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Prologue





The process by which the Mystery Plays were originally created has been described as ‘one of translation, accretion, adaptation, revision’. It was in a similar fashion that I worked with the Cottlesloe Company, offering myself as a Yorkshire poet who came to read the metre and to monitor the preservation of the plays’ Northern character. During my absence in America other members of the Company also worked on the text, notably John Russell Brown, Bill Bryden and Jack Shepherd, especially in The Nativity production of 1980. Some of that work was revised to give the final dramatic shape to the three-part final production of The Mysteries and to fashion this text.
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INTRODUCTION





In Harrison’s ‘Them & [uz]’, the schoolboy-poet vows vengeance on the teacher who deplores in standard English the Yorkshire accent the boy uses for Keats:


 








‘you barbarian, T.W.’ He was nicely spoken











The form of vengeance starts the sequel poem:


 








So right, yer buggers, then! We’ll occupy


your lousy leasehold Poetry!











This threat of occupation has been fulfilled, not in Harrison’s formally traditional poetry (except in The School of Eloquence itself, which is where the threat is made), but in his plays: in Yan Tan Tethera, or (more convincingly) The Big H. The most important and extended text in this enterprise is the version of the Middle English Biblical mystery plays, compiled and staged by Harrison over several years: Passion sequence in 1977; the Nativity in 1981; and the whole cycle, adding to those two dramatizations an elaborate Old Testament sequence, in late 1984. By the time Harrison’s cycle was complete it represented a highly significant contribution to that geographical decentring which has been one of the most important movements in contemporary English poetry, particularly amongst the dominant Northern Irish school (a development which was declared one of the most prominent features of contemporary poetry by Andrew Motion and Blake Morrison in the introduction to their 1982 Penguin Book of Contemporary British Poetry).


Harrison’s turning to the literature of the medieval era is not accidental. Before this century it is necessary to go back to the pre-Renaissance era to find genuinely local literature in English. Late medieval literature flourished in the north of England and in Scotland, well after the origins of standard English in the late fourteenth century. The Arthurian romances and the drama cycles of the fifteenth century are the classic texts, and it is to them we must return to find a confident, unapologetic version of English that is non-standard.


It must be stressed that this is a matter of language as well as geographical power-centre or social class. The boy in ‘Them and [uz]’ who reads Keats’s ’mi ’art aches’ has a more vibrant literary language at his command than the teacher who rejoins with the punning cliché ‘Mine’s broken, you barbarian, T.W.!’ Harrison’s creation of the large acting text of The Mysteries is a very ambitious project because it is monolingual; it attempts to achieve effects of theatrical power and dignity in a dialect of English usually associated with marginalization and even unseriousness. In many of Harrison’s other plays there is a marked tension, fought out in linguistic terms, between the energetic/barbaric and the cultured/civilized (in a duality reminiscent of Arnold’s culture and anarchy). In The Mysteries anarchy has the field to itself, exactly reproducing the circumstances of the medieval staging of these plays where the local-guild actors, ‘the rude mechanicals’, had to endeavour within their limitations to enact the most exalted of subjects.


There are other reasons for selecting these plays as the ground on which to fight for reclamation of the lease on poetry. They are provincial in language, but – like much of Middle English literature from the provinces – they are decidedly cosmopolitan and learned. Perhaps the single most important programmatic feature in Harrison’s writing is the insistence that art and vernacular are not irreconcilable. He might, indeed, agree with Tom Paulin that their linking is in some ways essential.1 The stage-directions in the York cycle are in Latin, and the macaronic language of Mak the sheep-stealer finds its place naturally in Harrison’s Classics-loving English:


 








From my top to my toe,


Manus tuas commendo,


Pontio Pilato.











