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How God comes to the Soul: 

I come to my love ... 
as a dew upon the blossom. (Book I.xm) 

How the Soul welcomes and praises God: 

h . f 1 . ht' Ah loving greeting! Ah minne-like em­
AL Jdoythu siognd~r of you has wounded me! Your favor has 

brace! or , e w l 1 ft· 
11 d , o ou lofty rock you are so nob Y c e , none may 

que e me. Y ' k I · ) 
nest in you but your dove and nightingale. (Boo .xtv 

How God receives the Soul: 

1 darling dove· you have flown so fervently 
Be we come, ' t t th k' 

th, km' gdom that your feathers rise s rong o e mg­over ear s 
dom of heaven. (Book I.xv) 

How God compares the Soul to four things: 

f th rape You smell of balsam, you glitter like Youtasteo eg , ") 
the increase of my highest love. (Book I.xvi the sun, you are 

The soul praises God in five things: 

0 you God, gushing forth with y~ur gifts! 
0 you God, flowing in your lov~. 
0 ou burning God in your desire! 
0 you melting God in the union of your love! . 
0 ~ou God resting on roy breast, I cannot be without 

you! (Book I.xvii) 

God compares the soul to five things: 

0 you fair rose in the thombriar! 
0 you fluttering bee in the honey! 

b . I o you pure dove in your e~?- 1 
0 you lovely sun in your shining. 
0 you full moon in your sphere! ... 
I can never tum away from you. (Book I.xvm) 
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God caresses the soul in six things: 

You are my pillow, my minne-bed, my secret resting place, 
rny deepest desire, my highest honor. You are a delight of my 
godhood, a solace of my manhood, a brook for my burning heat. 
(Book I.xix) 

The Soul responds to God in six things: 

You are my mirror-mountain peak of perfection-a feast 
for my eyes, a losing of myself, a storm of my heart, a ruin and 
scattering of my forces, and my highest safety! (Book I.xx) 

3. The Celestial Wedding of Mary and of the Soul 

The tidings to Mary; how the virtues follow one another and 
how the soul is a jubilus-a shout of joy-in the Trinity: 

The sweet dew of the Trinity that has no beginning sprang 
from the eternal Godhead in the flower of the chosen Virgin, and 
the fruit of the flower is an immortal god, a mortal man and a 
living consolation of everlasting love. 

Our Redeemer has become our Bridegroom! The Bride has 
become drunk with the sight of his noble face. In her greatest 
strength she takes leave of her senses; in her greatest blindness 
she sees most clearly; in her greatest clarity she is both dead and 
living. The longer she is dead, the more joyously she lives. The 
more joyously she lives, the more she journeys. The more she 
tastes Minne, the more she is flowing. The richer she grows, the 
poorer she becomes. The deeper she dwells, the wider she 
ranges. The more she offers herself, the deeper are her wounds. 
The more she storms, the more minne-like is God toward her. 
The higher she floats, the more beautifully she shines from the 
glance of the Godhead as she comes nearer to him. The more she 
labors, the more softly she rests. The more she grasps, the more 
quietly she falls silent. The more loudly she cries out, the greater 
wonder she works with his power and her might. The more her 
desire grows, the greater the wedding feast, the more enclosed 
the minne-bed. The tighter the embrace, the sweeter the kisses of 
their mouths. The more lovingly they gaze at each other, the 
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harder it is to part. The more he gives her, the more she squan­
ders, the more she has. The more humbly she takes her leave, the 
sooner she comes back. The more ardent she is, the more she 
glows again. The more she bums, the more gloriously she shines. 
The more enveloping God's praise of her, the more avid is her 
longing for him. 

This is how our sweet Bridegroom went in the shout of joy 
of the holy Trinity. Since God wished to be alone no longer, he 
made the soul and gave his own great love to her. 

Therefore, 0 Soul, what are you made of that you soar so 
high above other creatures and, though you mingle with the 
Holy Trinity, yet you remain yourself? 

Soul: You spoke about my origms, and now I will tell you the 
truth-I was created in the same state of Minne, and so nothing 
can solace or arise from my nobility except Minne alone. (Book 
I.xxii) 

The Bridegroom's beauty, and how the Bride shall follow him: 

Vide, mea sponsa! See, my Bride! How beautiful my eyes 
are, how fair is my mouth, how fiery is my heart, how gentle are 
my hands, how swift my feet-and follow me! 

