                    The Bridegroom's Lament  
  The Son said to His Father, please grant me my desire,
  I wish to take my Bride now, a maid of pure attire.

  You know how much I love Her, my every dream come true,

  I gave my life to ransom Her, just as You asked me to...

  I need to have Your blessing, then only can We wed,
  I've told Her all about You, is nothing left unsaid?

  I know We'll be so happy, through all eternity,

  The dowry has been given, can She now come with me?

                            The Father's Reply
Be Still My Son and listen, You know I love Her too,
But the marriage gown is wrinkled, shall I give Her NOW to You?
My Son... She's not quite ready, the Truth She cannot hide,

Go Now, prepare a place for Her, one day You'll have Your Bride!

For She needs the Grace of grooming, and to mellow in the sun,
But, You may tell her lover's secrets, as the finish work is done!

Then, when She is made ready, for this New Home to reside,

I'll give My blessing gladly, "Go Now Son... Take Your Bride!"  

