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7.  GRIEF
1. Fall, fall those healing tears,

Pour salt upon the pain,
Cleanse all that will infect the wound,

Restore my life again.

2. Pour, pour that healing salve,
Anoint my weary feet;
Long is the journey [ must make
And scorching is the heat.

3.  Bathe, bathe my aching heart
With gently soothing balm;
Sharp are the wounds that love can bring
Incurable the harm.

4. Wrap, wrap the body tight
And lay it in the tomb;
Close round me falls th” enfolding night
The darkness of the womb.

Rise, rise my joyful heart,

I'he wounds are nearly healed

Take once again the heav’'nward road
Cleansed scars will be your shield.
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Text: June Boyce-Tillman
Tune: Monica by June Boyce-Tillman