When Peter Hall rejoiced, with reference to Harrison, ‘we have a great poet back in the theatre’, he was paying tribute to the diverse range of virtuoso linguistic skills that Harrison brought to his plays. The power and skill of the Yorkshire alliterative language was praised by all commentators on the productions of The Mysteries; but it should be stressed that Harrison’s structural achievements here are no less remarkable. To see how this is, it is necessary to look in detail at the nature of the surviving medieval cycles and at what Harrison has done with them.


Four complete cycles of the plays in English survive from the Middle Ages:2 York, Towneley (from Wakefield), Chester and the Ludus Coventriae: ‘Coventry’s play’, so called because there was a cycle from Coventry though it is now certain that this is not it; two plays from the Coventry cycle do survive. Ludus Coventriae probably comes from Norfolk.


The cycles vary considerably in scope, coverage and styles. York is much the longest, comprising forty-eight plays, very diverse in language and register, and it has a marked sense of responsibility for the completeness of its coverage of the Bible epic of salvation, from the Creation of the world to the Last Judgement. It intercuts reminders of the stage of development of the Biblical epic, thus displaying a concern for a compendious wholeness typical of medieval summa’s or ‘anatomies’: as Malory attempted to compile out of diverse materials the ‘hoole book’ of Arthur, or The Romance of the Rose set out to cover, ‘the whole matter of love’.


Of the other cycles, Ludus Coventriae is York’s nearest rival in scope and disparateness comprising forty-two plays including two longer Passion sequences (close to the language of the Bible) and a Nativity sequence of linked plays. It is also the most literary of the four cycles, surviving in a book-form with no evidence that it was staged, and it has a far higher proportion of Marian plays than the other cycles.


The Chester cycle, of twenty-four plays, survives in five manuscripts and, though in some ways the least appealing, it has twice been assigned an authorship (including attribution in the sixteenth century to Ranulph Higden, author of the Polychronicon). It makes a coherent cycle, but it is praised mostly for the excellence of particular plays within it. It was staged very successfully by BBC Television in 1976, starring Tom Courtenay.3


The Towneley cycle (named after the Burnley family amongst whose papers the manuscript survived) has been thought to be a cancelled version of York because a few plays are common to both. It is much the least coherent cycle, omitting some crucial Biblical stories which have been thought central in the others. But even more than Chester, Towneley is celebrated for the attractions of a few individual plays within it: the six ‘Wakefield pageants’, written in a sophisticated rhyme-scheme in Yorkshire dialect and containing the best-known of all the Mystery plays, the ‘Second Shepherd’s Play’ containing the story of the sheep-stealer Mak, a kind of visual parody of the Nativity proper which ends it.


These then were Harrison’s sources, the cloth from which he cut his new tapestry. To understand why he is entirely justified in claiming authorship of the Faber text of his versions (‘The Mysteries, by Tony Harrison’), despite the fact that most of the lines he uses are derived from the cycles, it is necessary to look in detail at what he has done with the material. Adapting a practice incipiently evident in parts of the medieval cycles (in the Ludus Coventriae Passion and Nativity sequences, for instance), he has divided the contents of a medieval cycle into three play-length sections: The Nativity, dealing with the Bible story from the Creation to the birth of Christ; The Passion, covering the life, briefly, and death of Christ; and Doomsday, going from the ‘Harrowing of Hell’ to the Last Judgement (the former enacts the favourite medieval legend of Christ’s descent into Hell after the Crucifixion to bring out the souls of the Old Testament blessed: a scenario famous in parody from the ‘knocking at the gate’ scene in Macbeth).


The 1977 Passion drew on York only, with adaptations and minor additions by Harrison (and perhaps by the company in the course of performance) to achieve a coherent stageable form. The 1981 Nativity showed a major change in procedure and selection: the first two episodes (the Creation and the Fall of Man) are from York, and the next two (Cain and Abel, and the Flood) are from the Towneley ‘Wakefield pageants’, except for Noah’s more grave concluding speech which is from York. The next episode, Abraham and Isaac, begins with Ludus Coventriae but draws principally on the celebrated, wonderfully touching Chester play. The next two episodes (Joseph’s doubts and the brief birth of Christ) are again from York, but the play ends with a brilliantly inventive and complicated redaction of all four cycles, worked into a coherent and convincing whole. Doomsday in 1984 begins with the same creative mix, based on Towneley and Ludus Coventriae with occasional elements from York. For most of the play, the central spine is taken from York with painstaking splicing from the other two (Chester, which is rather flatly didactic in these sections, is not used).


