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VIA DOLOROSA 
The Way of the Cross: 

A Service of Readings and Choral Music 

for Good Friday 



 

Welcome 

 
Christ’s passion profoundly embodies the needless suffering of our world and 
humanity.  Making time to accompany someone through their suffering and death can 

be costly and, as events in our own lives demand so much from us, this may be asking 

too much of us this year.  Traditionally we spend three hours at the foot of the cross 
but please use these resources in whatever way feels most helpful to you.  Perhaps just 

one reading or picture speaks to you, that may be enough.  Go gently as you walk with 

grief. 

 
This virtual service will guide you through our worship - separate yet together. 

 
Take your time as you read through the words of the service and allow them to rest in your thoughts. 
You may wish to speak aloud the words in bold. 

 
As we gather, we share in a time of quiet. 

 
 
 

 
Photograph taken by Shan Rush of the Cross at St Mark's on Good Friday. Used with Permission. 

 



BIDDING PRAYER  
 
 

God of love, 

ever present in our sufferings, 
always leading us to resurrection hope; 

give us grace so to follow in Christ’s way 

that we may be his reconciling presence 
in a world broken apart by pain and conflict.  Amen. 

 

Concluding with the Lord’s Prayer: 
 

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.   
Lead us not into temptation  

but deliver us from evil.   

For the kingdom, the power,  
and the glory are yours  

now and for ever.  Amen. 

 

HYMN 

 
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? 

 

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. 

 

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. 
 

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. 
 

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. 

 

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) 

 

 



I 

 
'Christ Enters Jerusalem' by Sadao Watanabe, 1982, from the Methodist Modern Art Collection © TMCP, used with permission. 

www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection. 

BIBLE READING 
 

Jesus enters Jerusalem Mark 11.1-11 
 

When they were approaching Jerusalem, at Bethphage and Bethany, near the Mount of Olives, he 

sent two of his disciples and said to them, ‘Go into the village ahead of you, and immediately as you 

enter it, you will find tied there a colt that has never been ridden; untie it and bring it. If anyone 
says to you, “Why are you doing this?” just say this, “The Lord needs it and will send it back here 

immediately.”’ They went away and found a colt tied near a door, outside in the street. As they 

were untying it, some of the bystanders said to them, ‘What are you doing, untying the colt?’ They 
told them what Jesus had said; and they allowed them to take it. Then they brought the colt to 

Jesus and threw their cloaks on it; and he sat on it. Many people spread their cloaks on the road, 

and others spread leafy branches that they had cut in the fields. Then those who went ahead and 
those who followed were shouting, 

‘Hosanna! 

    Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! 
    Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! 

Hosanna in the highest heaven!’ 

Then he entered Jerusalem and went into the temple; and when he had looked around at 
everything, as it was already late, he went out to Bethany with the twelve. 

 

 

http://www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection


 

ANTHEM 
 

I am the resurrection by William Croft  
    

POEM 
 

Via Dolorosa by Margaret Torrie 
 

Do not make the mistake 
of imagining that you 

may go singing 

on the Via Dolorosa 
neither may you 

bear right or left 

the way is confined 
with little room 

for manoeuvre 

 
You will know exhaustion 

kneeling often 

trodden and rough 
and scarred by many feet 

This way is our way 

and may not be shunned 
turned from 

or avoided 
best to go quietly 

with a dogged courage 

knowing that 
one thing is certain: 

There is an end. 

 
And when you arrive 

you will find 

that the hill is crowned 
with a living tree 

stretching out 

great branches 
to give you shelter 

and manna there 

and spring water 
 

 

 
We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and readings 

provided. 
 
 
After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 

 
Blessed are those whose spirit has been shaped by poverty; 

for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 

Amen. Lord have mercy. 



II 

 
'Fool of God (Christ in the Garden' by Mark Cazalet , 1993, from the Methodist Modern Art Collection © TMCP, used with permission. 

www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection 

 

BIBLE READING 

 

Jesus prays in the garden of Gethsemane Mark 14.32-46 
 

They went to a place called Gethsemane; and he said to his disciples, ‘Sit here while I pray.’ He took 
with him Peter and James and John, and began to be distressed and agitated. And he said to them, ‘I 

am deeply grieved, even to death; remain here, and keep awake.’ And going a little farther, he threw 

himself on the ground and prayed that, if it were possible, the hour might pass from him. He said, 
‘Abba, Father, for you all things are possible; remove this cup from me; yet, not what I want, but 

what you want.’ He came and found them sleeping; and he said to Peter, ‘Simon, are you asleep? 

