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THE CRUCIFIXION.
BY HENREY HART MILILMAN

Bound upon th™ accursed trev.
aint and bleeding, who 1s he?
By the eyes so pale and dim,
Strearring blood, and writhing
By the flesh with scourges tors:
By the crown of twisted thorn:
By the side so deeply pierecd: B
By the baffied, burning thirst :
Bv the drooping death-dewed bro B
m of man, 'tis thou! "tis thou! By
Spound upoen th’ accursed tree, B
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Bound upon th’ accursed tree.

BSad and dying, who is he?

By the last and bitter cry: Lie
The ghost given up in agony '

dread and awful, whe i he? It
By the run at nomday jale, I3
ering rocks, and rending verl: S
w carth that trembdes at his dow
By yonder saints who burst their t
By Eden promised, ere He die
To the felon at his side:
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