This somewhat laborious outline of Harrison’s use of his sources is essential in order to indicate his very considerable architectonic achievement. It is clear that he became creatively freer in his use of the medieval cycles as he went on, changing mostly from the closing section of Nativity onwards. To some extent this is because Harrison (again like Malory) develops a stronger sense of the direction and nature of the whole of his version as it rounds towards its conclusion.


But this is not the principal explanation. It is clear from the above outline that Harrison knows the medieval cycles very well indeed and he has a clear sense of what is most to his purpose. It is not so much that he changed his view of the enterprise, or his technique, or the end result: the different procedures are explained largely by a good knowledge of the strengths of the original cycles. York is famously effective in the Passion sequence, culminating in the magnificent Crucifixion play whose quality has led to the hypothesis of an individual ‘author’, the ‘York realist’, and it would not be improved on by external corroboration. The opening plays of the whole cycle, at the start of Harrison’s Nativity play, are quite distinct tableaux and the compiler/producer is simply at liberty to pick the best. Harrison has done this, in my view, with unfailing good judgement. Where he has adapted most is where it was most necessary, when dealing with the disparate and uneven Doomsday sources.


As far as the creation of the text of Doomsday is concerned, this is Harrison’s most surprising and most impressive achievement. In 1984–5, many theatre-goers and reviewers of the production said that this compelling play was much the most brilliant part of the cycle. There is no doubt that the creative drive in this new play is Harrison’s; he reminds us in his introductory note that the process by which the medieval cycles were composed was ‘one of translation, accretion, adaptation, revision’, and in his Doomsday play he has used the variations in language and style of the original cycles to good contrapuntal effect. He has chimed in with the process and spirit of construction of the medieval originals in the creation of an actable modern text in their language. In this way, his achievement is more like that of the anonymous medieval compilers of this collaborative social drama than the individualistic work of the Wakefield master.


This is largely a matter of language: the occupation of the ‘leasehold Poetry’ in the name of communal northern language. On the very first page of The Nativity, Harrison and his medieval forebears send us to the dialect dictionary:


 








In loving aye lasting to lout me. [praise]











This regionally-based exclusivity is carried to very considerable lengths, and quite deliberately so. Sometimes opaque medievalisms are retained for local picturesqueness: ‘bunfast’ for ‘bound fast’, for example.


The dialect of the original is sometimes reinforced against the standard: at the Last Judgement Harrison’s God addresses ‘my blessed bairns’ instead of York’s ‘my blessed children’. While there is a general updating in the direction of theatrical intelligibility, there is also a good deal of uncompromising retention of the remote alliterative original: ‘the warlock waxes wood’; ‘Lucifer gars me go growling and girning’. Side by side with this Harrison has introduced vigorous elements of the corresponding modern Yorkshire register: ‘gormless git’; ‘we get bugger all’. He adds ambitiously and with convincing fidelity to the Wakefield ‘Cain and Abel’ play, one of the most admired in the whole corpus:


 








Farewell. When I am dead


Bury me in Wakefield by t’quarry head.


Damned for my deed I now depart.


By all men set I not a fart.











A concern with the register and feel of language, characteristic of his poetry, keeps the vivid medieval medium ringingly alive. Even the flaws in the linguistic fabric are the result of a deliberate strategy to produce a full-scale Yorkshire acting version, not inviting close scrutiny of every word: for example the exploitation of the accidental homophone in the provision for Adam of ‘a wife to fear’ rather than ‘a wife to fere’ (meaning ‘as a companion’). The production of theatrical sound-effect is more important than the author’s textual accountability.