Could you not keep awake one hour? Keep awake and pray that you may not come into the time of 
trial; the spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.’ And again he went away and prayed, saying 

the same words. And once more he came and found them sleeping, for their eyes were very heavy; 

and they did not know what to say to him. He came a third time and said to them, ‘Are you still 
sleeping and taking your rest? Enough! The hour has come; the Son of Man is betrayed into the 

hands of sinners. Get up, let us be going. See, my betrayer is at hand.’ 

 
Immediately, while he was still speaking, Judas, one of the twelve, arrived; and with him there was a 

crowd with swords and clubs, from the chief priests, the scribes, and the elders. Now the betrayer 

had given them a sign, saying, ‘The one I will kiss is the man; arrest him and lead him away under 
guard.’ So when he came, he went up to him at once and said, ‘Rabbi!’ and kissed him. Then they 

laid hands on him and arrested him. 

http://www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection


 
'The Kiss of Betrayal' by Lorna May Wadsworth, 2015. Reproduced by permission of the artist. 

ANTHEM 
 

O Vos Omnes, Qui Transitis Per Viam by Tomás Luis de Victoria  
 

 

POEM 
 

No Worst, There is None by Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 

No worst, there is none. Pitched past pitch of grief, 
More pangs will, schooled at forepangs, wilder wring. 

Comforter, where, where is your comforting? 

Mary, mother of us, where is your relief? 
My cries heave, herds-long; huddle in a main, a chief 

Woe, world-sorrow; on an age-old anvil wince and sigh – 

Then lull, then leave off.  Fury had shrieked ‘No ling- 
ering! Let me be fell: force I must be brief.’ 

 

O the mind, mind has mountains; cliffs of fall 
Frightful, sheer, no-man-fathomed.  Hold them cheap 

May who ne’re hung there. Nor does long our small 

Durance deal with that steep or deep. Here! creep, 
Wretch, under a comfort serves in a whirlwind: all 

Life death does end and each day dies with sleep. 

 
We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and readings 

provided. 
 
 

After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 

 
 

Blessed are those who are not arrogant; 

for they shall inherit the earth. 
Amen. Lord have mercy. 



III 

 
'The Savior' by Henry Ossawa Tanner, c. 1900-1905, Smithsonian American Art Museum. Reproduced under Creative Commons. 

BIBLE READING 

 

Jesus is condemned Mark 14. 55-64 
 

Now the chief priests and the whole council were looking for testimony against Jesus to put him to 
death; but they found none. For many gave false testimony against him, and their testimony did not 

agree. Some stood up and gave false testimony against him, saying, ‘We heard him say, “I will 

destroy this temple that is made with hands, and in three days I will build another, not made with 
hands.”’ But even on this point their testimony did not agree. Then the high priest stood up before 

them and asked Jesus, ‘Have you no answer? What is it that they testify against you?’ But he was 

silent and did not answer. Again the high priest asked him, ‘Are you the Messiah, the Son of the 
Blessed One?’ Jesus said, ‘I am; and 

“you will see the Son of Man 

seated at the right hand of the Power”, 
and “coming with the clouds of heaven.”’ 

Then the high priest tore his clothes and said, ‘Why do we still need witnesses? You have heard his 

blasphemy! What is your decision?’ All of them condemned him as deserving death. 
 



ANTHEM 

 
Love is the key of life and death by Helen Williams 

 
 

POEM 
 
Eli, Eli by Judith Wright 
 

To see them go by drowning in the river – 

soldiers and elders drowning in the river, 
the pitiful women drowning in the river, 

the children's faces staring from the river – 

that was his cross, and not the cross they gave him. 
 

To hold the invisible wand, and not to save them – 

to know them turned to death, and yet not save them; 
only to cry to them and not to save them 

knowing that no one but themselves could save them – 

this was the wound, more than the wound they dealt him. 
 

To hold out love and know they would not take it, 

to hold out faith and know they dared not take it – 
the invisible wand, and none would see or take it – 

all he could give, and there was none to take it – 

thus they betrayed him, not with the tongue's betrayal. 
 

He watched, and they were drowning in the river; 

faces like sodden flowers in the river 
faces of children moving in the river; 

and all the while, he knew there was no river. 

