
 

 
 
 

Invocation 

Come ye yourselves apart and rest awhile, 
weary, I know it, of the press and throng; 
wipe from your brow the sweat and dust of toil, 
and in my quiet strength again be strong. 
 
Come, tell me all that ye have said and done, 

your victories and failures, hopes and fears. 
I know how hardly souls are wooed and won: 
my choicest wreaths are always wet with tears. 

P: There is life for a look at the Crucified One, 
There is life at this moment for thee; 
Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved, 
Unto Him Who was nailed to the tree. 
During this Lenten season, enlighten us, dear Lord, as we come to you weary and 
confused. Help us to understand that through sacrifice, pain and realisation we can find 

your peace. Amen.    
 

Opening Hymn 

On Calvr’y’s brow my Savior died, 

’Twas there my Lord was crucified; 

’Twas on the cross He bled for me, 
And purchased there my pardon free. 

O Calvary! dark Calvary! 
Where Jesus shed His blood for me; 
O Calvary! blest Calvary! 
’Twas there my Savior died for me. 

’Mid rending rocks and dark’ning skies, 
My Savior bows His head and dies; 
The opening veil reveals the way 
To Heaven’s joys and endless day. 



O Jesus, Lord, how can it be, 

That Thou shouldst give Thy life for me, 
To bear the cross and agony 
In that dread hour on Calvary! 

Words: William M. Darwood, 1876. Music: John R. Sweney  

 

 

Kauma  
 
Kyrie Elieson, Kyrie Elieson, Kyrie Elieson 
Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy, Lord have mercy 
P. Glory be to the Father our Creator, to the Son our Redeemer and to the Holy Spirit who 

sanctifies us. 
C. As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end. Amen.  

P. Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of power and might, heaven and earth are full of your glory, 
Hosanna in the highest.  
C. Blessed is He that has come and is to come again in the name of the Lord. Hosanna in 
the highest.   
P. Holy art thou, O God.  

C. Holy art thou, Almighty God. 
P. Holy art thou, Immortal Lord. 
C. O Lord, the Messiah who was crucified for us have mercy on us  
P. O Lord, have mercy on us. 
C. O Lord, have mercy on us and bless us. 
 
P. O Lord, accept our prayers and worship and have mercy on us.  

C. Glory be to you, O God. 
 
P. Glory be to you, O Creator. 
C. Glory be to you, O King the Messiah; who has mercy on us sinners. Bless us, O Lord. 

  (Let us sing together the prayer that Jesus taught us)  
 

All:   Our Father who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name,  
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, On earth as it is done in heaven.  
Give us this day our daily bread.  
And forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors. 
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.  
For thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory, Forever.  Amen.  
 

(Cong. to be seated)  
1st Lesson Isaiah 45:1-8  
2nd Lesson Acts 16:6-15 

 
Meditation  
 
The Day of Execution 
 
The disciples were totally unprepared. 
And when the centurion, who stood there in front of Jesus, heard his cry and saw how he 
died, he said, “Surely this man was the Son of God!” Mark 15:39 

Events in Jesus’ life- the birth in a manger, the death on a cross- can become so familiar 
that we miss the point. They’re too close to us. In thinking about them, it sometimes helps 
to let the mind wander and search out whole new images. 
A bible study group was asked to suggest word images that might apply to Jesus. Common 
ones surfaced first: a Shepherd, a Lamb, a Door. Then out of nowhere came a wildly 
different metaphor: “fireworks in reverse.” Everyone turned, puzzled, to the middle-aged 
woman who had spoken. 

“Think about it,” she said. “Fireworks explode with brilliant, dazzling colours and loud 
noise… yet they start out in an ordinary looking paper package. When God became a man, 



the opposite happened. The Creator of everything in the universe confined himself to an 

unimpressive human package.” 
 
When the Impossible Happened 

No event in the life of Jesus fits the woman’s metaphor better than his execution in 
Jerusalem. The idea was inconceivable, even to Jesus’ closest followers. The Son of God 
die? How could this be? 
Could the Creator of all things succumb to his creation? Disciples who had slogged through 
every other confrontation by his side now forsook him. It made no sense for Jesus, the 
Messiah, to die. 
Not until later would other thoughts click into place: memories of Old Testament customs 

that hauntingly pointed to a cross, prophecies of a Messiah who was King but also a 
suffering Servant (see Isaiah 53). To die was, after all, the central reason Jesus came to 
earth, he had insisted on that from the beginning. 
 
