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A sory beverage it is 
 and sore it is abought, 
Now in this sharpë time 
 this brewing hath me brought. 
Fader, if it mowe ben don 
 as I have besought 
Do awey this beverage 
 that I ne drink it nought. 
 
And if it mowe no better ben 
 for allë mannës gilt, 
That it ne mustë nedë 
 that my blod be spilt, 
Swetë Father, I am Thy sone 
 Thi wil be fulfilt, 
I am her, thin owen child, 
 I wil don as thou wilt. 
 
 

A cup of sorrow is this drink, 
And with great pain it’s bought, 
And to this bitter time 
This brew now has me brought. 
Father, if it may be done 
As I have besought, 
Take away this cup from me 
That I may drink it not. 
 
But if there is no better way 
Because of all man’s guilt, 
And if it must be so, 
If my blood must be spilt, 
Sweet Father, I am thine own Son, 
Let thy will be fulfilled. 
I am here, I am thy child, 
I will do as thou wilt. 

 


