	in	German	‘sterzer’
(vagabond)	or	‘stört’	([she	is]	annoying);	see	Klaus	Bitterling,
‘Margery	Kempe,	an	English	“Sterte”	in	Germany’,	Notes	and
Queries,	43	(1996),	pp.	21–2.	Book	II	never	explains	how	Kempe
makes	herself	understood	in	Germany,	but	German-speaking
merchants	frequented	Lynn,	and	her	Prussian	daughter-in-law	had
stayed	with	her	in	Lynn.



Chapter	7

1. 	our	Lady’s	smock	…	on	St	Margaret’s	Day:	as	well	as	the	smock	the
Virgin	Mary	wore	at	Christ’s	birth,	the	other	relics	at	Aachen	included
the	Christ	Child’s	swaddling	clothes,	the	cloth	which	received	St	John
the	Baptist’s	head,	and	the	loincloth	worn	by	Christ	on	the	cross.	The
relics	were	only	displayed	to	pilgrims	every	seven	years,	and	were	so
exhibited	in	1433,	the	most	likely	year	for	Kempe’s	visit.	(In	the
margin	of	the	Book	manuscript	here,	a	smock	has	been	drawn	in	red.)
For	pilgrim	badges	from	Aachen	found	in	England,	in	the	form	of	the
Virgin’s	smock,	see	Brian	Spencer,	Pilgrim	Souvenirs	and	Secular
Badges	(London:	Stationery	Office,	1998),	pp.	258–60.	St	Bridget	of
Sweden	and	St	Dorothea	of	Montau	both	made	pilgrimages	to	Aachen,
and	the	smock	through	which	St	Bridget	can	discern	Mary’s	virginal
flesh	is	mentioned	in	her	vision	of	the	Nativity	(Liber	Celestis,	7.21;
Searby,	vol.	3,	p.	250).	St	Margaret’s	Day	was	celebrated	in	England
on	20	July,	but	on	13	July	in	Aachen	at	this	date.

2. 	to	Calais	…	as	they	could	manage:	the	distance	from	Aachen	to	Calais
is	two	hundred	miles.	Calais	was	an	English	possession	between	1347
and	1558.



Chapter	9

1. 	Mar.	Kempe:	the	only	mention	of	Kempe’s	surname	in	the	Book.
2. 	fish	day:	a	day	when	Christians	should	abstain	from	meat,	often

substituting	fish.
3. 	set	aside	…	ate	the	good	pike:	so	declining	a	humble	fish	but	eating	a

better	one;	hence	the	ridicule	and	accusations	of	hypocrisy	throughout
this	chapter.

4. 	Cardinal’s	house:	i.e.	Cardinal	Beaufort	(see	ch.	71,	n.	4).
5. 	hypocrite	in	Lynn	…	the	table:	this	implies	that	Kempe	had	a	more	than

local	fame,	as	on	other	occasions	where	her	reputation	precedes	her;
see	pp.	37,	76,	98.

6. 	in	London	…	high	grace	in	her	soul:	Kempe	evidently	remains	in
London	from	the	summer	of	1433	for	about	a	year,	returning	to	Lynn
sometime	after	her	visit	to	Syon	Abbey	on	29	July	1434	(see	Book	II,
ch.	10,	n.	2).	Her	movements	were	perhaps	curtailed	by	the
exceptionally	cold	winter	of	1433–4;	see	C.	L.	Kingsford	(ed.),
Chronicles	of	London	(Oxford:	Clarendon	Press,	1905),	p.	137.



Chapter	10

1. 	Lammas	Day:	probably	1	August	1434.	Kempe	arrives	three	days
before,	i.e.	on	29	July.

2. 	to	obtain	her	pardon	…	Sheen:	‘Syon’	is	written	in	red	by	an	annotator
in	the	manuscript	margin	beside	the	first	line	of	this	chapter.	Henry	V
founded	a	Carthusian	monastery	at	Sheen,	Surrey,	and	also,	on	the
opposite	side	of	the	Thames,	a	Brigittine	house	of	Mount	Syon,	which
in	1431	was	moved	downriver	to	Isleworth	(now	the	site	of	the	Duke
of	Northumberland’s	Syon	House).	Sheen	and	Syon	formed	a	great
centre	of	contemplative	piety	in	fifteenth-century	England;	see	Susan
Powell,	The	Birgittines	of	Syon	Abbey:	Preaching	and	Print
(Turnhout:	Brepols,	2017).	The	‘Pardon	of	Syon’	was	an	indulgence
for	pilgrims	to	the	abbey,	available	at	Lammastide.



