
Good Friday – Liturgy of the Day

• No Introit

• Gathering and Liturgy of the Word 
• T&S 307 – 308 
• Psalm Belmont 181  Psalm 30 (h31)
• The Passion ends at Jn 19: 37

• Prayer around the Cross

-cc3x3x3x2x5x5x6vv8x8x{x8vv9x8x8x8x6x8x7vv6vv5x{x5x6x8x7x6x5x6x6x]  
-cc6x7x5xv$4x3x6x6vv2x{x3x5x5x3x5x6x6x5xx{x6x7x5x6vv5x4x2x3xbb]  
Sing, my tongue, the glorious battle, 
Sing the ending of the fray;  
Now above the cross, the trophy, 
Sound the loud triumphant lay:
Tell how Christ the world’s Redeemer, 
As a victim won the day.

He, our Maker, deeply grieving 
That the first made Adam fell, 
When he ate the fruit forbidden 
Whose reward was death and hell, 
Marked e’en then this Tree the ruin 
Of the first tree to dispel.

Tell how, when at length the fullness, 
Of th’appointed time was come, 
Christ, the Word, was born of woman, 
Left for us His heavenly home; 
Showed us human life made perfect, 
Shone as light amid the gloom.

Lo! He lies an Infant weeping,  
Where the narrow manger stands, 
While the Mother-Maid His members 
Wraps in mean and lowly bands,  
And the swaddling clothes is winding 
Round His helpless feet and hands.

Thus, with thirty years accomplished, 
Went He forth from Nazareth, 
Destined, dedicated, willing,  
Wrought His work, and met His death. 
Like a lamb He humbly yielded
On the cross His dying breath.

There the nails and spears He suffers, 
Vinegar, and gall, and reed; 
From His sacred body piercèd 
Blood and water both proceed; 
Precious flood, which all creation 
From the stain of sin hath freed.

Faithful cross, thou sign of triumph, 
Now for us the noblest tree, 
None in foliage, none in blossom, 
None in fruit thy peer may be; 
Symbol of the world’s redemption, 
For the weight that hung on thee!

Bend thy boughs, O tree of glory! 
Thy relaxing sinews bend;  
For awhile the ancient rigour  
That thy birth bestowed, suspend; 
And the King of heavenly beauty 
On thy bosom gently tend!

Thou alone wast counted worthy 
This world’s ransom to sustain, 
That a shipwrecked race forever 
Might a port of refuge gain,
With the sacred blood anointed 
Of the Lamb for sinners slain.

To the Trinity be glory  
Everlasting, as is meet:  
Equal to the Father, equal  
To the Son, and Paraclete:  
God the Three in One, whose praises
All created things repeat.  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After the Seven Last Words
Mark Strand

1
The story of the end, of the last word
of the end, when told, is a story that never ends.
We tell it and retell it — one word, then another
until it seems that no last word is possible,
that none would be bearable. Thus, when the hero
of the story says to himself, as to someone far away,
‘Forgive them, for they know not what they do,’
we may feel that he is pleading for us, that we are
the secret life of the story and, as long as his plea
is not answered, we shall be spared. So the story
continues. So we continue. And the end, once more,
becomes the next, and the next after that.

-v7cbbcc6ccbbbbbbbc6vvvvvvvv5vvvvvv6xv4cccc4ccc5c3cc2vvncvc2vvvvvvc4xvcv5vvvvvcv7vvvvvvcv5cc6cc6ccc{cc6ccc6cccc8cccvvcc6xvvvvvvvv]  
vi The word of the cross is   folly   to those who are perishing,   but to those who

-v7vvvv5vvvvvvc4vvvvvvvvvvc5cvvvvc6cvv5cvvv4ccvvvc2ccvvvvc2ccc4vvx]
          are being saved it is the pow’r of God.

-v7vcccvvYxx5x6x4x{xRxx2x4x5x{xUxx6x7x5x{xTxx4x2x4x]
Psalm 2
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2
There is an island in the dark, a dreamt-of place
where the muttering wind shifts over the white lawns
and riffles the leaves of trees, the high trees
that are streaked with gold and line the walkways there;
and those already arrived are happy to be the silken
remains of something they were but cannot recall;
they move to the sound of stars, which is also imagined,
but who cares about that; the polished columns they see
may be no more than shafts of sunlight, but for those
who live on and on in the radiance of their remains
this is of little importance. There is an island
in the dark and you will be there, I promise you, you
shall be with me in paradise, in the single season of being,
in the place of forever, you shall find yourself. And there
the leaves will turn and never fall, there the wind
will sing and be your voice as if for the first time.

