Stations of the Cross - St Francis Mannofield - 30th March 2010
‘We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. Lord by your Cross and Resurrection, you have redeemed the world.’
Holy, Holy, Holy (Schubert) – echoing the cries of the Palm Sunday crowds:

‘Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord, Hosanna in the highest.’
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All:
	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. 
	        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. 


I
Jesus is Condemned to Die
II
Jesus Carries His Cross

Passion Chorale v1 (Bach) – 
O sacred head, surrounded by crown of piercing thorn! O bleeding head, so wounded, So shamed and put to scorn!
Death’s pallid hue comes o’er thee, The glow of life decays; Yet angel-hosts adore thee, And tremble as they gaze.

III
Jesus Falls the First Time
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Jesus Meets His Mother

Thy Perfect Love (Rutter)
Jesu, my love, my joy, my rest, Thy perfect love close in my breast,

That I thee love and never rest;[image: image3.jpg]


[image: image4.wmf] And make me love thee of all thinge best,
[image: image5.wmf]And wounde my heart in thy love free, That I may reign in joy evermore with thee.
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V 
Simon Helps Jesus Carry his Cross

VI
Veronica Wipes the Face of Jesus

Passion Chorale v2 – 
Thy comeliness and vigour is withered up and gone, And in thy wasted figure I see death drawing on.

O agony and dying! O love to sinners free! Jesu, all grace supplying, Turn thou thy face on me.
VII
Jesus Falls the Second Time

VIII
Jesus Meets the Women of Jerusalem
O Vos Omnes (Victoria)

O vos omnes, qui transistis per vitam, attendite, et videte. Si est dolor similis sicut dolor meus.

Attendite, universi populi, et videte dolorem meum.

(All ye who pass by, see if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow (Lam. 1:12))
IX
Jesus Falls the Third Time

X
Jesus is Stripped

Passion Chorale v3 – 

In this, thy bitter Passion, Good Shepherd, think of me With thy most sweet compassion, Unworthy though I be:

Beneath thy Cross abiding For ever would I rest, In thy dear love confiding, And with thy presence blest.
XI
Jesus is Nailed to the Cross
XII
Jesus Dies on the Cross

Silence, then Kyrie eleison, Christe eleison (Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy) from Mass XVII.
XIII
Jesus is Taken Down from the Cross
XIV
Jesus is Laid in the tomb
Ave Verum Corpus (Mozart)

Ave verum corpus natum de Maria Virgine; Vere passum, immolatum in cruce pro homine:

Cuius latus per foratum unda fluxit et sanguine: Esto nobis praegustatum in mortis examine.

(Hail, true body born of the Virgin Mary, which truly suffered and was sacrificed on the cross for the human race, whose pierced side poured with water and blood: be to us a foretaste of the verdict to be passed at death.)

Benediction.
	All:  O salutaris Hostia, 

       Quae caeli pandis ostium: 

       Bella premunt hostilia, 

       Da robur, fer auxilium.

       Uni trinoque Domino 

       Sit sempiterna gloria, 

       Qui vitam sine termino 

       Nobis donet in patria. Amen.
	         (O saving Victim, opening wide
         the gate of heaven to man below;
         our foes press on from every side;
         thine aid supply; thy strength bestow.

         All praise and thanks to thee ascend
         for evermore, blest One in Three;
         O grant us life that shall not end
         in our true native land with thee.  Amen.)


	   Pange, lingua, gloriosi 

   corporis mysterium, 

   sanguinisque pretiosi, 

   quem in mundi pretium 

   fructus ventris generosi 

   rex effudit gentium. 

  (Sing, my tongue, the Saviour's glory, 

   of his flesh the mystery sing; 

   of the blood, all price exceeding, 

   shed by our immortal King, 

   destined, for the world's redemption, 

   from a noble womb to spring.
	All: Tantum ergo sacramentum 

      veneremur cernui: 

      et antiquum documentum 

      novo cedat ritui: 

      praestet fides supplementum 

      sensuum defectui.
      Down in adoration falling,

      lo! the sacred host we hail; 

      lo! o'er ancient forms departing, 

      newer rites of grace prevail; 

      faith, for all defects supplying, 

     where the feeble senses fail.  
	    Genitori, Genitoque 

    laus et jubilatio, 

    salus, honor, virtus quoque 

    sit et benedictio: 

    Procedenti ab utroque 

    compar sit laudatio. Amen.

    To the everlasting Father, 

    and the Son who reigns on high, 

    with the Holy Ghost proceeding 

    forth from each eternally, 

    be salvation, honour, blessing, 

    might and endless majesty.  Amen.)


Silence, then concluding hymn
All:
	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. 
	           Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

           that were an offering far too small; 

           love so amazing, so divine, 

           demands my soul, my life, my all.


‘He has risen, as he said he would’ (Matt. 28:6)
