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Welcome to Worship
‘Good Friday Meditation’
Song 209
  ‘When Jesus looked o’er Galilee’

When Jesus looked o’er Galilee,
So blue and calm and fair,
Upon her bosom, could he see
A cross reflected there?

When sunrise dyed the lovely deeps
And sparkled in his hair,
O did the light rays seem to say:
A crown of thorns he’ll wear?
When in the hush of eventide
Cool waters touched his feet,
Was it a hymn of Calvary’s road
He heard the waves repeat?
But when the winds triumphantly
Swept from the open plain,
The Master surely heard the song:
The Lord shall live again!
                                                                Catherine Baird
Prayer



O Lord Jesus, as we face the cross today, 
we wonder at your love for us. 
We can never deserve what you did for us on this day. 
Looking at the people who brought about your death 
we can see so many of the same faults in ourselves 
and we are sorry for them. 
By faith we gladly take the forgiveness you offer 
as from your cross and through the door you pushed open then,

 we come back into God's family where we really belong.
                                                                                                                       Leslie Earnshaw 
Poem


                   ‘In the Garden of Gethsemane’
Before the dawn of Easter 
There came Gethsemane ... 
Before the Resurrection

There were hours of agony ... 
For there can be no crown of stars 
Without a cross to bear,

And there is no salvation

Without FAITH and LOVE and PRAYER, 
And when we take our needs to God

Let us pray as did His Son

That dark night in Gethsemane -
Thy Will, Not Mine, Be Done.
                                                                                                                         Helen Steiner Rice
Song 208
                   ‘When I survey the wondrous cross…’

	When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God!
All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to His blood.


	See from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.
                                                                         Isaac Watts


Poem     
                      ‘The Way of the Cross Leads to God’
He carried the cross to Calvary,

Carried its burden for you and me,

There on the cross He was crucified

And, because He suffered and bled and died,

We know that whatever 'OUR CROSS' may be,

It leads to GOD and ETERNITY ...

For who can hope for a 'crown of stars'

Unless it is earned with suffering and scars,

For how could we face 'the living Lord

And rightfully claim His promised reward

If we have not carried our cross of care

And tasted the cup of bitter despair ...

Let those who yearn for the pleasures of life,

And long to escape all suffering and strife,

Rush recklessly on to an 'empty goal'

With never a thought of the spirit and soul ...

But if you are searching to find the way

To life everlasting and eternal day-

With Faith in your heart take the path He trod,

For the WAY OF THE CROSS is the WAY TO GOD.
                                                                                                                         Helen Steiner Rice
Song 161


‘Beneath the Cross of Jesus…’
	Beneath the cross of Jesus

  I fain would take my stand,

The shadow of a mighty Rock

  Within a weary land;

A home within the wilderness,

  A rest upon the way,

From the burning of the noontide heat,

  And the burden of the day.

Upon that cross of Jesus
  Mine eye at times can see
The very dying form of One,
  Who suffered there for me;

	And from my smitten heart, with tears,

  Two wonders I confess,

The wonders of His glorious love,

  And my own worthlessness.

I take, O cross, thy shadow

  For my abiding place;

I ask no other sunshine than

  The sunshine of His face;

Content to let the world go by,

  To know no gain nor loss,

My sinful self my only shame,

  My glory all the cross.
                                                Elizabeth C.D. Clephane


Bible Reading – Luke 22:39-46
The Prayer in the Garden of Gethsemane
Jesus went out as usual to the Mount of Olives, and his disciples followed him. On reaching the place, he said to them, “Pray that you will not fall into temptation.” He withdrew about a stone’s throw beyond them, knelt down and prayed, “Father, if you are willing, take this cup from me; yet not my will, but yours be done.” An angel from heaven appeared to him and strengthened him. And being in anguish, he prayed more earnestly, and his sweat was like drops of blood falling to the ground.
When he rose from prayer and went back to the disciples, he found them asleep, exhausted from sorrow. “Why are you sleeping?” he asked them. “Get up and pray so that you will not fall into temptation.”
Jesus knelt down and prayed. What a prayer? A prayer prayed in agony – sweat was like drops of blood. The prayer being, ‘Father not my will but yours be done’. The Garden prayer was emotionally, and mentally painful, knowing what was ahead of Him.
Song 466 (Vs. 1, 2 & 3 only – no Chorus) - ‘I stand amazed in the presence…’

	I stand amazed in the presence
  Of Jesus the Nazarene,
And wonder how He could love me,
  A sinner condemned, unclean.
For me it was in the garden,

  He prayed: “Not my will, but Thine.”

