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O Lord, My Love
        a vision of mary at the tomb,
worshiping the newly risen lord

O Lord, my Love.
You stand before me now,
New risen from the dead;
Resplendent alive, alive,

Your scent is all of myrrh.
Your face and hands are clean and pure,

Which  lately I saw caked with blood.

 O Lord, my Love,
 Come near and let me kiss Your hands

Made straight again,
All well except these scars, these scars,

�ese witnesses to love
 �at endless ages long You wear for me.




