
 
 
 
 
Rosemary and Thyme, 
Grow in our garden. 
Our Gretchen is the bride, 
She can wait no longer. 
 
Red wine and white wine, 
Tomorrow they will be wedded. 
 
Parsley and soup herbs, 
Grow in our Garden 
Mother, give me a man, 
I can wait no longer. 
 
                               
 
                                 Austrian folk poem. 
 


