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A crois of wood

U'pon His woutided slîoulder rests;
I-is bruised flesli is staining it wvitli Blood
I-is venerable hiead a mocking crown adorns;
H-is achingy brous are pierc'd witlî long and cruel thorns.
Tlis '[liv unifathomti-'d love, miv dearest Lord,
Tlhat makes Thee %vear this crown of miockery.
Where goest Thiou, nw (3od, ador'd?

Ig-o to die for thee.

l)ear Lord, is it for nie
Thou groest forth to die?
How gladlv, then, wvould 1
Lay down mvy life foir Thee

j SS.

Peace ! tili thy dying breatl
miink on NMy love for thee
After My bitter deathi
Forever love thou Me.

Remain, miv turtie dove
For M.\v heart grive me thine
11v faithful one ! be Mine
And pledge Me ail iiîy love!

THE SOUL.

Mly Lord ! I Thee adore,
To Thee my hieart 1 bring
I'm Thine nîy treasur'd King,

inm ThinE for overmore.
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