
“I went into my garden to gather herbs…” 
 

I went into my garden to gather herbs, 

But all I found were thistles and thorns. 

 

The thistles and thorns I threw out, 

I should like to grow some other plants. 

 

Now I have found one to do the gardening, 

One who is willing to shoulder the burden. 

 

A tree had grown tall in very short time, 

I could not pluck it out of the earth. 

 

The gardener noted well the doleful tree: 

He wrestled it from the earth root and all. 

 

Now I must be his servant, 

Or he will not continue his care. 

 

I must weed my garden for evermore, 

And yet I alone cannot maintain it. 

 

I must sow seed of lilies in my garden, 

This I must do early at dawn. 

 

If he lets drop his gentle dew, my lover, 

These seedlings shall grow straight and pure. 

 

When red roses are planted in the same bed, 

Then he touches the flowers with his gentle dew. 

 

And when he illuminates them with golden rays, 

Then I rejoice with all my heart.  

 

Jesus is the name of my lover, 

I want to serve him eternally and belong to him. 

 

His love has given me such strong resolve, 

That I hold the world in utter contempt. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The world held me in its power

…
” 

(extract) 

 T
h
e 
wo
rl
d 
he
ld
 m
e 
in
 i
ts
 p
ow
e
r
 

W
i
th
 i
ts
 m
an
if
ol
d 
sn
ar
es
 

I
t
 d
ep
ri
ve
d 
me
 o
f 
my
 s
tr
en
gt
h
,
 

I
t
 h
as
 d
on
e 
me
 m
uc
h 
ha
rm
, 
be
f
or
e 
I 
es
ca
pe
d 

i
t
. 

 I
 
sa
id
 g
oo
db
ye
 t
o 
th
e 
wo
rl
d,

 

I
t
s 
jo
y 
is
 d
on
e 
so
 q
ui
ck
ly
 

I
n
 s
uc
h 
sh
or
t 
da
ys
.
 

I
 
do
 n
ot
 w
an
t 
to
 r
is
k 
my
 n
ob
l
e 
so
ul
 a
ny
mo
re
 

t
h
er
ei
n. 

 I
 
se
e 
th
e 
na
rr
ow
 p
at
h 
ly
in
g 
o
pe
n
 

T
h
at
 l
ea
ds
 s
tr
ai
g
h
t 
to
 e
te
rn
a
l 
jo
ys
 

N
a
tu
re
, 
pl
ea
se
 d
o 
no
t 
be
 a
fr
a
id
,
 

I
 
wa
nt
 t
o 
wa
lk
 t
hi
s 
pa
th
 c
ou
r
ag
eo
us
ly
 w
it
h 

J
e
su
s. 

 I
 
fe
el
 a
 l
it
tl
e 
sp
ar
k 
wi
th
in
 
me
.
 

I
t
 m
ov
es
 m
y 
he
ar
t 
so
 o
ft
en
.
 

I
 
wa
nt
 t
o 
gu
ar
d 
it
 w
el
l,
 

L
o
ve
 i
s 
pe
rf
ec
tl
y 
ab
le
 t
o 
ma
k
e 
a 
fi
re
 o
ut
 o
f 

i
t
. 

 N
o
w 
yo
u 
ca
n 
he
ar
 
a
 h
ea
vy
 c
om
p
la
in
t.
 

N
a
tu
re
 c
ri
es
: 

“Wo
e,
 a
la
s!

” 

I
t
 h
as
 t
o 
gi
ve
 u
p 
it
s 
jo
y.
 

W
h
at
 i
t 
re
jo
ic
ed
 o
ve
r 
fo
r 
a 
l
on
g 
ti
me
, 
it
 

h
a
s 
to
 l
ea
rn
 t
o 
ha
te
.
 

 F
a
re
we
ll
, 
fa
re
we
ll
 n
at
ur
e 
of
 
mi
ne
.
 

M
y
 h
ea
rt
 h
as
 t
o 
be
 s
et
 f
re
e.

 

C
o
mp
la
in
in
g 
wi
ll
 b
e 
of
 n
o 
av
a
il
.
 

I
 
wa
nt
 t
o 
le
t 
hi
m 
in
,
 
wh
om
 m
y
 s
ou
l 
de
si
re
s 

a
l
on
e. 

 [And it continues

…] 
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