
Welcome to the Parish Church of St Mark 

Serving the people of Broomhill & Broomhall 

L i v i n g  T h i n k i n g  F a i t h  

 

What kind of love is this? 
Seeing the cross through different eyes 

based on reflections by Stephen Cottrell. 

 

 
 

‘Crucifixion,’ by Mark Reichert. 

 

Good Friday 2015 
12 noon till 3.00 pm 
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Introduction 

 
WELCOME to St Mark’s.  Thank you for making space to share in this act of 

worship.  Gathering to watch someone suffer and die, even when the event 

happened two thousand years ago, can be a demanding undertaking.  More so 

because Christ’s passion brings into focus and, in a profound sense, embodies 

the needless suffering of humanity at large.  The cross, etched upon history, 

forces us to confront the harsh realities of our world, as well as the capacity 

within each of us to perpetrate evil or, at least, to condone it. 

 
This year we shall be hearing the voices of some of the characters who were 

most intimately connected with Jesus’ death; in their voices we hear echoes 

of our own.  We invite you to reflect on what it means to love, to fall short 

and to be forgiven. 

 
Overall, the Three Hours consists of six intervals of approximately 30 

minutes, each with a Bible reading and reflection from one of the characters.  

During the silence which follows you may like to use the accompanying poem 

and picture.  Each section ends with a communal hymn or chant.  On each 

hour there is an additional musical contribution.  Please feel free to move 

around the church, using the Stations of the Cross or just to stretch your legs 

and you may come and go as you please but we would suggest that you use 

the musical items as the times to move.  

 

There are Bibles on the pews and at the back of church if you would like to 

follow the readings (page numbers are in the service sheet).  

 

You may like to light a candle in the votive stand at the back of church (within 

the crown of thorns).   

 
My sincerest thanks go to Eve Saunders, for working with me on the 

development of this year’s reflections and to Ian Wallis for leaving a rich 

treasury of resources to draw upon.  The content of the reflections is based 

on a book by Stephen Cottrell called, “The Nail” and the prayers on 

reflections by John Bell called, “Remember me Today”. 

 
Your time here may well be demanding but we hope you find it worthwhile. 

 

Sue Hammersley, Associate Vicar. 
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(12-12.30) 
Choir 

 

Crux Fidelis by John V of Portugal. 

 
Caiaphas 

 

BIBLE READING 

Matthew 26, verses 57 to 68, (p. 57) 

 

Reflection: “He pointed to himself” (Michael Bayley) 

 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today... 

 

Silence 
 

Poem  
 

Darkness over the Land 
 

The clear light of day grew black 

- the sun expired! 

The stars appeared against the blackness 

they flickered like emeralds 

Then came a noise like thunder and they were extinguished. 

Disconsolate, the moon disappeared. 

The earth shook. 

The seas, the lakes and rivers boiled, 

the grasses of the fields trembled. 

The oak-wood rustled. 

The forests bowed down. 

The apple blossom shook the catkins of the birch tree 

The dry stump snapped. 

Prostrate, arms outstretched in the shape of a cross 

- a flaming brand in the middle of a cornfield - 

the Mother of God lay at the foot of the cross. 
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The dead rose out of their graves: 

- out of the graveyard they began to walk 

to the outskirts of the city; 

in the squares and at the crossroads 

they mingled with the living. 

A cold wind blew.  Frost descended. 

Un the darkness, in a fearful whirlwind 

wild, tempestuous gusts rushed whistling about 

Noises resounded, like iron being hammered in a forge 

Shrieks and groans echoed. 

Burning darts split the heavens, 

and the air was stirred up in vile flurries. 

From end to end the temple shook; 

and the veil of the temple was torn 

- not a stone was left upon a stone. 
 Aleksej Remizov The Star of Stars 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

‘Ecce Homo,’ by Quentin Massys, c 1515.

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/4/4c/Quentin_Massys_005.jpg
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Hymn (please stand) 
 

1 

ONE WHOSE heart is hard as steel 

joins the others for the meal; 

time for Judas now to choose: 

light or darkness, win or lose? 

Has it really come to this? 

Cold betrayal with a kiss! 
 

2 

Simon Peter speaks for all, 

swears that he will never fall. 

Near the fire, the pressure grows –  

three denials-cockerel crows –  

wounded love in Jesus’ eyes; 

Peter hides away, and cries. 

3 

‘What is truth? Are you a king?’ 

Pilate’s troubled questioning; 

then before the mob he stands, 

calls for water, cleans his hands; 

still they clamour, ‘Crucify!’ –  

he condemns their king to die. 
 

4 

Christ is tried-yet so are we, 

by his humble dignity: 

pain and love upon his face 

meet to show the way of grace: 

all our judgement there he bore; 

we are pardoned evermore. 
 

 Words: Martin E Leckebusch (b 1962). 

