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CHRIST ON TUIE CROSS.

eSACRED heaid, once wounded,
With grief and pain iveihddo,

IIow scornifùlly surrounded,
With thorns thine only crown!

IIow paie art thou with anguish,
wVith sore abuse and scorn!

Iow does thiat visage ]anguish,
Whiicli once was bri<tlt as morn!

O Lord of' life and glory,
What bliss tilt now was thine!

I read the wvondrous story>
1 joy to cal! tliee mine.

Thy grief' and thy compassion

MTere ail for sinners' gain;
Mine, mine was the transgression.

B3ut thine the dcadly pain.

Whiat 1aingu.-izc sliall 1 borrow

To praise thece, lieavenly Friend,
For this thy dying sorrow,

Thy pity without end ?
Lord, miake me tliine for ever,

Nor let nie filesprove;

O let me neyer, noever

Abuse such dying love!

Be iiear nic, Lord, whien dying;
O Ashew thy cross to nie

.And, for mny snccour flying,
Corne. Lord, to set me fi-ce:

Thecsc eycs. ucw faith receivinz,
Jroz» Jesus :shaht not Inove:

l'or lie ivhio dies ticlicvilnrr.
Dlies safely throug1î thiy love.