You shall be martyred with me, betrayed through envy, 
tracked to an ambush, seized in hatred, bound through hearsay, 
your eyes bandaged so that you won't recognize truth, beaten by 
the world's rage, dragged to judgment through confession, 
beaten with sticks, sent to Herod with mockery, stripped with 
banishment, scourged with poverty, crowned with temptation, 
spat upon with abuse. You shall carry your cross in the hatred of 
sin, be crucified in the denial of all things by your own will, 
nailed on the cross with the holy virtues, wounded with minne, 
die on the cross in holy steadfastness, your heart pierced with 
indwelling oneness, released from the cross in true victory over 
all your enemies, buried in paltriness, raised up from death to a 
blessed end, carried to heaven on a draught of God's breath. 
(Book I.xxix) 

Brides of the Celestial Bedchamber 

You shall be a lamb in your pain, a turtledove, a bride: 

You are my lamb in your pain-
You are my tu~tle~ove in your moaning-
You are my bnde m your abiding. (Book I.xxxiv) 

God asks the Soul what she brings: 

You hunt sorely for your love. 
Tell m~what do you bring me, my Queen? (Book 

I.xxx1x) 

The Soul answers that it is better than four things: 

Lord, I bring you my treasure: 
It is greater than the mountains 
Wider than the world ' , 
Deeper than the sea, higher than the sky 
More beautiful than the sun, more manifold than 

the stars, 
And more weighty than earth's whole kingdom 

(Book I.xl) · 
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!!1:c:~ven ways to Minne, the bride's three gowns, and the 

God speaks: Ah, Soul filled with minne, do you wish to kn 
where your path lies? ow 

The Soul: Yes, dear Holy Ghost, teach it to me. 
[God Sfeaks:J You must overcome the sorrow of contrition th 

pain of confession, and the labor of repentance the lo~e o~ 
the world, the temptation of the Devil, the luxu;iance of the 
flesh, the destruction of your own will which so fiercely 
drags down many souls that they never can come back to 
true l~>Ve. Then when you have beaten down most of your 
e;1-em1es, _you are so tired that you cry out, "Beautiful youth 
I m longing for you-where shall I find you?" Th ' 
man will say: · e young 

"I hear a voice 
that speaks a little of minne. 
I have courted her many days 
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but her voice has never come to me. 
Now I am stirred, 
I must go to her. 
She is the one who bears pain and minne together. 
In the morning, in the dew, there is the sheltered 

rapture that first enters the soul." 

Her chambermaids, the five senses, speak: Lady, you must gown 

yourself in many colors. 
Soul: Love, where shall I go? 
The senses: 

We have heard it rumored 
that the Prince is coming to you 
in the dew and in the lovely song of birds. 
Ah, lady, do not delay! 

So the Soul dresses herself in a shift of gentle humility, so 
lowly that she can endure nothing under it. Over it goes a white 
gown of clear chastity, so pure that she can endure neither 
thoughts nor words nor sentiments that might sully it. Then she 
covers it with a mantel of holy reputation, which she ha gilded 

with all the virtues. 
Then she goes into the wood, which is the company of 

blessed folk. There the sweetest nightingales sing in harmonious 
union with God, both day and night, and she hears many sweet 
voices there of the birds of holy understanding. But the young 
man still does not come. He sends her messengers, for she wants 
to dance. He sends her Abraham's faith, the Prophets' yearnings, 
and the chaste humility of our lady St. Mary, all the holy virtues 
of Jesus Christ, and all the goodness of his chosen ones. 

And so a lovely dance of praise will take place. Now the 

young man comes and speaks to her: 
"Maiden, as gallantly as you follow the dance, now, my 

chosen partner, you will lead the dance!" But she says: 

I cannot dance, lord, unless you lead me. 
If you want me to leap ardently, 
you must yourself first dance and sing. 
Then I will leap into mmne, 
from minne into understanding, 
from understanding to enjoyment, 
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from enjoyment to far beyond all human sense. 
There shall I stay and whirl still dan . . . 

(Book 1.xliv) cmg m a nng. 