 Music: ‘Petra,’ Richard Redhead (1820-1901). 

 

 

 

 
 

(12.30-1) 
 

Peter 
 

BIBLE READING 

Luke 22, verses 47 to 62, (p. 84) 

 

Reflection: “I had no choice” (Gary Grief) 
 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today... 

 

Silence 
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Poem 
 

From a Normandy crucifix of 1632. 
 

I am the great sun, but you do not see me,  

I am your husband, but you turn away.  

I am the captive, but you do not free me,  

I am the captain but you will not obey.  
 

I am the truth, but you will not believe me,  

I am the city where you will not stay.  

I am your wife, your child, but you will leave me,  

I am that God to whom you will not pray.  
 

I am your counsel, but you will not hear me,  

I am your lover whom you will betray.  

I am the victor, but you do not cheer me,  

I am the holy dove whom you will slay.  
 

I am your life, but if you will not name me,  

Seal up your soul with tears, and never blame me. Charles Causley. 

 

 
 

Peter Denies Jesus.   

Bénédite de la Roncière (www.jesusmafa.com)

http://www.jesusmafa.com/
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Hymn (please stand) 
 

1 

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 

my Lord should take frail flesh, and 

die? 

 

2 

He came from his blest throne, 

salvation to bestow; 

but sin made blind, and none 

the longed-for Christ would know. 

But O, my Friend, my Friend indeed, 

who at my need his life did spend. 

 

 

3 

Sometimes they strew his way, 

and his sweet praises sing; 

resounding all the day 

hosannas to their King. 

Then ‘Crucify!’ is all their breath, 

and for his death they thirst and cry. 

 

4 

Why, what hath my Lord done? 

What makes this rage and spite? 

He made the lame to run, 

he gave the blind their sight. 

Sweet injuries! yet they at these 

themselves displease, and ‘gainst him 

rise. 

 

5 

They rise, and needs will have  

my dear Lord made away; 

a murderer they save, 

the Prince of Life they slay. 

Yet patient he to suffering goes, 

that he his foes from death might 

free. 

 

6 

Here might I stay and sing: 

no story so divine; 

never was love, dear King, 

never was grief like thine! 

This is my Friend, in whose sweet 

praise 

I all my days could gladly spend. 
 

 Samuel Crossman (1624-84). 

 Tune: ‘Love Unknown,’ John Ireland (1879-1961). 
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(1 - 1.30) 
Musical Interlude: 

 

Chorale Prelude on Herzlich tut mich verlangen, BWV 727 by JS Bach. 

 
 

Pilate’s Wife 
 

BIBLE READING 

Matthew 27, verses 15 to 19, (p. 30) 

 

 
 

Dream of Pilate’s wife, engraving by Alphonse Francois, c 1879 

 
Reflection: “There was nothing anyone could take from him” 
 

 (Briony Tayler) 

 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today...  
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Silence 

 

Poem 
 

The Journey 
 

One day you finally knew what you had to do, and began 

though the voices kept shouting their bad advice – 

though the whole house began to tremble 

and you felt the old tug at your ankles. 

“Mend your life!” each voice cried. 

But you didn’t stop. 

You knew what you had to do, 

though the wind pried with its stiff fingers 

at the very foundations, 

though their melancholy was terrible. 

It was already late enough, and a wild night, 

and the road full of fallen branches and stones. 

But little by little, 

as you left their voices behind, 

the stars began to burn through the sheets of clouds, 

and there was a new voice 

which you slowly recognised as your own, 

that kept you company 

as you strode deeper and deeper into the world, 

determined to do 

the only thing you could do –  

determined to save 

the only life you could save. 
 Mary Oliver 

 

Chant (please remain seated) 
 

O WATCH here with me, O pray here with me; 

By the cross, stay with me. 

We watch here with you, we pray here with you; 

By the cross we’ll stay. 
 Eve Saunders. 

 Tune: “O Lord, hear my prayer” Jacques Berthier (1923-94), Taizé. 
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(1.30-2) 
 

Judas 
 

BIBLE READING 

Matthew 27, verses 3 to 10, (p. 30) 

 

Reflection: “You hammered in the nails – every one of you.” 
 

 (Gary Keeling) 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today... 

 

Silence 

 
 

‘Kiss of Judas,’ artist unknown. 
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Poem  Judgement 
 

Death is a gift, God’s last, 

Perhaps his greatest, 

Setting us free to know him 

As he is, and see ourselves 

Uncluttered by our outward 

Circumstance. And then, 

Our motives bared before us, 

Will we stand, 

Looking God in the eye, gladly 

Acknowledging our inmost selves? 

Or will we understand at last 

Why we pray, ‘Lord, have mercy’? Ann Lewin 

 
Hymn (please stand) 1. Heav'n shall not wait 

for the poor to lose their patience,  

the scorned to smile, 

the despised to find a friend:  

Jesus is Lord, 

he has championed the unwanted;  

in him injustice 

confronts its timely end. 
 