As well as on their language, Harrison has capitalized too on the full details of stage-direction employed by the compilers of the medieval cycles. This is reinforced by his insistence on the audience/reader’s understanding of the genesis of the text in the course of performance; he shares responsibility for their form not only with Bill Bryden and the other producers, but with the actors too. Significantly, their names appear in the Faber text as an element in its construction, not just its performance. The medieval-style stage-directions are reinforced by the repeated reminders that the plays are being performed by Yorkshire workmen (just as their medieval counterpart in the Wakefield ‘Second Shepherds’ Play’ preempts literalist scepticism by saying ‘I thoght that we had layd us full nere Yngland’). Harrison’s Peter, in a boiler-suit, can hardly draw a sword to cut off Malcus’s ear; the stipulation of ‘a putty-knife’ may sound ineffectual for the purpose, but it is of exactly the same order of social appropriateness and symbolic adequacy as the stage-props prescribed in the medieval texts (for example, ‘2 yards of Red Sea’). The sceptre given to Christ is a screwdriver; the palms strewn on Palm Sunday are ‘a darts mat’; Hell-mouth is represented by a sewer manhole-cover. At the very start ‘God enters on a fork-lift truck’.


Similarly, Harrison emulates medieval practice in giving directions about the emotions or attitudes to be displayed. It is a practice of stage-direction which, like Shaw’s, is half-way to interpretation. After Christ’s healing of him, ‘the Blind Man looks up slowly and takes in the newly opened world of sight’, (in The Big H, which is a Massacre of the Innocents play, also deriving from these cycles, a stage direction requires that ‘The whole effect should establish the rule of Herod in every nook and cranny of life’.)


It is important to show this practice in some detail because it is an intrinsic part of Harrison’s view of stage meaning. What he is doing with these plays can be clarified further by considering the history of their presentation since their modern stage revival. In 1951 the City of York resolved to stage a version of its cycle, last performed there in 1572, as part of the Festival of Britain. Canon J. S. Purvis prepared an effective, mildly modernized acting text of a selected cycle which took about three hours to perform. In the Foreword to his full cycle in 1957, modernized along the same lines, Purvis explains his translating procedure:




to alter nothing that could possibly be retained, either in the words, the arrangement of the words, the verse-forms, or the rhymes and the alliteration, so long as the result might be clear to a modern audience, and the closest faithfulness to the original might be retained.4





So, for example,


 








And suffered mekill traye and tene











becomes


 








And suffered mickle plots and pain.











Purvis’s version has served pretty well on the stage, but nobody could deny that Harrison’s, although it is both more colloquial and often harder to understand, has much more vigour and integrity. His language is as clear in its objectives as his stage-directions. The meaning he wants to express on the stage is precisely determinate.


It is not, for example, incidental to Harrison’s purpose that the medieval plays were enacted by the guilds, the equivalent of modern trade unions. With an elegant piece of disingenuousness, in the introductory paragraph Harrison says he offered himself as ‘a Yorkshire poet who came to read the metre’. In this egalitarian northern venture, he is an artisan (he is well aware that English lacks a common word for the Greek techne, which means both ‘art’ and ‘tradesman’s work’) on a level with ‘The Company’ who are relentlessly itemized as dressed ‘in the various uniforms and overalls of carpenter, painter, butcher, fireman, bus conductor, ticket collector, fishmonger, miner, mechanic, meat-porter, cleaner, gas-fitter, construction worker, etc’. One of the most memorable scenes in the 1984–5 production was Hell lit only by the miners’ pit-helmets. The application was left unlaboured, but it needed no labouring during the long and bitter Miners’ Strike as you watched the toiling group of devils: Nibelungs, labourers, prejudged to damnation. Harrison is of the devil’s party; but, unlike Blake’s Milton, he knows it.


