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Presider In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.  

 

Presider Jesus told his disciples, `If any want to become my followers, let them deny themselves  and take up 

their cross and follow me.  For those who want to save their life will lose it, and those who lose their life 

for my sake will find it.’   ~ Matthew 16.24  

 

Presider The Lord be with you. 

People And also with you. 

 

Presider  Let us pray. Almighty and everlasting God, who in your tender love towards the human race sent your 

Son our Saviour Jesus Christ to take upon him our flesh and to suffer death on a cross: grant that we 

may follow the example of his patience and humility, and also be made partakers of his resurrection; 

through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord, who is alive and reigns with you, in the unity of the Holy 

Spirit, one God, now and for ever.  

People Amen. 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 172, Were you there? Vs. 1 
 

 Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 

Oh! 

Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 
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Please join in the prayers written in BOLD print. 

 

Reading 

 
 

Meditation  

Jesus speaks: Even in this my time of trial I seek and follow God’s will.  

Though those who hate and judge me are unjust, and hand me over to death,  

they cannot overcome God’s love. As I have lived, so will I die.  

If I, in love and obedience withhold nothing, will you follow me by loving others? 

 

 

All 

Jesus Christ, you refused to abandon love.  You chose obedience and embraced death.  Can you see how that 

choice frightens me?   Do you understand the trembling in my heart?  Help me to learn that I follow you into 

life, not death.  Teach me to trust that in bending to your will I will find my true self and embrace eternity. 

 

 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks: I take up the cross and carry it, for this is the price of Love.  

I came to be among you as one of you, but I cannot be fully with you  

unless I know all that you know; life and joy, pain, sorrow and death.  

Beloved, I do not choose death for the love of it. But neither will I flee from 

death, for all who live will die. I accept the suffering of this hour, taking upon 

myself the weight of fear and hatred that has closed the hearts and eyes of 

those who condemn me.  I die, as One who dared to live and love;  

but through this cross and through my death I show you a new way. 

 

All 

Help me to remember, Jesus, that when I bear the cross, it is not mine.  It is in your name that I speak, in your 

steps that I walk, in your labor that I share.  And should suffering for your sake come to me, help me remember 

that I carry only one small piece of your passion; and that I do not walk alone. 
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Reading 

 

 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  I stumble now, and fall beneath the weight of the life that I have chosen. This is humanity revealed – 

that in loving you, I should be broken by your despair. Do you recognize the burdens that I carry? Upon my shoul-

ders rest the rough-hewn wood of human choice. The sharp edges of careless words and actions, the bitter shards of 

splintered hopes and lives. In this weakness, I am like you. In this weakness, I am with you. In this weakness, I am 

truly human. 

 

All 

If I could, O Jesus, I would ease your burden, I would lift the weight from your shoulders, I would carry you  

upon my back.  But in lifting you, I would see the weight my own fear has laid upon you.   

I would feel the heaviness of my own choices, the sharp edges of my own words and actions, the bitter shards of 

my own broken dreams.  Help me to learn not to turn from my own weakness.   

Teach me to share my burdens with others and to share their burdens as well. 

 

Musical Meditation                                When Jesus Wept                              William Billings 
 

When Jesus wept, a falling tear in mercy flowed beyond all bounds.  

When Jesus groaned, a trembling fear seized all the guilty world around. 

 

 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks: In my mother’s eyes I see the agony that no lesser love could bear to en-

dure. She gave me birth and life, carrying me within her womb, feeding me from her 

own body. Teaching, guiding, shielding and protecting, forming and shaping the child 

I was, into the man that I came to be. She watches me now from the terrible abyss of 

helplessness, no longer able to shield and protect.  The cord between us stretched, 

knotted and twisted – but unbroken.  

A sword pierces her heart, but she will not look away. 

 

All 

How many mothers’ hearts have been pierced?  How many fathers’ dreams have been crushed – as we have 

turned away from their pain?  O Jesus, help us to see you in each child, to know your mother in each loving  

parent.  May we never accept the suffering and death of the helpless, nor condone the neglect and abuse of the 

vulnerable.  Teach us, we pray, how to banish swords of grief. 
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Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  He did not know that this would be required of him, this Simon, my 

friend, my fellow laborer.  He did not volunteer to do this. But here he is, beside me, 

dazed and confused, walking with me to my death bearing that which I can no longer 

carry. Does he know the value of the gift he has given me, carrying for this time, the 

weight of the world upon his back?   

And, when this hour is over and he is once again alone, who will lighten his burden?   

Who will share the weight of his world? 

  

All 

We begin to see now, Jesus, how it is that we are a part of you.  That just as you carry the load of our pain and 

sin, we, too, must learn to bear each other’s burdens.  Keep Simon of Cyrene before us, we pray, in the faces of 

those nameless ones whose lives and thankless labors ease our way.   