-v7vvvvv4vvvv5vv6vvvvvYxxxxxxxxxvvvvvv7vvvvvvv6vvvvvvvvv6vvvvv5vvvvvv6vvv6vvvvvv6vvvvvvvv6vvvv6vvvv6vvvvvvvv6vvvvvvvv5vv4vvvvv5vv6vvvvv5vvvvvvv5vv4vvvvvv]
vi Over his head, they put the charge against him: this is Jesus of Nazareth, the King of the Jews.

-v7cccvvRxx3x2x4xc{xcRxx3x4x5xc{{xcYxx5x7x6xc{xcYxx5x6x4xcccccccv]
Psalm 53 (h.54)
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3
Someday some one will write a story set
in a place called The Skull, and it will tell,
among other things, of a parting between mother
and son, of how she wandered off, of how he vanished
in air. But before that happens, it will describe
how their faces shone with a feeble light and how
the son was moved to say, ‘Woman, look at your son,’
then to a friend nearby, ‘Son, look at your mother.’
At which point the writer will put down his pen
and imagine that while those words were spoken
something else happened, something unusual like
a purpose revealed, a secret exchanged, a truth
to which they, the mother and son, would be bound,
but what it was no one would know. Not even the writer.

-v7cbbcvvv6vvvvvvvvbbbbbb5vvvvvvbbbb6bbbbbbbbbbb4cc4ccbb5c3ccvvv2vvncvcbb2vvvvvv4xvcv5vvvvvcv7vvvvvvcv5ccvvvvvv6ccbbbbb6bcc6ccccb{bbbbbbbbbb8cccvvb6bbbb5vvvvbbv4vbb2vvbbbbbb4cccv]  
vi God’s love for us is re-vealed in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.

-v7vcccvvYxx5x6x4x{xRxx2x4x5x{xUxx6x7x5x{xTxx4x2x4x]
Psalm 115 (h.116)
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4
These are the days when the sky is filled with
the odor of lilac, when darkness becomes desire,
when there is nothing that does not wish to be born.
These are the days of spring when the fate
of the present is a breezy fullness, when the world’s
great gift for fiction gilds even the dirt we walk on.
On such days we feel we could live forever, yet all
the while we know we cannot. This is the doubleness
in which we dwell. The great master of weather
and everything else, if he wishes, can bring forth  
a dark of a different kind, one hidden by darkness
so deep it cannot be seen. No one escapes.
Not even the man who saved others, and believed
he was the chosen son. When the dark came down
even he cried out, ‘Father, father, why have you
forsaken me?’ But to his words no answer came.

-`*~vvvvv1vvvvvvvv4vvvvv4vvvvvvvv5vvvvvvvv5vvvvvv5vvvvv6vv7vv6vv7vvvvv8vvvvvvvv7vv4vvvvvvv4vvvvvvvv6vvvv4vvvvvvv1vvvvvvv1vvvvv1vvvvvvvv!ccc]vvvvvv4vvvvvvv6vvvvvvv4vvvvvvvv1vvvvvvv] 
Look up to God and be ra - diant. Let your faces not be a-bashed. [Al - le - lu - ia.]

-`*~vvvvvRxx8x7x8x{xUxx5x3x4x]
Psalm 33 (h.34)
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5
To be thirsty. To say, ‘I thirst.’ To be given,
instead of water, vinegar, and that to be pressed
from a sponge. To close one’s eyes and see the giant
world that is born each time the eyes are closed.
To see one’s death. To see the darkening clouds
as the tragic cloth of a day of mourning. To be the one
mourned. To open the dictionary of the Beyond and discover
what one suspected, that the only word in it
is nothing. To try to open one’s eyes, but not to be
able to. To feel the mouth burn. To feel the sudden
presence of what, again and again, was not said.
To translate it and have it remain unsaid. To know
at last that nothing is more real than nothing.

-v7ccvv4vvvvvvvv6vvvvvv6vvvv6vvvvvvv7vv6vvvvvv5vv6vvvvvv2vvvvv{vvv6vvvvv6vvvv7vvvvv8vvvvvvv5vvvvvvvv4vvvvvv3vvvvvvvv2vvvvvvvvv]] 
i My soul is a-thirst for you   as in a dry and thirsty land.