The process of creation here is exactly how meaning was constructed by the medieval cycles. The local guild members used limited resources of language and staging to build to a larger meaning through communal effort. A view of the world, whether divine or human, was created by diverse and often unlikely means, given the apparent crudeness of language and stage-effects: obscenities and obscurities and putty-knives. What Harrison is doing, in fact, is to become a medieval author for the purposes of this enterprise. This is why The Mysteries remains his text, whatever its sources: Troilus and Criseyde remains Chaucer’s even if most of its material in detail is translated from Boccaccio. The idea of authorship that Harrison is rejecting is the increasingly insistent post-Renaissance cult of the author as more central than the text. He is the artisan working among other artisans to produce literary meaning. It may seem to the proponents of the standard view of authorship a barbarian’s conception: involved in a community; opinionated; political; anarchic; provincial. But this vengeful text is all the more T.W.’s for that.


 


Bernard O’Donoghue




1 See, for example, the Introduction to Paulin’s Faber Book of Vernacular Verse (Faber, 1990).


2 Scholarly editions of all the cycles have been published by the Early English Text Society (Oxford University Press). A useful composite cycle, drawing on plays from all of them, is P. Happé’s English Mystery Plays (Penguin, 1975).


3 Broadcast on BBC1 on 18 April 1976, directed by Piers Haggard.


4 J. S. Purvis: The York Cycle of Mystery Plays (London: SPCK, 1957), p. 10.
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The Nativity








The COMPANY in the various uniforms and overalls of carpenter, painter, butcher, fireman, bus conductor, ticket collector, fishmonger, miner, mechanic, meat-porter, cleaner, gas fitter, construction worker, etc., greet the audience as they arrive and talk with them. The leader of the BAND welcomes the audience to the first part of the THE MYSTERIES and the BAND begins a polka tune. The COMPANY dances to the tune, and the audience are invited to clap along.


After the music GOD enters on a fork-lift truck.






Fanfare





GOD








Ego sum alpha et omega,


Vita, via, veritas


Primus et novissimus.













(Fanfare)











I am gracious and great, God withouten beginning;


I am maker unmade, all might is in me.


I am life and way unto wealth winning;


I am foremost and first; als I bid shall it be.


My blessing in bliss shall be blending,


And harboured from harm, shall be hidden,


My body in bliss aye abiding,


Enduring without any ending.













(As GOD speaks LUCIFER enters and stands on a black box. ANGEL GABRIEL stands on the second level facing GOD.)











Since I am maker unmade, and most high in might,


And aye shall be endless, and nought is but I,


Unto my dignity dear shall duly be dight


A bliss all-abundant about me.


In the which bliss I bid that be here


Nine orders of angels full clear,


In loving aye lasting to lout me. 











(to LUCIFER)








Thee, cade, most after me;


I make thee as master and mirror of my might;


I set thee here by me in bliss for to be,


And name thee for Lucifer, als bearer of light.











ANGEL LUCIFER








All the mirth that is made is markèd in me.


The beams of my brighthood are burning so bright,


And so seemly in sight myself I now see.


Like a lord am I lifted to live in this light:













(LUCIFER is lifted by members of the COMPANY off his platform and carried to his ‘throne’, an armchair placed on a fork-lift truck.)











More fairer than friends it appears;


In me is no point to impair.


I feel me well favoured and fair;


My power is passing my peers.











ANGEL GABRIEL








Lord, with a lasting love we laud thee alone,


You mightiful maker that marked us and made us,


And wrought us thus worthely to dwell as thy own


Where never feeling of filth may foul us nor fade us.


All bliss is abundant about us,


The while we are stable in thought


In the worship of him that us wrought;


Of dread need we never more doubt us.











ANGEL LUCIFER








Oh what!


I am favoured and fair and figured full fit;


The form of all fairhood upon me is fast.


All wealth in my wield is, I wete by my wit;


The beams of my brighthood are bigged with the best.