The Most Important Week 
Jesus’ last week obviously so impressed the disciples that the four chronicles of his life, 

including Mark, devoted one-third of their space to that final week in Jerusalem. By the 
time they wrote it down, of course, they could see his death in a new light: as a mournful 
prelude to the greatest miracle of all, his resurrection.  
Even so, nothing could erase the impact of those fear-filled, final days. When the eerie 
darkness had lifted and Jesus had breathed his last, the disciples had learned something 
profound about God, and about love. 
Dorothy Sayers put it in this way: “whatever game He is playing with His creation, He has 

kept His own rules and played fair. He can exact nothing from man that He has not 
exacted from Himself. He has Himself gone through the whole of human experience, from 
the trivial irritations of family life and the cramping restriction of hard work and lack of 
money to the worst horrors of pain and humiliation, defeat, despair, and death. When He 
was a man, He played the man. He was born in poverty and died in disgrace and thought it 
well worthwhile” (from Christian Letters to a Post-Christian World). 
At no other point in history did the fireworks appear so powerless as the day Jesus died. 

They had not yet been lit.  

L: Jesus speaks, "Come ye yourselves apart into a desert place, and rest awhile." 

With tender look, and voice of thrilling grace, 
The SAVIOUR once to His disciples said, 

"Come ye apart into a desert place. 
And rest awhile the aching heart and head." 

He says so still to all who are His own, 
To all aweary with the world's sad strife, 
"Come, spend with me a little while alone, 
Leave the hot fever and the fret of life. 

"Come from the world's hard struggle and its din, 
Discords that pain the ear and never cease, 

Wild stormy passions, tumults of man's sin, 
Which put to shame the angel's song of peace. 

"Come, when perplexed by doubt or anxious fear, 
And I will make dark things all clear and plain, 
Will shed the light of hope on dull despair, 
And give true peace where now is only pain."   C. D. Bell. 

 
 

Hymn 
Forty days and forty nights 
Thou wast fasting in the wild; 
Forty days and forty nights 
Tempted, and yet undefiled. 



 

Sunbeams scorching all the day; 
Chilly dew-drops nightly shed; 
Prowling beasts about Thy way; 

Stones Thy pillow; earth Thy bed. 
 
Shall we not Thy sorrow share,  
And from earthly joys abstain, 
Fasting with unceasing prayer,  
Glad with Thee to suffer pain? 
 

And if Satan vexing sore,  
Flesh or spirit should assail,  
Thou his Vanquisher before,  
Grant we may not faint nor fail! 
 
So shall we have peace divine: 

Holier gladness ours shall be; 
Round us, too, shall angels shine, 
Such as ministered to Thee. 
 
Keep, O keep us, Savior dear, 
Ever constant by Thy side; 
That with Thee we may appear 

At the eternal Eastertide. 
Words: George Hunt Smyttan (1822-1870), 1856  Music: attributed to Martin Herbst, 1654-1681) 

 
 
 
 
Why? 

L: Children happily skipping round a tree, 
Playing the age when innocence is free.   

Time has not grabbed its share of smiles. 
Shadows have not stretched doubts on the line. 
       A father weeps, gently cradling his scarred child. 
      “Dear Lord why? Why does it have to happen to mine?” 
 

The laws of the land are made by the wise, 
Not just in the mind, but the pocket size. 
For want will never cease to be greedy, 
And justice can be blind to the rightful needy. 
      Tearfully she waits at the gates, for a moment with her son. 
      “Dear Lord Why? Why does he have to be caged in a prison?” 
 

Somebody decides what’s right for this world, 
Sending the young to die for the banner unfurled. 
To right the wrong, or that’s what they say, 

But they on the other side, don’t see it that way. 
      She hugs her daddy’s picture clutching his medallion star. 
    “Dear Lord when? When will daddy come home from the war?” 

 
The dust had settled on Jerusalem’s street, 
The clamor is over, the fear indiscrete. 
The dream is in doubt, the crown is weak,  
Miracles forgotten from the previous week. 
         A sweat of blood pours, as ahead, humiliation He does see. 
         “Dear Lord why? My Father, why does it have to be me?” Dann Thomas 

 
 
 
 
 



Intercessory prayers 
 
L: Humiliated.  Spat on by the ones who were friends just a few days ago. A crown of 
thorns shoved cruelly over his head.  His skin torn to pulp by a nailed whip.  His clothes 
soaked in sweat and blood. Dehydrated, bloody, confused and afraid, lugging a heavy 
Roman cross through the dusty streets to Golgotha. All alone. 

 
Dear Lord, help us to understand your sacrifice, help us to be proud of our faith, to be able 
to boast of you as our Lord. Give us strength so that we may not deny you just as Peter 
did, or be a Judas and betray you. Give us confidence and faith so that we can be your 
witness at all times. 
 
C: 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. 
 

 
L: We pray for those who suffer pain and illness, we pray that you will give them rest and 

strength. We pray especially for the many who are alone and depressed. Let us like Simon 
of Cyrene lend a hand to those who need help and consolation. Let us reach out to 
individuals who need comfort and dear Lord, guide us to be humble and ever gracious in 
giving.  
 