[Kempe’s	Prayers]

1. 	[Kempe’s	Prayers]:	after	the	end	of	Book	II	on	the	ninth	line	of	folio
120	in	the	manuscript,	the	remainder	of	the	page	is	left	blank	and	these
prayers	begin	overleaf	on	the	reverse	of	folio	120.	The	prayers	may
have	been	assembled	and	used	by	Kempe	before	composition	of	the
Book:	the	prayers	evidently	postdate	Kempe’s	pilgrimage	to	Jerusalem
(p.	256);	they	refer	twice	to	‘my	crying’	(p.	252)	but	not	to	the
cessation	of	that	crying.	Her	prayer	that	her	confessors	should	fear
God	in	her	(p.	253)	may	also	point	to	Kempe’s	own	composition	of	the
prayers.

2. 	Veni	creator	spiritus:	‘Come,	creator	spirit’,	a	Latin	Pentecost	hymn	to
the	Holy	Spirit.	See	Acts	2:	1–4;	Kempe	says	the	hymn	to	pray	for	the
Pentecostal	inspiration	of	the	apostles.

3. 	grant	me	…	a	well	of	tears:	see	also	ch.	14,	n.	7;	ch.	32,	n.	5;	ch.	41,	n.
5;	ch.	57,	n.	11.

4. 	Lord	…	draw	him	to	you:	John	6:	44.
5. 	Mary	Magdalene	…	St	Paul:	for	the	first	three	of	the	four	repentant

sinners	here,	see	p.	53;	ch.	21,	nn.	3–5.
6. 	the	woman	who	was	taken	in	adultery:	John	8:	3–11.
7. 	Lazarus	…	death	to	life:	brother	of	Mary	and	Martha	of	Bethany,

whom	Christ	raised	from	the	dead	(John	11:	1–12,	17).	For	Kempe’s
visit	to	Bethany,	see	p.	77.

8. 	Amen:	following	this	in	the	manuscript,	in	the	same	hand	as	the	text,	is
written	the	inscription	‘Jhesu	mercy	quod	Salthows’	(Thanks	be	to
Jesus!	says	Salthouse).	Salthouse	is	a	village	on	the	north	Norfolk
coast	north-east	of	Lynn,	and	is	recorded	as	a	family	name	in	fifteenth-
century	Lynn.	The	name	or	signature	of	a	‘Richardus	Salthowus’,
written	in	a	fifteenth-century	hand,	is	also	found	in	a	manuscript	of
Geoffrey	of	Monmouth’s	History	of	the	Kings	of	Britain	of	c.1275–
1325	(now	Cambridge	University	Library	MS	Ii.4.12,	fol.	ii),	which
belonged	to	the	Benedictine	cathedral	library	at	Norwich	(H.	Kelliher,
British	Library	Journal,	23	(1997),	p.	262).	A	Richard	Salthouse	is
recorded	as	a	monk	at	Norwich	from	1443,	dying	before	1487;	see
Joan	Greatrex,	Biographical	Register	of	the	English	Cathedral
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1 	 The	 Short	 Treatise	 is	 translated	 here	 from	 the	 text	 printed	 by
Wynkyn	de	Worde	(see	Note	on	the	Text).	After	each	excerpt	from	the
Book	in	the	Treatise,	a	page	reference	is	given	in	square	brackets	to	the
corresponding	text	of	the	Book	as	translated	in	this	volume.	The	text	of
the	 Short	 Treatise	 differs	 from	 that	 in	 the	 Book	 in	 some	 details	 of
diction	and	phrasing,	and	this	is	reflected	in	the	translated	excerpts.
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