My showing is shimmering and shining,


So bigly to bliss am I brought;


Me needs for to ’noy me right nought;


Here shall never pain bring me pining. 











ANGEL GABRIEL








With all the wit that we wield we worship thy will,


Thou glorious God that is ground of all grace:


Aye with steadfast sound let us stand still,


Lord! to be fed with the food of thy fair face.


In life that is loyal aye-lasting,


Thy dole, Lord, is aye daintethly dealing;


And whoso that food may be feeling,


To see thy fair face, is not fasting.











ANGEL LUCIFER








Ow! Certes! What!


Me beseemeth my beams they are brighter than bright!


Magnificent, mighty, am I, by Mahowne!


In heaven shall I set myself, full seemly to sight,


To receive my reverence through right of renown.


I shall be like unto him that is highest on height!


Oh what! I am worthy and wise …













(LUCIFER’s chair begins to descend.)











Out! Deuce! All goes down.


My beams ere so shining all beshitten and shent


I fall to fierce fire through t’whole firmament.


From heaven I am hurled down on all hand


Help! Harrow! Helpless!













(LUCIFER sees a smoking cauldron beneath him.)











                                        So hot is it here!


Never was space ere so speedily spanned!


This is a dungeon of dole in which I am dight.


Where is my kindred so comely and clear?


Now am I laithliest, alas, that ere was so light,


My brightness, Beelzebub, blackest and blue now.


My bale is ay beating and burning


That gars me go growling and girning.


Out, Ribald, wracked am I by rue now. 


Thrust into this fire, flung out for a thought!


So speedily spilled no sooner I’d spoke.













(LUCIFER leaps into a smoking cauldron manned by two of the COMPANY we will later see play RIBALD and BEELZEBUB.)











I wist not this woe should be wrought


Out on ye, lurdans, ye smore me in smoke.













(The two men spin the cauldron through the audience as the BAND plays ‘Lucifer’s Song’.)











Pride is out and pride is in


Pride is root of every sin


Pride will always fight to win


Til he has brought a man to woe.







Man beware or fall in woe


Consider pride and let it go.







Lucifer was angel bright


A conqueror of power and might


But through his pride he lost his sight


And fell to everlasting woe.







Man beware or fall in woe


Consider pride and let it go.











GOD








These fools from their fair-hood in fantasies fell;


They would not me worship that wrought them.


Wherefore shall my wrath e’er go with them.


And all that me worship shall dwell here, I wis.


Since earth is vain void and in murkness doth dwell,


I bid in my blessing the angels give light.


The murkness thus name I for ‘night’,


The ‘day’ do I call this clear light.


A firmament I bid appear;


And that same shall be named heaven,


With planets and with cloud full clear. 


The sun and moon in fair manner


Now greatly gang in your degree;


For ye shall set the seasons here,


Day from day and year from year.


The water I will be here


To flow both far and near,


The largest part I name the ‘sea’,


Gathering of waters clear.


And with the sea I will begin.


Whales all quick in sea will dwell,


And other fish to flit with fin,


Some with scale and some with shell.


The land shall foster and forth bring


Buxsomly by me decreed


Herbs and fruit to fill and feed,


Trees also thereon shall spring,


And flowers fair on height to hang,


And winging with the wind on high


I bid be fowls full fair to fly.


All divers beasts on land I send,


To breed and be with bale forth brought;


And with the beasts I will to blend


Serpents to be seen unsought,


And worms upon their wombs will wend


To woe in earth and worth to nought.


And so it shall be kenned


How all is made that ought;


Beginning, midd’st and end


I with my word have wrought.













(Maypole dance represents the Creation. ADAM and EVE appear.)











To keep this world both more and less


A skilful beast then will I make


After my shape and my likeness,


The which shall worship to me take.


Of the simplest part of earth that is here


I shall make man. 


Rise up, thou earth, in blood and bone,


In shape of man, I command thee.













(ADAM rises.)











A female shalt thou have to feere –


Here shall I make of thy left rib.













