
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WELCOME 
 

PRELUDE:   Final Chorus from St. Matthew Passion 
   By J.S. Bach 

 
 

PRAYER  
 Today, we join our cries to all those who cry out to the ONE who is MYSTERY.  In the 
dim shadows of death, longing for resurrection, we remember the pain of the cross on 
which Jesus was executed, the suffering of those being crucified today, and the pain of 
the crosses we have faced and have yet to face in our own lives.  
As the first disciples wept on that fateful day so long ago, we weep for today CHRIST 
who continues to be crucified, over and over again.  
As the first disciples wondered whether Jesus’ death was the end of their dreams, we 
confess that we are afraid that our dream of a just, nonviolent world is hangs dying  
upon the crosses of our creation. 
So, as we live in the tension between this death and our CREATOR’s seeming silence, 
let us find the courage to name the sorrows.   
In the name and the pain of the CRUCIFIED ONE we echo CHRIST’s plea, do not 
forsake us O GOD.  Amen. 
 

FIRST READING:  Genesis 22:1- 14 
 

After these events God tested Abraham. “Abraham!” God called. 
Here I am,” Abraham replied. 
“Take your son,” God said, “your only child Isaac, whom you love, and go to the land of 
Moriah, “Seeing.” 
Offer him there as a burnt offering, on a mountain I will point out to you.” 
Rising early the next morning, Abraham saddled a donkey and took along two workers 
and his son Isaac. 
Abraham chopped wood for the burnt offering, and started on the journey to the place 
God showed them. 
On the third day, Abraham looked up and saw the place in the distance. 
Then Abraham said to the workers, “Stay here with the donkey.  
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The boy and I will go over there; we will worship and come back to you.” 
Abraham took wood for the burnt offering and gave it to Isaac to carry. 
In his own hands he carried the fire and the knife. 
Then the two of them went on alone. 
Isaac said, “Father!   
“Here I am, my child,” Abraham replied.  
“Here are the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for the burnt offering?” 
Abraham answered, “My child, God will provide the lamb for the burnt offering.” 
Then the two of them went on together. 
When they arrived at the place God had pointed out, Abraham built an altar there, and 
arranged wood on it. 
The he tied up his son Isaac and put him on the altar on top of the wood. 
Abraham stretched out his hand and seized the knife to kill the child. 
But the angel, the messenger of God called out to Abraham from heaven: “Abraham! 
Abraham!” 
“Here I am!” he replied. 
“Do not raise your hand against the boy!” the messenger said. “Do not do the least thing 
to him. I know how deeply you revered God, since you did not refuse me your son, your 
only child.” 
Then looking up, Abraham saw a ram caught by its horns in a bush. He went and took 
the ram, and offered it up as a burnt offering instead of his child. 
Abraham called the place “God Provides,” and so it is said to this day: “On this 
mountain YAHWEH provides.” 

 
MUSIC:      In Deepest Night    
   TEXT: Susan Palo Cherwien; MUSIC: Thomas Pavechko  

    

 
 



 
SECOND READING:  PSALM 22:1-11 
 

My God, My God, why have you forsaken me? 
Why are you so far away, so far from saving me,  
so far from the words of my groaning? 
I cry all day, my God, but you never answer;    
I call all night long, and sleep deserts me. 
But you, HOLY ONE—you sit enthroned on the praises of Israel. 
Our ancestors put their trust in you; they trusted and you rescued them;  
they cried to you and were saved; 
they trusted you and were never disappointed. 
 
Yet here I am, more worm than human, 
the scorn of humanity an object of ridicule: 
all who see me mock me; 
they shake their heads and sneer, 
“You trust in God? Ha! Let God save you now! 
If God is your friend, let God rescue you!” 
Yet you drew me out of the womb; 
You nestled me in my mother’s bosom; 
You cradled me in your lap from my birth; 
From my mother’s womb you have been my God. 
Don’t stand aside now that trouble is near— 
I have no one to help me! 

 
 
  



MUSIC:    When Pain of the World Surrounds Us 
     WORDS & MUSIC:  Jim Strathdee 

 
  



 
GOSPEL   John 13:31-38 

 

When noon came, darkness fell on the whole countryside and lasted until about three in the 
afternoon. At three, Jesus cried out in a loud voice, “Eloi, eloi, lama sabachthani?” Which 
means, “My God, My God, why have you forsaken me?” A few of the bystanders who heard it 
remarked, 
“Listen! He is calling on Elijah!” Someone ran and soaked a sponge in sour wine and struck it on 
a reed to try to make Jesus drink, Saying, “Let’s see if Elijah comes to take him down.” Then 
Jesus uttered a loud cry and breathed his last. At that moment the curtain in the sanctuary was 
torn in two from top to bottom. The centurion who stood guard over Jesus, seeing how he died, 
declared. 
“Clearly, this was God’s OWN!” There were also some women present looking on from a 
distance. 
Among them were Mary of Magdala; Mary, the mother of James the younger and Joses; and 
Salome. 
These women had followed Jesus when he was in Galilee and attended to his needs. There 
were also many others who had come up with him to Jerusalem. As it grew dark—it was 
Preparation Day, that is, the eve of the Sabbath—a distinguished member of the Sanhedrin, 
Joseph from Arimathea, arrived. He was waiting for the reign of God, and he gathered up 
courage and sought an audience with Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus. Pilate was 
surprised that Jesus should have died so soon. He summoned the centurion and inquired 
whether Jesus was already dead. Upon learning that this was so, Pilate released the body to 
Joseph. 
Then, having brought a linen shroud, Joseph took the body of Jesus down, wrapped him in the 
linen and laid him in a tomb which had been cut out of rock. 
Finally, he rolled a large stone across the entrance of the tomb. 
Meanwhile, Mary of Magdala and Mary, the mother of Joses, were looking on  
and observed where Jesus had been laid. 

