Hung On The Cross.
Hung on the Cross with thorn-crowned head

And arms extended wide,

The saviour poured the currents red

In copious reeking tide;

From head and hands and feet and face – 

Redemption’s sacred source –

The saving streams in torrents trace

Their swelling, crimsoned course.

Beside her Son the Virgin stood,

By loved Saint John sustained,

And, weeping, watched as fast each flood

The living Fountain drained;

And while the dwindling last drops run

The Victim soothingly

Cries, ‘Woman, there behold they Son,’

And, ‘Son, thy mother see.’

Those mystic, dying words divine,

On ear scarce heard to fall,

Through John, have made us, Mary thine

 Beloved children all;

Then safe from Satan’s every snare 

And dangers round that loom,

Oh, keep us, Mother, in thy care

Till Heav’n shall call us home