4. The Heavenly Wine Cellar 

Minne speaks: 
~f y~u'll come with me to the wine cellar 
it will cost you a great deal. 
Even if you buy a thousand marks worth of wine 
your money will be squandered in an hour. , 
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k If yod~ want to drink wine straight, without water you'll 
eep spen mg more than you have, and the tavernk ' ' 

pour you the full amount. You'll be oor and n eepe: won t 
all those people who'd rather seek pplea . aked, dlesp1sed by t th sure m a poo of muddy 
wa er an waste their wealth in the lofty wine cellar. 

You'll also have to suffer 
when those people who go with you to the wine 

cellar envy you. 
How scornful they'll be of you 
becaus~ they da_re not risk the huge expense, 
pref~rrmg to drmk their wine diluted with water' 
Darlmg lady bride, I'll go to the tavern · 
and eagerly spend all that I have ' 
and let myself be dragged throu~h hot coals of 

love, 
and submit to being beaten with the fiery brand 

of love's slanderers s 
so that I can go often ;o that blessed wine cellar! 

Mechthild' s Soul answers: 
Minn 1 ~~seh eagerly to go there, since I can't do without 
ou e. 1 e e torments and insults me-this one who ours 
to;_the tavemkeeper's wine for me-still, he has been drin{ing it 

I've become so drunk with wine 
that I am truly thrall to all creatures I 
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and it seems to me in my human disgrace 
and my newfound wantonness 
that no man ever treated me so badly before­
he can do any kind of sin w.ith me, unblessed 

woman that I am. 

And so I would not take vengeance on my enemies for my 
sorrow, even though I know they might break God's law. 

Minne comforts the Soul: . 
Dearest playmate, when it happens that the wine cellar is 

locked, you must take to the s~eet: hungry, poor and stripped 
bare, and so despised that nothing 1s left for you of the ~anquet 
of Christian living except your own faith; then you can still have 
Minne, for that is never spoiled. 

Lady Bride, I have such hunger for the heavenly 

father 
that I forget all sorrow. 
And I have such thirst for his son 
that it takes all earthly yearning from me. 
And I have for both of them such a ghostly need 
that it goes higher than all I can grasp 
of the father's wisdom. 
But I can endure all the work of the son, 
and all the solace of the Holy Ghost 
that befalls me. 

Whoever is seized by this torment must always-however 
unworthy-hold fast to God's holiness. (Book Ill.iii) 

Beatrice of Nazareth: The Seven Manners 
of Holy Minne 

Seven manners of loving come down from the highest place, and 
work their way back again to the: uppermost place. 
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The Soul's First Yearning 
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First is the yearning that comes and arises out of Minne. It 
must reign a long time in the heart before it can drive out its 
adversary, and work its might and understanding and valiantly 
grow in us. This manner is a desire that surely comes out of 
Minne. The good soul truly wants to serve and to follow Minne. 
(from "The First Minne") 

The Soul Is Like a Young Girl Eager to Serve for Nothing 

Sometimes the soul has another way of loving. She under­
takes to give her Minne-service freely out of love alone, without 
any reason and without any reward of grace or glory. The soul is 
like a young girl who serves her lord only because she loves him 
greatly, and not for any wages. She is content to be able to serve 
him and content that he lets her serve him lovingly. So the soul 
yearns to perform her Minne-service-above measure and be­
yond measure and beyond human sense and reason-fulfilling 
all her service with constancy. 

When the soul has reached here, she is so burning with 
desire, so ready with her service, so lighthearted in her labors, so 
sage in the face of sorrow, so blithe despite annoyance! With all 
that she is and has, she desires so much to love and serve him 
that it is enough for her to act and endure for the sake of honor 
and Minne-service. ("The Second Minne") 

The Soul Suffers Many Griefs 

Another Minne has many griefs locked into it. This is 
when the soul yearns to fulfill Minne and yield to it in all obedi­
ence and honor and service. Once in a while this yearning will so 
sh~ke the soul that she ~trives with strong desire to try every­
thing, to pursue every virtue, to suffer and undergo everything, 
to accomplish all the works of Minne, to hold nothing back, to 
s~are no~ing. In this condition she is ready to fulfill every ser­
vice and 1s eager to toil and suffer. 




