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A garden small as small had Christ. 
He planted it with roses gay. 
n1at He might, later, weave a wreath 
He waterecl it three times a day. 
'l'hen when the roses blossorned forth 
He callecl the Hebrew d1ildl'en there. 

'_l'he:v plucked off every single fl.ower 
And ltft the little garclen bare. 
"How now wilt weave 'J'hyself a wreath? 
Thy garclen is of all bereft." 
"Ye have foregotten". answered Christ, 
':The thorns for me have still been left." 
Anc1 ,therefore from the thorns they wove 
A wreath for Him, a prickly wreath. 
Insteacl of roRes. drops of blood 
Aclornecl the c-hilc1fah Brow beneath. 


