
 
 

April 10, 2019 
 

The Temple (1633) 
“The Sacrifice”  
Stanzas 39-47:  

I, Who Am Truth,  
Turn Into Truth Their Deeds  

Entire poem available at:   www.tinyurl.com/herbert2019 



2 

Stanzas 39-47:  
I, Who Am Truth,  

Turn Into Truth Their Deeds  
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The soldiers lead me to the common hall; 
There they deride me, they abuse me all: 
Yet for twelve heav’nly legions I could call: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Then with a scarlet robe they me array; 
Which shews my blood to be the only way 
And cordial left to repair man’s decay: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear: 
For these are all the grapes Zion doth bear, 
Though I my vine planted and watered there: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
So sits the earths great curse in Adam’s fall 
Upon my head: so I remove it all 
From th’ earth unto my brows, and bear the thrall: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
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Then with the reed they gave to me before, 
They strike my head, the rock from thence all store 
Of heav’nly blessings issue evermore: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king: 
What ever scoffs & scornfulness can bring, 
I am the floor, the sink, where they it fling: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Yet since mans scepters are as frail as reeds, 
And thorny all their crowns, bloudie their weeds; 
I, who am Truth, turn into truth their deeds: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
The soldiers also spit upon that face, 
Which Angels did desire to have the grace, 
And Prophets, once to see, but found no place: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Thus trimmed, forth they bring me to the rout, 
Who Crucify him, cry with one strong shout. 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries out: 

Was ever grief like mine?  
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The soldiers lead me to the common hall; 
There they deride me, they abuse me all: 
Yet for twelve heav’nly legions I could call: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Then with a scarlet robe they me array; 
Which shews my blood to be the only way 
And cordial left to repair man’s decay: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear: 
For these are all the grapes Zion doth bear, 
Though I my vine planted and watered there: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 

So sits the earths great curse in Adam’s fall 
Upon my head: so I remove it all 
From th’ earth unto my brows, and bear the thrall: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 

Then with the reed they gave to me before, 
They strike my head, the rock from thence all store 
Of heav’nly blessings issue evermore: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
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The soldiers lead Me to their barracks; 

There they all tear Me down with words  

 (hours before they will take Me down); 

Yet I could call down a complete set of twelve heavenly companies: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like Mine? 
 

Then they dress Me up in a scarlet robe from the royal costume box: 

Which actually points to My blood to be the only effective royal decree, 

A sweet wine I leave  

 as a pleasant-tasting medicine for humanity’s ills: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like Mine? 
 

On My head they smash a crown of thorns: 

For this is all that’s left of Jerusalem’s crop of grapes, 

Even though I planted and watered her as My vineyard: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like Mine? 
 

Adam’s fall cursed the ground to spring up with thorns and briars  

 that now sit on my head: 

So I will carry this curse away 

From the Earth, on my own forehead, bearing the misery: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 
 

Then they took back the plaything staff they gave Me  

as if a kingly scepter, 

With it they struck My head, the Head of the Body,  

the Rock from where all treasures  

of heavenly blessing flow eternally: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 

 

39 

 

 

40 

 

 

 

41 

 

 

42 

 

 

43 

 

 

 

Freehand Freeverse by P
astor B

en S
quires 



 

6 

44 
 
 
 
 

45 
 
 
 
 

46 
 
 
 
 
47 
 

They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king: 
What ever scoffs & scornfulness can bring, 
I am the floor, the sink, where they it fling: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 

Yet since mans scepters are as frail as reeds, 
And thorny all their crowns, bloudie their weeds; 
I, who am Truth, turn into truth their deeds: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 

The soldiers also spit upon that face, 
Which Angels did desire to have the grace, 
And Prophets, once to see, but found no place: 
 Was ever grief like mine? 
 
Thus trimmed, forth they bring me to the rout, 
Who Crucify him, cry with one strong shout. 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries out: 
Was ever grief like mine?  



 

 

 They act out their sarcasm,  

 bowing down, prostrate fall, saying, “Hail, king”: 

And mustering all jeers and snarkiness,  

They spew it all on Me—the floor, the cesspool: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 

 

Yet since humanity’s scepters are flimsy, plastic playthings, 

And all their crowns come with thorns,  

 their clothing soaked in blood; 

I AM Truth who turns their deeds into Truth: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 

 

The soldiers take the opportunity to spit on My face— 

Which Angels have longed to have been gifted to know fully, 

And Prophets waited to see but were not given that opportunity: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 

 

In all this costume, they bring Me to the riotous crowd, 

Who raise up their solidifying chant, “Crucify Him!” 

God keeps silent in the face of such humanity  

 and This Man cries out: 

 Is there anybody out there with a grief like mine? 
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Questions for Conversation 

1 

Do you ever read poetry? Why or why not?  

(In what ways do you actually spend more time with poetry than 

you think?) 

2 

In this age of Facebook video posts going viral, showing 

shocking behavior by people, imagine a video of Jesus being 

mocked. How would the response be? 

3 

The “Freehand Freeversion” calls human kingly scepters 

“flimsy, plastic playthings.” What do we trust in that is actually 

pretty flimsy? How might people view the Christian faith as a 

“flimsy, plastic plaything”? 

4 

How do you plan to spend Holy Week? Do these midweek 

services leading to change your normal Holy Week routine 

(e.g.: attend Maundy Thursday when you don’t normally)? 
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