Give us courage to share their burdens and the grace to see you in their struggle. 

 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  While others stand mute with tear-stained faces, or turn away in 

disgust or distain, she finds the strength to step into my path, and using her veil 

to clean my face, offers what comfort she can. How many bloody faces has she 

cleaned? How many wounded broken bodies has she nursed? How is it that she, 

alone among so many, overcomes her dread and fear, learning to touch the  

untouchable, to love the unloved, and to defy the tyranny of caste, class  

and prejudice? 

 

All 

Can it be true, Jesus, that when I touch another, I touch you?  Do you abide in the poor and broken – the sick and 

the dying?  How hard it is to understand that I serve at your altar in the hospice and soup kitchen as surely as in 

cathedral, chapel and choir.  Teach me how to use my hands to heal, my heart to love, my body to serve.  Reveal 

my fear and disgust for what they are;  that in being healed, I will no longer fear healing others. 
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Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  My spirit fears that this hour, this day, will never end. With each step, my 

body moans its pain and exhaustion. My nerves and muscles scream in rebellion and I col-

lapse and fall again. And yet – as long as I struggle, trial and agony remain. I live, I breathe, 

I labor on. It is not finished.  I am not done. I choose to live each moment of this life.   

I will pay Love’s full price – for you are worth it.  And when you fall beneath the pain you 

carry, remember that you bear nothing less than the weight of glory; and I share your load. 

 

All 

I know my limits and failures, Jesus, and they are many.  Each day my brokenness becomes more clear; my 

weakness and resignation carved upon my heart.  Lying in exhaustion along the side of the road, rehearsing the 

litany of my shortcomings, I fear I am not equal to the task – that I will fail you in this calling.  Heal me, Jesus, 

from the sin of pride, the arrogance of presuming that I walk and live and serve alone.  Teach me to turn to you 

in my need. Help me learn to let others lift me up when I fall.  Free me from the captivity of despair.  

 

Musical Meditation                                When Jesus Wept                              William Billings 
 

When Jesus wept, a falling tear in mercy flowed beyond all bounds.  

When Jesus groaned, a trembling fear seized all the guilty world around. 

 

 

 

Reading 

 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  Do you weep because you love me?  Or because I have disappointed you?  How can I convince you 

that I am not what you think I am?  

I am neither king nor warrior, I did not come to wear a crown or walk in the halls of power. I wield no weapon, 

wreak no vengeance. I have come to you as one who loves, and challenges you to love; as one who cares and heals, 

and judges with the light of truth.  I have come to live fully and in response to fear and hate – to love even unto 

death. I would gather you in my arms as a mother cradles an infant.   

I would love you as a father cherishes a child.  I would do this, and pray that you would do the same for others. 

 

All 

Jesus, our friend, we cannot know you without your help.  Hold before us the mirror of your life.   

Challenge us to look into our own souls and to recognize the idolatry within us.  Strengthen us to refuse the 

temptation to anger and violence.  Empower us to resist the impulse to turn our desires into expectations, and 

our expectations into gods.  Heal us, we pray, from the blindness that keeps us from seeing you,  from the prej-

udice that limits our vision of your love; from the rigidity of our preconceptions of who you are and what you 

would have us to do. 
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Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  Lying here now, upon the stones of the street, unable to move,  

barely able to breathe, it is hard to remember how I began this journey. Ages 

ago, it seems, I listened to God and heard the voices of the poor. I saw the light 

of heaven reflected in the face of a child. I was among the blessed who hungered 

and thirsted for life.  I could only guess at how difficult the road would be, how 

much it would cost me to love, what price would be exacted by obedience.   

For love of God and for love of you I have given all that I have to give; but if I had more, I would give that as well. 

 

All 

We cannot know the torment that you endure, O Jesus, and can only guess at the depths of love that brought you 

here.  For we do not know how to love as you love, and we are afraid to risk learning how. We are a people who 

know how to refuse.  We know how to avoid the inconvenience of discipleship.  We have learned to ignore the 

call of self-examination as easily as we ignore the plea of the beggar on the sidewalk.  We have had so much 

practice in being blind, deaf and unfeeling. How long will we be able to ignore you, lying before us in the street?  

 

Musical Meditation                                When Jesus Wept                              William Billings 
 

When Jesus wept, a falling tear in mercy flowed beyond all bounds.  

When Jesus groaned, a trembling fear seized all the guilty world around. 

 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  Do not turn away from my nakedness.  This is not time for false mod-

esty. My body, like yours, is a reflection of God’s glory, even when it is scarred and 

unwashed, even when it is broken and diseased, even when it is old and weak.  

This body, this flesh and blood which we share is the dust of creation and the tem-

ple of God’s spirit.  This I have, and this I offer, not to appease a distant and wrath-

ful god, but to forge integrity between my words and actions. This I do, in love, for 

love, and with love. 