C: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. 
 
L: Dear loving Friend, you have lived what the scriptures had foretold “They will look on 
the one they have pierced.” The Centurion, seeing what had happened praised God and 
said, “Surely this was a righteous man.”  

But we continue to stab you with our thoughtlessness and greed. Forgive us Lord. Help us 

to take part in your great sorrow given out of absolute love, which promises the eternal 
crown of happiness.   
 
C: 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? 
 
 
L: He can feel the chill of death creeping through His veins. With one last surge of 
strength, He once again presses His torn feet against the nail, straightens His legs, takes a 
deeper breath, and utters His seventh and last cry, “Father, into thy hands I commit my 
spirit.” 

It’s over 2000 years ago and He still hangs alone, nailed to that cross. 
Our Father, give us faith like the Canaanite woman, show us how to mend our ways, 

forgive us our trespasses, help us to understand your great sacrifice that demands our 
soul, our life, our all.   
 
C: 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. 
 
Words: Isaac Watts, 1707. Charles Wesley reportedly said he would give up all his other hymns to 
have written this one. Music: HAMBURG, Lowell Mason, 1824 

 
 

 

 
 

http://www.cyberhymnal.org/bio/w/a/t/watts_i.htm
http://www.cyberhymnal.org/bio/w/e/s/wesley_c.htm
http://www.cyberhymnal.org/bio/m/a/s/mason_l.htm


Gospel Reading  

P:  Peace be with you all. 
C:  May the Lord make us all worthy to listen to His Word. 
P: The Holy Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, which proclaims life and salvation to the world 

as recorded by Mathew 15:21-28 
 C: Blessed is He that has come and will come again. Praise to the Father who sent him for 
our Salvation. May his blessings be ever upon us. 
P: In the days of Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour, the Word of life, God incarnate of the 
blessed Virgin Mary, it happened in this way.  
C: So we believe and affirm. 
  (After reading the Gospel the priest says 'Peace be with you all') 

C: We thank you , Lord, that you have given us your gospel  which is indeed the light of 
the world, that we may be drawn closer to you through the living words from your gospel 
which we have now heard.  
  
The Nicene Creed 
We believe in the one true God, the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth, and of all 

things visible and invisible. 
We believe in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begotten Son of God, begotten of the Father 
before all world; Light of Light, very God of very God; begotten, not made, being of one 
substance with the Father, by whom all things were made, who, for us men and for our 
salvation, came down from heaven, and was incarnate by the Holy Spirit of the Virgin 
Mary, and was made man. He was crucified also for us in the days of Pontius Pilate; 
suffered and died and was buried. The third day He rose again, by His Father's holy will, 

ascended into heaven, and sits at the right hand of the Father. He will come again, with 
glory, to judge both the living and the dead and of His kingdom there will be no end. 
We believe in the Holy Spirit, the Lord and Giver of Life; who proceeds from the Father; 
who with the Father and the Son together is worshipped and glorified; who spoke by the 
prophets and the apostles. 
We believe in one Holy Catholic and apostolic Church. We acknowledge one baptism for the 
remission of sins; and look forward to the resurrection of the dead, and the new life of the 

world to come. Amen. 
 

(Cong. to be seated) 
 

Thanksgiving (Birthday & Anniversary) 

 
Would you be free from your passion  
and pride? 

There’s power in the blood,  
power in the blood; 
Come for a cleansing to Calvary’s tide; 
There’s wonderful power in the blood. 
 
There is power, power,  

wonder working power 
In the blood of the Lamb; 
There is power, power,  

wonder working power 
In the precious blood of the Lamb. 
 
Would you be whiter,  

much whiter than snow? 
There’s power in the blood,  
power in the blood; 
Sin stains are lost in its life giving flow. 
There’s wonderful power in the blood. 
 
Would you do service  

for Jesus your King? 
There’s power in the blood,  
power in the blood; 
Would you live daily His praises to sing? 



There’s wonderful power in the blood. 

 
Writer and Music: Lewis Edgar Jones 
 

 

Offertory Hymn 

THE OLD RUGGED CROSS 

On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, 
The emblem of suffering and shame; 

And I love that old cross where the dearest and best 
For a world of lost sinners was slain. 

So I’ll cherish the old rugged cross, 
Till my trophies at last I lay down; 
I will cling to the old rugged cross, 
And exchange it some day for a crown. 

O that old rugged cross, so despised by the world, 
Has a wondrous attraction for me; 
For the dear Lamb of God left His glory above 
To bear it to dark Calvary. 