 
 

We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and 
readings provided. 
 

 
After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 

 

 
Blessed are those who are desperate for justice; 

for they shall eat and drink their fill. 

Amen. Lord have mercy. 



IV 

 
'Peter Denies Jesus' from The Stations of the Cross in Holy Trinity Cathedral, Mutare, Zimbabwe, Photograph by GR Davis, February 2012 

https://webs.wofford.edu/davisgr/MutareCathedral/index.htm  

BIBLE READING 

 

Peter denies Jesus Mark 14. 66-72 
 

 
While Peter was below in the courtyard, one of the servant-girls of the high priest came by. When 

she saw Peter warming himself, she stared at him and said, ‘You also were with Jesus, the man from 

Nazareth.’ But he denied it, saying, ‘I do not know or understand what you are talking about.’ And 
he went out into the forecourt. Then the cock crowed. And the servant-girl, on seeing him, began 

again to say to the bystanders, ‘This man is one of them.’ But again he denied it. Then after a little 

while the bystanders again said to Peter, ‘Certainly you are one of them; for you are a Galilean.’ But 
he began to curse, and he swore an oath, ‘I do not know this man you are talking about.’ At that 

moment the cock crowed for the second time. Then Peter remembered that Jesus had said to him, 

‘Before the cock crows twice, you will deny me three times.’ And he broke down and wept. 

https://webs.wofford.edu/davisgr/MutareCathedral/index.htm


 
'The Denial of St Peter' by Caravaggio, c. 1610, Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York City. Reproduced under Creative Commons. 

 

HYMN  
 

THERE IS A GREEN HILL far away, 
without a city wall, 

where the dear Lord was crucified, 

who died to save us all. 
 

We may not know, we cannot tell, 

what pains he had to bear; 
but we believe it was for us 

he hung and suffered there. 

 
He died that we might be forgiv'n, 

he died to make us good, 

that we might go at last to heav'n, 
saved by his precious blood. 

 

There was no other good enough 
to pay the price of sin; 

he only could unlock the gate 

of heav'n, and let us in. 
 

O dearly, dearly has he loved, 

and we must love him too, 
and trust in his redeeming blood, 

and try his works to do. 

 
C F Alexander (1818-1895) alt. 

 



POEM 
 
Wild Geese by Mary Oliver 
 

 

You do not have to be good. 
You do not have to walk on your knees 

for a hundred miles through the desert repenting. 

You only have to let the soft animal of your body 
love what it loves. 

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you of mine. 

Meanwhile the world goes on. 
Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain 

are moving across the landscapes, 

over the prairies and the deep trees, 
the mountains and the rivers. 

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, 

are heading home again. 
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 

the world offers itself to your imagination, 

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting 
over and over announcing your place 

in the family of things. 

 
 

We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and readings 

provided. 
 

 

After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 
 

Blessed are the compassionate; 

for they shall have compassion shown to them when they need it. 
Amen. Lord have mercy. 



V 

 
'Crucified tree form - the agony' by Theyre Lee-Elliott, 1959, from the Methodist Modern Art Collection © TMCP, used with permission. 

www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection 

BIBLE READING 
 
Jesus is crucified Mark 15. 16-24 
 

 

Then the soldiers led him into the courtyard of the palace (that is, the governor’s headquarters); 
and they called together the whole cohort. And they clothed him in a purple cloak; and after 

twisting some thorns into a crown, they put it on him. And they began saluting him, ‘Hail, King of 

the Jews!’ They struck his head with a reed, spat upon him, and knelt down in homage to him. After 
mocking him, they stripped him of the purple cloak and put his own clothes on him. Then they led 

him out to crucify him. 

They compelled a passer-by, who was coming in from the country, to carry his cross; it was Simon 
of Cyrene, the father of Alexander and Rufus. Then they brought Jesus to the place called Golgotha 

(which means the place of a skull). And they offered him wine mixed with myrrh; but he did not 

take it. And they crucified him, and divided his clothes among them, casting lots to decide what 
each should take. 

http://www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection


 

ANTHEM 
 
Per Crucem Taizé 
 

 

 

 

 

POEM 

 

Overwhelmed by Marjorie Pizer 
 

When I feel overwhelmed by destruction 

Let me go down to the sea. 
Let me sit by the immeasurable ocean 

And watch the surf 

Beating in and running out all day and all night. 
Let me sit by the sea 

And have the bitter sea winds 

Slap my cheeks with their cold, damp hands 
Until I am sensible again. 