 

All 

We do not ask this of you, Jesus!  We do not want your blood, your pain and humiliation.  And we are outraged 

and appalled at those who cause it.  For surely they are not us!  Help us, Jesus, to understand that when we deny 

the dignity of others, we shame you; when we separate spirit and flesh, we refuse your gift; when we exploit and 

degrade one another, it is your image that we despoil. 
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Reading 

 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks: “Father forgive them, for they know not what they do.” Do not forget, beloved, that I am here because 

I chose to be. I open my arms to endure this shame and pain to show you that my love is greater than any insult or 

injury that hatred can produce. And know this, too, these nails that tear into my flesh, these thorns that pierce my 

brow are no worse than the bullets, knives and bombs which maim and kill. This does not end with my death. This 

agony of mine will not be over until you, yourselves, destroy the tools of torture, war and greed. 

 

All 

Your suffering reminds me Jesus, that merely refusing to look at the cross does not end crucifixion.   

Open my ears to hear the cry of the crucified ones among us.  Open my eyes to see your pain in their suffering.  

Open my heart and hands to act for them.  And, convict me, I pray, of the arrogance and sinfulness of merely  

proclaiming hope and peace in the face of violence and despair, without changing myself and my world.  

 

 

Please be seated, and join in singing, 
 

Were you there when they nailed him to the tree? 

Were you there when they nailed him to the tree? 

Oh! 

Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 

Were you there when they nailed him to the tree? 

 

 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks: I die because all creatures die, though it is very hard to leave this world that I 

love; and even harder still to die like this – because my love was not received.  

Look at me and see this truth.  I die ablaze with love. 

 

All 

Jesus, you came to show me how to live and love and claim my heritage as a child of the God of Love. I can no 

longer pretend to be an innocent bystander to your death.  I stand here in this moment, asking for the grace to 

live my life fully, faithful to the witness of your life and love for me and for all with whom I am called to serve.  

 

Musical Meditation                                  O Come and Mourn Hal Hopson 
 

O come and mourn with me awhile; all ye now come to the Savior's side; come see the One who frees us all; the Lord of Life is crucified. 

Have we no tears to shed for him, while soldiers scoff and foes deride? Upon the cross he bears the pain; the Lord of Life is crucified. 

Seven times he speaks, seven words of love; his silence, too, cries out to all. His words of love our hearts receive. The Lord of Life is crucified.  

O Love of God, now shown to all. In this dread hour true strength is found; it is with love we triumph still. The Lord of Life is crucified.  

O come and mourn with me awhile. The Lord of Life is crucified. 
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Reading 

 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  My suffering is over. I died, as One who dared to live and love for you, but through this cross and 

through my death I show you a new way.  

 

All 

O Jesus, is this the price of love?  I am afraid to pay the price.  Should suffering in the name of love, for your 

sake, come to me, help me remember that I carry only one small piece of your passion; and that I do not walk 

alone.  You have gone before me. 

Reading 

 

Meditation 

Jesus speaks:  In the dark, silent tomb, I rest. The earth is the womb in which I am remade 

as I await the resurrection of my second birth. For death is not an ending and can have no 

final meaning. God’s word to life is “Yes!” and only “Yes!” The voice of the divine cannot 

be shouted down by all the powers of anger, fear or doubt.  Nor can hope and life be held in 

check by any stone or weight.  I am alive, and I will live eternally.  You are alive, and so, 

you too, must live. Go forth in love. Proclaim my life, my love, my abiding presence.   

This is my gift and legacy to you. 

 

 

All 

Jesus, you know I believe and you know how weak my faith can be.  Keep me aware of the real meaning of your 

life, your love and your death and resurrection, your lifeblood offered, not demanded; your death endured and 

then redeemed. Make me an instrument of your peace, a healing bearer of your grace, a living participant in the 

life you showed us to live. 

 
 

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? 

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? 

Oh! 

Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?  
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Presider  Let us pray. O God, Creator of heaven and earth, as the crucified body of your dear Son was laid in the 

tomb and rested on that holy Sabbath day, sanctifying the grave to be a bed of hope for your people, 

grant that  we may await with him the coming of the third day, and rise with him to newness of life. 

 

 And so we wait, and as we wait, let these words, become the words of Jesus to you: 

 “If you do not understand my silence; you will never understand my words.” 

   (attributed to many authors) 

 

 Wait in peace.  For the resurrected life of Jesus is ready to burst forth upon us,  ever new. 

 Amen and amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
St Francis Episcopal Church, 2200 Via Rosa, Palos Verdes, CA 90274, 310 375-4617.  

www.stfrancispalosverdes.org 

Detail—Reconciliation, by Josefina de Vasconcellos,  
St. Michael's Cathedral, Coventry.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Coventry_Cathedral

