
 

 

 
 
 
 

GOOD FRIDAY 
 

 
 
 
 
 

The Liturgy of the Cross 
 
 

Saint Matthew-in-the-City 

 April 2nd 2010 



2010 04 02 Good Friday.doc 2 

As we enter the Church Tom Pierard will be playing the cello. 
 

 Here before us is a labyrinth 
 An ancient symbol of the journey 
 Into darkness and into light 
 Into pain and into healing 
 Into death and into resurrection. 
 It is to be walked. 
 
 Here too is a cross 
 An ancient symbol of the journey 
 Into fears and into hope 
 Into endings and beginnings 
 Into death and into resurrection. 
 It is to be known. 
 

All  Suffering Christ, 
who hangs upon the cross  
in these dark hours,  
help us to believe in healing and hope 
despite the lack of evidence. 
Help us to keep on walking into the unknown  

  so that we may be known, 
  opening our hearts,  
               despite the fear they may be rent. 
 AMEN 
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First Hymn 
O Sacred head now wounded, 
with grief and shame bowed down; 
now scornfully surrounded 
with thorns thy only crown. 
How art thou pale with anguish, 
with sore abuse and scorn! 
How does that visage languish 
which once was bright as morn 

What language shall I borrow 
to thank thee dearest friend, 
for this thy dying sorrow, 
thy pity without end? 
Let me be thine forever 
And should I fainting be, 
oh, let me never, never, 
outlive my love to thee. 

In this thy bitter Passion 
Christ Jesus think of me 
with thy most sweet compassion 
come now to set me free; 
beneath thy cross abiding 
for ever would I rest, 
in thy dear love confiding, 
and with thy presence blest. 
 
Be thou my consolation 
my peace when I must die; 
remind me of thy passion 
when my last hour draws nigh. 
Mine eyes may thus behold thee, 
upon thy cross may dwell, 
my heart by faith enfold thee; 
who dieth thus, dies well. 
Words: adapted from Paul Gerhardt 1607-76  from Salve caput cruentatum, Attrib. 
Bernard of Clairvaux tr. Henry Williams Baker 1821-77 James Waddell Alexander 
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1804-59 Music: Passion Chorale.  Melody from Hans Leo Hassler 1564-1612 arr. 
Johann Sebastian Bach 1685-1750 

Please sit for the reading: 

First Reading: 
Kenosis       Joy Cowley 

Anthem: 

 Salvator Mundi Tallis 

Please stand: 

Gradual Hymn 
When I survey the wondrous cross 
on which the Son of Mary died 
my richest gain I count but loss, 
and pour contempt on all my pride. 
 
Forbid it now 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 an offering far too small: 
love so amazing, so divine 
demands my soul, my life, my all. 
 

        Words: adapted from Isaac Watts 1674-1748 
                                             Music: Rockingham 

                   melody adapted by Edward Miller 1735-1807 
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The Gospel: 

The Gospel according to Mark, chapter 15,  
and beginning at verse 22 
 Mark 15:22-39 

Please Sit: 

Anthem: 

 Psalm 42  Bell 

Sermon: 

 The Venerable Glynn Cardy  

Reflection: 

 Arioso in G Bach 

The Proclamation of Hope: 

Priest Twisting and turning was the way to Golgotha 
All Where hope was hung out for dead. 
Priest Twisting and turning was Jesus as he suffered 
All He was the hope hung out for dead. 
Priest Twisting and turning is the ancient way of the labyrinth 
All A journey of hope from outer to inner to outer. 
Priest Twisting and turning is the way of the Christian 
All A journey of hope – of promise, pain, and possibility. 
Priest Yet hope is as elusive as a cross 
All And as straightforward as a maze. 
Priest It is a journey 
All A journey inward 
Priest A journey outward 
All A journey towards wholeness and healing for all. 

Anthem: 
 Super Flumina Babylonis Lassus 
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Intercessions: 

Let us pray: 

To the words  Holy God, 
Please reply: holy and loving, 
  holy and immanent, 
  have mercy upon us. 

 

Final Hymn 
My song is love unknown, 
my Saviour's love to me 
love to the loveless shown, 
that they might lovely be. 
O who am I that for my sake 
Jesus should take frail flesh and die? 
 
He was the very one 
salvation to bestow 
but some made strange, and none 
the longed-for Christ would know, 
but O my friend! my friend indeed, 
who at my need his life did spend. 
 
Sometimes they strew his way 
and his sweet praises shout, 
resounding all the day 
hosannas all about. 
Then 'Crucify!' is all their breath 
and for his death they thirst and cry 
 
They rise and needs will have 
the dear Christ made away; 
a murderer they save: 
the Love of Life they slay. 
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Yet cheerful he to suffering goes 
that he his foes from hence might free. 
 
Here might I stay and own 
the story so divine; 
never was love, dear One 
never was grief like thine. 
This is my friend, in whose sweet praise 
I all my days could gladly spend.  
 Words: adapted from Samuel; Crossman 1624-83 
 Music :Love Unknown, John Ireland 1879-1962 
 
Please be seated. 

Let us pray for the coming of the commonwealth of love with the words Christ 
taught us: 

 Our Father in heaven, 
 hallowed be your name, 
 your kingdom come, 
 your will be done, 
 on earth as in heaven. 
 Give us today our daily bread. 
 Forgive us our sins 
 as we forgive those who sin against us. 
 Save us from the time of trial 
 and deliver us from evil. 
 For the kingdom, the power and the glory are yours 
 now and for ever.   AMEN 
 
 

Anthem: 

Final Chorus St John Passion  Bach 
 
We all leave in silence 
 