Let me look at the sky at night 

And let the stars tell me 
Of limitless horizons and unknown universes 

Until I am grown calm and strong once more. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and readings 

provided. 
 

 

After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 
 

 

Blessed are those who take action to bring about peace; 
for they shall truly be called God’s own. 

Amen. Lord have mercy. 

Detail from the East window at St Mark’s Church by 
Harry Stammers. 

Photograph by Shan Rush. Used with permission. 

 



VI 

 
'Pietà' by Elizabeth Frink, 1956, from the Methodist Modern Art Collection © TMCP, used with permission. 

www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection 

 

BIBLE READING 
 

Jesus dies Mark 15. 33-38 
 

 
When it was noon, darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. At three 

o’clock Jesus cried out with a loud voice, ‘Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani?’ which means, ‘My God, my 

God, why have you forsaken me?’ When some of the bystanders heard it, they said, ‘Listen, he is 
calling for Elijah.’ And someone ran, filled a sponge with sour wine, put it on a stick, and gave it to 

him to drink, saying, ‘Wait, let us see whether Elijah will come to take him down.’ Then Jesus gave a 

loud cry and breathed his last. And the curtain of the temple was torn in two, from top to bottom. 

 

http://www.methodist.org.uk/artcollection


ANTHEM 

 

God so loved the world by John Stainer 

 

 

 

POEM 
 

Brink of Eternity by Rabindranath Tagore 
 

In desperate hope I go and search for her 

in all the corners of my room: 

I find her not. 
 

My house is small  

and what once has gone from it can never be regained. 
 

But infinite is thy mansion, my Lord,  

and seeking her I have come to thy door. 
 

 

I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky 
and I lift my eager eyes to thy face. 

 

I have come to the brink of eternity from which nothing can vanish 
- no hope, no happiness, no vision of a face seen through tears. 

 

Oh, dip my emptied life into that ocean, 
plunge it into the deepest fullness.   

Let me for once feel that lost sweet touch  

in the allness of the universe. 
 

 

 
 

We invite you to share an extended period of silent reflection. You may like to use the artwork and 
readings provided. 
 

 
 

After the silence, one of the Beatitudes is read: 

 
 

 

Blessed are those who carry wounds suffered in the struggle for justice; 
for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 

Amen. Lord have mercy. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 



HYMN 
 

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. 

 

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. 
 

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? 

 
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. 

Isaac Watts (1674 – 1748) 

Tune: Rockingham 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our silence continues to accompany us through the rest of this day 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Thank you for joining us in worship. 

 
Our website will continue to be updated with resources for our shared worship as we travel 

towards Easter and beyond: https://stmarkssheffield.co.uk/.   

We invite you to join us in this journey together. 
 

Some resources you may wish to use alone, or you may wish to join with a group who are meeting 

in a digital space. Do let the office know if you need connecting up with a group, but feel free to 
start your own. 

 

Please contact office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk for more information about how we are remaining in 
community during this time. 

 

 
 

 

Please consider making a donation to support the work of St Mark’s Church. 
You can make a donation by texting 'STMARKS 5' to 70085 to donate £5. This costs £5 plus a std rate 

msg. Alternatively, you can opt to give any whole amount up to £20. 
Thank you. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

Materials used in the production of this service include: excerpts of ‘The Beatitudes – a paraphrase' from 'All 

Desires Known', 3rd edition copyright © Janet Morley 2006; 'Via Dolorosa' from 'Selected Poems' copyright © 
Margaret Torrie 1979; '41 No worst, there is none' from 'Poems of Gerald Manley Hopkins' copyright © Gerald 

Manley Hopkins 1918; 'Eli, Eli' from 'Woman to Man' copyright © Judith Wright 1949; 'Wild Geese' from 

'Devotions: The Selected Poems of Mary Oliver' copyright © Mary Oliver 2017; 'Overwhelmed' from 'To You the 
Living: Poems for Comfort and Healing' copyright © Marjorie Pizer 1992; 'Brink of Eternity' from 'Gitanjali' copyright 

© Rabindranth Tagore 1912; and locally produced texts. 

Scripture quotations are from the New Revised Standard Version of the Bible, Anglicised Edition, copyright © 1989, 
1995. 

 

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

All rights reserved. 

https://stmarkssheffield.co.uk/
mailto:office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
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