2. Heav'n shall not wait 

for the rich to share their fortunes,  

the proud to fall, 

the élite to tend the least: 

Jesus is Lord; 

he has shown the masters' priv'lege - 

to kneel and wash 

servant' feet before they feast. 
 

3. Heav'n shall not wait 

for the dawn of great ideas,  

thoughts of compassion 

divorced from cries of pain:  

Jesus is Lord; 

he has married word and action;  

his cross and company 

make his purpose plain. 

4. Heav'n shall not wait 

for our legalised obedience, 

defined by statute, 

to strict conventions bound: 

Jesus is Lord; 

he has hallmarked true allegiance – 

goodness appears 

where his grace is sought and found. 
 

5. Heav'n shall not wait 

for triumphant hallelujahs, 

when earth has passed 

and we reach another shore: 

Jesus is Lord 

in our present imperfection; 

his pow'r and love 

are for now and then for evermore. 
 Words & Music: John Bell and Graham Maule
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(2 – 2.30) 
Musical Interlude: 

 

Prelude on 'Rockingham' - Eric Thiman (1900-75). 

 
 

Mary Magdalene 
 

BIBLE READING 

Mark 15, verses 33 to 41, (p. 52) 

 

Reflection: “He goes on loving” (Anne Padget) 

 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today... 

 

Silence 

 

 
 

Bénédite de la Roncière (www.jesusmafa.com) 
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Poem 
 

Sound it well. There is a way 

To know the truth of love. It is 

Much more than ways to hold and cling, 

And different from seers’ ecstasies. 

Mark well these words for what they say 

Is - love increases suffering. 
 

In all love’s luxuries and sweets, 

In all its words of honest praise 

And when the sense and both minds ring 

A constant round of bells, when days 

Join nights with joy, then most love meets 

The realms and powers of suffering. 
 

For when love gives much more than takes 

And when the lover wants the best 

For the beloved, and each frail thing 

Seems wrought for lasting and shared rest, 

Such love itself makes its heartbreaks, 

Is tested in pure suffering. 
 

Since it must pass and fleetly too, 

Love hears a clock and looks away 

But cannot pause the hours which ring 

And run swift passage through a day. 

Time is the torturer telling you 

The best love means most suffering. Elizabeth Jennings. 

 

Hymn (please stand) 
 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord?  

Were you there when they crucified my Lord?  

O, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.  

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 
 

Were you there when they nailed him to a tree? ... 
 

Were you there when they pierced him in the side? ... 
 

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? ... 

 African-American Spiritual 
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(2.30 – 3) 
 

Our story 

 
BIBLE READING 

Luke 15.11-end (p. 75) 

 

Reflection: “What kind of love is this?” (Sue Hammersley) 

 

Prayer: 
 

Lord Jesus, too often I forget your loving presence with me 

I pray for the grace of reassurance in my heart, 

that you will remember me today... 

 

Silence 

 
 

‘The Crucifixion,’ Pieter Lastman (Rembrandt’s teacher), 1616. 
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Poem 
 

It was over.  They left Jerusalem in the dead of night; 

No light alive, the grey rocks of the last days 

Raw and jagged in their throats. 

They were fishermen, went back, broken 

To the only thing they knew, to Galilee. 

 

And all night nothing; 

The skies aubergine, a piling of bruised clouds, 

The lake eerie and motionless, creeping with shadows, 

The cold leaking into feet and hands like leprosy. 

 

Dawn was a wound in the east, a gash, 

The twist of a rusted knife. 

And there was a figure on the shore beside a fire, 

Someone who seemed to wait for them. 

They drudged up the boats, deep into dry sand. 

He spoke to them with his eyes, 

Gave them pieces of smoky fish. 

 

They knew him when he called them by their names. 
 

 Kenneth Steven 

Hymn (please stand) 
  

1 

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. 

 

3 

See from his head, his hands, his feet, 

sorrow and love flow mingling down: 

did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 

or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

2 

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. 

 

4 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

that were an off’ring far too small; 

love so amazing, so divine, 

demands my soul, my life, my all. 

 

 
 Words: Isaac Watts (1674-1748). 

 Music: ‘Rockingham,’ adapted Edward Miller (1735-1807). 
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The Three Hours is concluded. 

We leave in silence. 

 

 
 

Jesus will be in agony, even to the end of the world. 

Georges Rouault (1871-1958). 

 

 
Resources used in the preparation of this Service include 

“Remember me today” John Bell, Wild Goose Resource Group, 2002 

“The Nail” Stephen Cottrell, 2011 
 

 
Printed on Recycled Paper. 

Hymns and songs are reproduced under Church Copyright Licence Number 294846. 


