Qev My Bootrees
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Cry - my bro-thers...__ and heal your soul, A
Cry - my Fa-thers...____ for your sons A
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cry - ing man’s no less the whole. Cry -
boy is as with  whom he runs. Cry -
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- - my sis - ters... but choose your tear And
- - my Mo - thers... for  your girls To
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weep with truth but  not with fear. But
know their beau - ty’s more than curls. Cry - - -
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cry to God and weep ‘long - side A soul _
22 8b-M7 b9
H | .
g Db \
25 [V O P D y )
l(ﬂ V Db T H‘ e = =D PN
ANIV4 vV — l'! —
[y,
_ that’s tempt - ed,— trou - bled, tried.
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A tear dif - fus - es or makes  way
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For light to bend her  col - or ray.



Coy My Bo0THERS
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Des - pair-ing tears will com - fort not. They
- - Sure, ___ a sev' - - - rance comes with pain, ___ But
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bleed the well and breed the rot. But
limbs are ne - - - - ver lopped in vain. Look
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let a tear in Mer - cy's bed And
'round the gar - - den while you cry And
54 6°M7 6,9 E745
0 |
g D h 1
g\ h |7 ] T D
Vv = = - gl
Q) ~—  —
_ Hope will  fill what wa - ter's shed.
_ trust the Pru - ner's shap - ing eye.
Last Chorus:

Cry my brothers for your soul,
Surrender pride to Calvary’s knoll.
Cry my sisters, bend your knees,

And plead for ballast ‘neath your seas.
Cry my fathers, lead the way

Away from errors of yesterday.

Cry my mothers, put on grace,

To follow's never second place.

But cry to God. He gave us tears

To float to Him unknowns and fears.
A tear, in faith, will prism be,

To color what you couldn’t see.
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