He had no tears for His own griefs,

  But sweat-drops of blood for mine.


	He took my sins and my sorrows,

  He made them His very own;

He bore the burden to Calvary,

  And suffered, and died alone.
                                                            Charles H. Gabriel


Bible Reading – Mark 15:33-41
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Jesus dies on the Cross
At noon, darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. And at three in the afternoon Jesus cried out in a loud voice, ‘Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani?’ (which means ‘My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?’).

When some of those standing near heard this, they said, ‘Listen, he’s calling Elijah.’ Someone ran, filled a sponge with wine vinegar, put it on a staff, and offered it to Jesus to drink. ‘Now leave him alone. Let’s see if Elijah comes to take him down,’ he said.

With a loud cry, Jesus breathed his last. The curtain of the temple was torn in two from top to bottom. And when the centurion, who stood there in front of Jesus, saw how he died, he said, ‘Surely this man was the Son of God!’

Some women were watching from a distance. Among them were Mary Magdalene, Mary the mother of James the younger and of Joseph, and Salome. In Galilee these women had followed him and cared for his needs. Many other women who had come up with him to Jerusalem were also there.
The physical pain, the Son of God died the death on the cross as a criminal. He died for you and for me.

Song 193 (Vs. 1, 3 & 4 & Chorus) - ‘On Calvary’s tree the King of Glory languished…’

	On Calvary's tree the King of Glory languished,
Held not by nails but by undying love,
Sin's debt to pay, the sting of death remove,
Boundless cleansing to provide,
Mercy's gate open wide.

From that sacred hill
Hope is gleaming still;
Thy shame and grief he bore;
Go in peace, sin no more.


	Darkness descends, 

the cross in mystery veiling,
Deep thunders roll 

and lightning’s rend the skies

As Jesus dies, a willing sacrifice;
God's own word by blood is sealed:
By his stripes we are healed.

His tender touch can heal the broken-hearted,
His word dispel the darkness of despair;
Come, bring thy sin, thy sorrow, pain and care,
And, believing, thou shalt prove
All the strength of his love.
                                                            Florence L. Pollock


Song 188 (Vs. 1, 2 & 4 only) - ‘O come and look awhile on him…’
	O come and look awhile on him,
Whom we have pierced, who for us died;
Together let us look and mourn,
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.

His willing hands and feet are bound;
His gracious lips with thirst are dried;
His pitying eye is dimmed with woe;
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.


	His cross of shame is all our hope;
The fountain opened in his side
Shall purge our deepest stains away;
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.
                                                          Frederick W. Faber


Prayer
Lord Christ, we feel the pain and shame of your cruci​fixion. That men and women could look upon your glory; be aware of your love; benefit from your teaching and miracles; and yet decide to crucify you appalls us. What evil forces are at work in human hearts! 

This day reminds us of the depth of human sin and lets us glimpse the depth of your great love. Thank you for accepting Calvary. Our hearts are moved by your refusal to come down from the cross by some dramatic display of power, because we know that your suffering not only revealed your love, but enabled us to be forgiven. 

On this special day of remembrance, we ask that you will burn into our minds and hearts the cost of our salvation. Help us to value even more all you have done for us, and be even more determined not to sin, because our sin will cause you to suffer more. 
Today, tenderly and persuasively, draw us to your cross, and let us see your glory there. 
Colin Fairclough
Song 169


‘Here is love vast as the ocean…’
	Here is love vast as the ocean,
Loving kindness as a flood
When the prince of life our ransom,
Shed for us His precious blood

Who his love will not remember,
Who can cease to sing His praise?
He can never be forgotten,
Throughout Heaven's eternal days


	On the mount of crucifixion,
Fountains opened deep and wide
Through the floodgates of God's mercy,
Flowed a vast and gracious tide

Grace and love like mighty rivers,
Flowed incessant from above
Heavens peace and perfect justice,
Kissed a guilty world with love.
                                                                       Willian Rees


Benediction
O Lord, who for our sake did endure the bitterness of death and despise the shame, and in your cross and passion did draw all men unto yourself: kindle in our hearts the vision of your love and shed abroad the light of your victory in the darkness of the world; who now lives and reigns with the Father and the Holy Spirit and are loved, worshipped and adored, world without end. 
Amen
Song 173


           I think of all His sorrow,

The garden and the morrow,

When cruel death did follow;

‘Twas all for me, twas all for me’
                                                                    Richard Slater

