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*****

 


 


My flesh is ripped, my muscles bleed

The torture I've endured.

I've done no wrong, yet still I'm feared

My death has been secured.

 


The heavy weight upon my back

Don't know if I can make it.

Been up all night, knew this would come

But still I'm scared to take it.

 


It presses down, my mind goes blank

As I blindly stumble.

Rocks cut my hands, my knees… they bleed

The crowd begins to mumble.

 


I lift my face, I see my mom

Her face is wet with tears.

She bites her lip and nods her head

The climax of her fears.

 


The load is lifted, for a moment

By a merchant from Cyrene.

His anguished eyes call out to me

"Just what does this all mean?"

 


The crowd is screaming, pressing, shoving

A woman pushes through.

She lifts a cloth and wipes my face



The compassion of so few.

 


Again I stumble, down to dirt

My clothes are ripped and tattered.

An inch of flesh, cannot be seen

Where blood has not yet spattered.

 


A group of women huddle close

They stare in disbelief.

The bloody mass that passes by

They cannot contain their
grief.

 


I fall again, the smell of death

I've reached my destination.

I look around as men surround me

Intent on humiliation.

 


They've drained my strength, they've torn my
flesh

They strip me of my
clothing.

I feel no shame, I'm numb with pain

I stand there and do nothing.

 


They throw me down against the wood

They lift their hammers high.

Agony rips up through my
arms

I scream and start to cry.

 


Three long hours have finally passed

Light rain has washed the gore.

I say good-by, I lift my eyes

Pain is mine… no more.

 


They pry me loose… from off this cross

My body, limp and cold.

My blessed mother, she's crying still

The pain that was foretold.

 


They finally take and lay me here

Within this darkened tomb.

I've almost finished, what was started

When I came into her womb.
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