 

REFLECTION  My God, My God! When Will the Violence End? 
 
MUSIC:   Compassion in Sorrow 

   By Samuel Barber  
 
  



PRAYERS OF LAMENT 
 
Eric Schultz 
 

My ears ring and my heart aches with the words from holy week. 

 “Why have you forsaken me?” and “Hosanna” (meaning “save us”). These 
words echo, not because of their historical context of my faith, but because 
of their relevance now.  I hear these words in the cries for help from patients 
in the hospitals where I work.  I hear these words in the cries from families 
who are limited by visiting restrictions and weep when they can’t be at the 
bedside of their loved one, or must leave after a short visit, feeling they are 
abandoning those they love.  In these cries I lament the crucifixion of the 
fundamental need of human interaction.   

My reasoning understands the need for limits on our previously enjoyed 
freedoms, but my spirit weeps and yearns for resurrection of life-giving 
human connections for these patients and all who are experiencing isolation, 
loneliness and a sense of abandonment.   

Just because I understand it doesn’t mean I can’t lament it.   

I mourn with and for those who are not able to be present in a faith 
community to support each other though the many deaths the crucifixion of 
Jesus represents; those in Long Term Care homes and those who are at 
home afraid to venture out.   

Those who will not be able to celebrate together the power of   that does not, 
cannot, stay entombed.  My soul yearns for the sun to rise - as it always 
does, but for now, I remain in the darkness with echoing words: “Don’t 
leave”, “Help me”, “Save us.”  Amen. 
 

Sharon Willan 
 

Crucifixion after crucifixion as empires’ cruel, brutalities mount. Who writes 
“For the children” on a missile aimed at women and children? 
Children are targeted for death when genocide is ordered by empires 
because they are the future hope of generations of people. Let us lament 
our failures as a human community as we mourn the deaths of innocent 
children… 
 
Out of the depths of this darkest night, we weep, we plead. 



In Ukraine, 186 children have been confirmed killed and 344 injured since 
the beginning of this war they didn’t start. 
 
4.8 m children displaced and 2m have fled to other countries…some 
separated from families, some alone, all frightened and traumatized… 
 
2 m children remain in high risk areas, do not have enough food, water, 
heat, shelter… 
 
Children survive in Bucha’s horrific war zone after 
• watching their parents shot, buried… 
• separated from home, all friends, all they have known… 
 
Out of the depths of this darkest night, we weep, we plead. 
One child, one child, one child… WEEPING ONE: 
 
The numbers are staggering, incomprehensible, an abomination against 
humanity.  
 
Out of the depths of this darkest night, we weep, we plead. 
Let us take a deep grounding breath and hover with our sisters and 
brothers suffering in this chaos. 
 

Andrew Slonetsky 
 

Just getting up, opening our eyes seems so unpromising. We keep looking 
for hope. But we have been faced by ever more bleakness. Can this too be 
part of something new becoming possible? Not yet. Not yet.  
And so we remember that LOVE is the truth that empowers, that endures, 
and is capable of embracing even this time of waiting. . . 
 
 

 
Lament:   Where You There? 

       Traditional Spiritual 
 
Were you there when they crucified my God? 
Were you there when they crucified my God? 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 
Where you there when they crucified my God? 
 
Were you there when they nailed him to a tree? 



Were you there when they nailed him to a tree? 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 
Where you there when they nailed him to a tree? 
 
Were you there when they pierced him in the side? 
Were you there when they pierced him in the side? 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 
Where you there when they pierced him in the side? 
 
Were you there when the sun refused to shine? 
Were you there when the sun refused to shine? 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 
Where you there when the sun refused to shine? 
 
Were you there when they laid LOVE in the tomb? 
Were you there when they laid LOVE in the tomb? 
Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble. 
Where you there when they laid LOVE in the tomb? 

 
 
 
DISMISSAL: 
 

We have lamented suffering and death.  
Death will not have the final word. 
We adjourn longing for resurrection. 
We go in the name of the ONE who IS  
our CREATOR, CHRIST and SPIRIT, ONE  
to await the promised resurrection. Amen. 
 

 
POSTLUDE:   Lacrymosa, from Requiem 

   W.A. Mozart 
 

 