(EVE rises.)











She alone shall be thy dear


To keep thee warm, through night in t’crib.


Take now here the ghost of life,


And receive both your souls of me.


This female take thou to thy wife:


Adam, and Eve, your names shall be.







Adam and Eve, this is the place


That I have grant you of my grace


To have your dwelling in.


Herbs, spice, fruit on tree,


Beasts, fowls, all that ye see,


Shall bow to you therein.


This place hight Paradise;


Here shall your joys begin.











ADAM








O Lord! loved be thy name.


For now is this a joyful home


For thou has brought us to,


Full of solace, calm and mirth,


Herbs and trees and fruit on earth,


With spices many too.


Lo, Eve, now are we brought


Both unto rest and roo.


We need to take no thought,


But look all well to do. 











EVE








Loving be aye to such a lord


To us has given so great reward,


To govern both great and small,


And made us after his own mind


Such pleasure and such play to find


Amongst these mirths all.


Here is a joyful sight


Where we in peace shall dwell.


We love thee, most of might,


Great God, perpetual.











GOD








Love my name with good intent


And hark to my commandment;


My bidding both obey.


Of all the fruit in Paradise


Take ye thereof in your best wise,


And make you right merry.


The tree of good and ill –


What time you eat of this,


Thou speeds thyself to spill,


And be brought out of bliss.











ADAM








Alas, Lord, that we should do so ill.


Thy blessed bidding we shall fulfil,


Both in thought and in deed.


We shall not nigh this tree nor bough,


Nor yet the fruit that on it grow,


Therewith our flesh to feed.











EVE








We shall do thy bidding;


We have no other need.


The fruit full still shall hang,


Lord, that thou hast forbid. 











GOD








Here shall you lead your life


With dainties that is dear.


Adam, and Eve thy wife,


My blessing have you here.













(GOD and ANGEL exeunt. SATAN appears in smoking cauldron.)





SATAN








Alas, my wits are wode with woe!


Ah Lucifer, why fell thou so?


I, that was an angel fair


And sat so high above the air,


Now am I waxen black as coal,


And ugly, tattered as a fool.


What ailed thee, Lucifer, to fall?


Was thou not fairest of angels all?


Brightest and best, and most of love


With God himself that sits above.


Alas the joy that I was in


Have I lost through my sin.


But hearken all what I shall say


That joy that I have lost for ay


God has made man with his hand


To have that bliss withouten end.


If I myself am barred from bliss


I shall make man do much amiss.


I, Lucifer, exiled from light


Shall the bliss of mankind blight.


By Mahowne, I’ll mar for ay


The cleanness of God’s lump of clay.


To Adam’s mate I will me hie.


In a worm-likeness will I wend.


And feign for her a likely lie.


Eve! Eve!











EVE








                  Who is there? 











SATAN








                                                   I, a friend.













(A snake is formed by the COMPANY linking hands with SATAN. They dance)











Of all the fruit that ye see hang


In Paradise, which eat ye not?











EVE








We may of them ilka one


Take all that us good thought;


Save one tree out is ta’en,


Would do harm to nigh it aught.











SATAN








And why that tree – That would I wit


Any more than all other by?











EVE








For our Lord God forbids us it,


The fruit thereof, Adam nor I,


To nigh it near;


And if we did, we both should die,


He said, and cease our solace here.











SATAN








Ah, Eve, to me tak tent;


Tak heed, and thou shalt hear


What that same matter meant


He moved on thus my dear.


To eat thereof he you forfend –


I know it well; this was his skill –


Because he would none other kenned


Those great virtues that longs there still.


For wilt thou see?


Who eats the fruit of good and ill


Shall have knowing as well as he. 











EVE








Why, what kin’ thing art thou,


That tells this tale to me?











SATAN








A worm, that wots well how


That ye may worshipped be.











EVE








What worship should we win thereby


To eat thereof as needs it not?