In that old rugged cross, stained with blood so divine, 
A wondrous beauty I see, 
For ’twas on that old cross Jesus suffered and died, 
To pardon and sanctify me. 

To the old rugged cross I will ever be true; 

Its shame and reproach gladly bear; 
Then He’ll call me some day to my home far away, 
Where His glory forever I’ll share. 

Words & Music: George Bennard, 1913  

 
 

Message 

Closing Thought 

A Christian Prison 

Charles Colson a former aide to President Richard Nixon, entered a plea of guilty to 
Watergate-related charges. He served seven months before being released. But Colson 

never really left prison. Haunted by the desperation and hopelessness he saw behind bars 
he founded Prison Fellowship with teams of volunteers who visit prison, mentor prisoners, 
help their families, and share the Good News of Christ with them. 

Charles Colson visited an unusual prison in Brazil and made this report: 

Near the city of Sao Jose dos Campos, Brazil, is a remarkable facility. Twenty years ago 

the Brazilian government turned a prison over to two Christians. The institution was 
renamed Humaita, and the plan was to run it on Christian principles. With the exception of 
two full-time staff, all the work is done by inmates. Families outside the prison adopt an 
inmate to work with during and after his term. 'When I visited Humaita I found the 

http://ehymnbook.org/CMMS/writers.php?folder=w00&id=wd00823
http://www.cyberhymnal.org/bio/b/e/n/bennard_g.htm


inmates smiling. Wherever I walked I saw men at peace. I saw clean living areas, people 

working industriously. The walls were decorated with Biblical sayings from Psalms and 
Proverbs”.  

One inmate showed me Humaita’s secret. This inmate was convicted for murder, but he 
was my guide through the prison, walking around with all the prison keys hanging from his 
belt. He asked whether I’d like to see the maximum security cell. So we walked down a 

long hall of steel doors toward the cell in question. He said it used to be the punishment 
cell where they tortured people. “We still use it for punishment,” he said. “We have one 
inmate in there.” 
As we reached the end of a long concrete corridor and he put the key in the lock, he 
paused and asked, "Are you sure you want to go in?" 

"Of course," I replied impatiently, "I've been in isolation cells all over the world." Slowly he 
swung open the massive door, and I saw the prisoner in that punishment cell: a crucifix, 
beautifully carved by the Humaita inmates. The prisoner was Jesus, hanging on a cross. 

"He's still doing time for the rest of us," my guide said softly. 

 http://www.prisonfellowship.org/why-pf/history-of-pf/297 

Closing Prayer  (All together) 
C: Christ Jesus you hung upon a cross and died for us so that we might live for you. 
Your body was broken and your blood shed so that we might be healed and made whole. 
You were faithful unto death so that we might be faithful unto life. 

Your last command was that we might love one another, one family together from every 
tribe and nation.  
A new creation united through your sacrifice,  
Redeemed by your blood 
Healed by your love 
United by your covenant of peace 

In your death may we find life. Amen 
 

Prayer and Benediction 
 
P: Loving Lord, may we understand your sacrifice.  

    May we be redeemed by your blood. 
    May we have faith in your promise. 
    May we be healed by your love and united by your peace. 
    In your death, dear Lord, may we find life.  Amen 
 
 

Doxology & Kiss of peace 
 
Jesus, keep me near the cross,  
There a precious fountain  
Free to all, a healing stream  

Flows from Calvary’s mountain.  
 

In the cross, in the cross,  
Be my glory ever;  
Till my raptured soul shall find  
Rest beyond the river.  
 
Near the cross, a trembling soul,  

Love and mercy found me;  
There the bright and morning star  
Sheds its beams around me.  
 
Near the cross! O Lamb of God,  
Bring its scenes before me;  
Help me walk from day to day,  

http://www.prisonfellowship.org/why-pf/history-of-pf/297


With its shadows o’er me.  

 
 
Near the cross I’ll watch and wait  

Hoping, trusting ever,  
Till I reach the golden strand,  
Just beyond the river.  
Writer: Frances (Fanny) Jane Crosby Music: William Howard Doane 
 
 
 

………………………………………………………………. 
 
Alexander, Caesar, Charlemagne, and I have founded empires.  But on what did we rest 
the creations of our genius?  Upon force.  Jesus Christ founded his empire upon love; and 
at this hour millions of men would die for him.   
~Napoleon Bonaparte 

 
 
They gave him a manger for a cradle, a carpenter's bench for a pulpit, thorns for a crown, 
and a cross for a throne.  He took them and made them the very glory of his career.   
~W.E. Orchard 
 
I have read in Plato and Cicero sayings that are very wise and very beautiful; but I never 

read in either of them:  "Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden."   
~St Augustine 
 
 
What good is having someone who can walk on water if you don't follow in his footsteps?  
 ~Author Unknown 
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