
I.to the wooda my Master weRt,
clean forspent, forspeBt,

Into the woods my Master went,
forspent with love and shame.

But the olive trees were .ot bliRi
to him,

The little grey leaves were kiDd
to him,

The thora-tree had a miDd to him,
When into the woods He came.
Out of the woods my Mas ter went,

and He was well cORte.t,
Out of the woods my Master .Ame,

eonteDt with death and shame;
When death and shame would woo

Him last,
From under the tree-s they drew

Hill.last,
'Twas OR. a tree they slew.him la.~l¥.henout ot the woods He came.
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