We have lordship to make mastery


Of all things that in earth are wrought.











SATAN








Woman, do way!


To greater state ye may be brought,


If ye will do as I shall say.











EVE








To do is us full loath


That should our God mispay.











SATAN








Nay, certes, no harm for both;


Eat it safely ye may.


For peril, right there none in lies,


But worship and a great winning;


For right as God ye shall be wise,


And peer to him in all kin’ thing.


Ay, gods shall ye be,


Of ill and good to have knowing,


For to be als wise as he.











EVE








Is this sooth that thou says?











SATAN








Yea; why trust thou not me?


I would by no kind ways


Tell nought but truth to thee. 











EVE








Then will I to thy teaching trust,


And take this fruit unto our food.











SATAN








Bit on boldly; be not abashed.


And give Adam to amend his mood


And eke his bliss.













(She bites. SATAN laughs.)





EVE








Adam, have here of fruit full good.











ADAM








Alas, woman! Why took thou this?


Our Lord commanded us both


To tend this tree of his.


Thy work will make him wroth;


Alas, thou has done amiss,











EVE








Nay, Adam, grieve thee nought at it,


And I shall say the reason why.


A worm has done me for to wit


We shall be as gods, thou and I,


If that we eat


Here of this tree. Adam, thereby


Let not that worship for to get.


For we shall be as wise


As God that is so great,


And als mickle of price;


Therefore eat of this meat.











ADAM








To eat it would I not eschew,


Might I me sure in thy saying.











EVE








Bite on boldly, for it is true,


We shall be gods, and know all things. 











ADAM








To win that name


I shall it taste at thy teaching.













(Bites. SATAN laughs.)











Alas! What have I done? For shame!


Ill counsel! Woe worth thee!


Ah, Eve, thou art to blame;


To this enticed thou me.


My body does me shame,


For I am naked, as me think.











EVE








Alas, Adam, right so am I.











ADAM








And for sorrow sore why might we not sink?


For we have grieved God almighty


That made me man;


Broken his bidding bitterly –


Alas, that ever we began!


This work, Eve, hast thou wrought,


And made this bad bargain.











EVE








Nay, Adam; blame me not.











ADAM








Do way, love Eve; who then?











EVE








The worm to wite well worthy were,


With tales untrue he me betrayed.











ADAM








Alas, that I list to thy lore,


Or trusted the trifles that thou me said;


So may I bide.


For I may ban that bitter braid


And dreary deed that I it did. 


Our shape for dole me grieves.


Wherewith shall they be hid?











EVE








Let us take these fig leaves,


Since it is thus betide.











ADAM








Right as thou says, so shall it be,


For we are naked and all bare.


Full wonder fain I would hide me


From my Lord’s sight, if I wist where –


Where I not care.













(GOD appears.)





GOD








Adam! Adam!











ADAM








Lord!











GOD








Where art thou, there?











ADAM








I hear thee, Lord, and see thee not.











GOD








Say, whereto does it belong,


This work? Why hast thou wrought?











ADAM








Lord, Eve made me do wrong,


And to this breach has brought.











GOD








Say, Eve, why hast thou made thy mate


Eat fruit I bade thee should hang still,


And commanded none of it to take? 











EVE








A worm, Lord, enticed me theretill.


So welaway!


That ever I did that deed so ill!











GOD








Ah, wicked worm! Woe worth thee aye!


For thou on this manner


Has made them such affray.


My malison have thou here,


With all the might I may.


And on thy womb then shalt thou glide,


And be aye full of enmity.


To all mankind on ilka side;


And earth it shall thy sustance be


To eat and drink.


Adam and Eve, also ye


In earth then shall ye sweat and swink


And travail for your food.











ADAM








Alas, when might we sink,


We that has all world’s good?


Full grievous may us think.











GOD








Now Cherubim, mine angel bright,


To middle earth tight go drive these two.











ANGEL








All ready, Lord, as it is right,
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