
Who?  
 
I the sun shone with passion, 
The women walked. 
I the sun shone bravely, 
The women talked. 
Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, 
The women whispered there. 
Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, 
Only that name was in the air. 
Who will roll the stone from the melancholic tomb? 
And who will anoint the man, 
Who was pure since the womb? 
 
 

 