-v7vcccvvWxx3x4x5x{xTxx4x5x6x{xYxx5x4x5x{xTxx4x3x2x]
Psalm 41 (h.42)
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6
‘It is finished,’ he said. You could hear him say it,
the words almost a whisper, then not even that,
but an echo so faint it seemed no longer to come
from him, but from elsewhere. This was his moment,
his final moment. “It is finished,” he said into a vastness
that led to an even greater vastness, and yet all of it
within him. He contained it all. That was the miracle,
to be both large and small in the same instant, to be
like us, but more so, then finally to give up the ghost,
which is what happened. And from the storm that swirled
a formal nakedness took shape, the truth of disguise
and the mask of belief were joined forever.

-v`*~c1vvvvvv1vvvvvvvvv4vvvvvvv4vvvvvv5vvvvvvvv6vvvvvvvvvvv4vvvvvvvvv&vvvvvvvv6vvvvvvvv7vvvvv8vvvv4vvvvvv5vv4vvvv4vv3vvvvvvvv$cvvv] 
ii All the ends of the earth have seen the salvation of our God.

-`*~xRx3x4x{xYx5x4x5x{xYx5x6x7x{ xYx4x6x5x{xRx1x3x4x {xTx3x4x]
Psalm 142 (h.143)
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7
Back down these stairs to the same scene,
to the moon, the stars, the night wind. Hours pass
and only the harp off in the distance and the wind
moving through it.  And soon the sun’s gray disk,
darkened by clouds, sailing above. And beyond,
as always, the sea of endless transparence, of utmost
calm, a place of constant beginning that has within it
what no eye has seen, what no ear has heard, what no hand
has touched, what has not arisen in the human heart.
To that place, to the keeper of that place, I commit myself.

-c7vvvv4vvvvvvcv5ccccvvvvvc6vvvcc4cccvvvvvc5xcvvc3ccvvc4ccvvvc2ccvc1cvvvc2ccc4ccvvvv]  
Ant. In your kingdom, Lord, remember us today.

-c7x^xxxxvvcc5cccc4cc2cv2cccc1ccvcc2cccc2ccc4cccc5cccc5ccc6cvc5ccc5ccccvv]  
Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of Heaven.

-c7vvcc&xxxvvvv6vvvvvvvvvv5vvvvvvvvvvvv3vvvvvvvvvv1vvvvvvvv2vv4vvvvvvvv6vvvvvv5vvvvvvvv4vvvvvv4vvvvvv4vvvvvvvvvvv]  
Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be comforted! Ant.

-c7vvvvvc6ccc6ccc5cvcc4cccvvc2cvccc1cccc2cccc2cccc4cc5cc5vvcc6cccc5ccccvvvv]  
Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth.

-c7x&xxxxxxxvvvvvvvvvvxx6xcc5cccc3ccc3cccc3ccvvcc1vcc2vvv4cccc6ccccc]  
 Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they shall

-c7cv5ccc4ccc4ccc4ccccccbbc6x6vxb5vvvvvvv4vvvvvv2vvvv2vvvvv2xvv1vvx2xvvv2vvvvvv4vvvvvv5v6ccccc5ccc5xbbbbbbbbbcc]  
be satisfied. Ant. Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.

-c7x&xxxvvvvvvvvvc6ccc5cccc3ccccc1cccc2cccc4cccv6vv5cccc4cccxvvvvc6x6vvx5xc4xvvvvv]  
Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God. Ant. Blessed are the

-c7vvvvvvc2x2x2vvvx!xxxvvxx2xx4x5xvv6vvx5xcccUccccccccccccccvvv]  
 peacemakers, for they shall be called children of God. Blessed are those

-c7vvvvcUxxxvvvvvvvvvvvvvx6xv6vvvvvvvc5cccc3xvvc1vvvvvcc2xvvv2ccvvvc4ccvvc6cvvc6cvcc5ccvc4ccvvc4cbmccccvvc]  

 who are persecuted for righteousness’ sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heav’n. Ant.
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• The Solemn Intercession at the Cross
• T&S 316 -318

Additional Pandemic Prayer, inserted between the second and third intercessions:

Let us pray for all those who suffer in the current pandemic, 
that God the Father may grant health to the sick, 
strength to those who care for them, 
comfort to families 
and salvation to all who have died.

Silence

Almighty ever-living God,
only support of our human weakness,
look with compassion upon the sorrowful condition of your children
who suffer because of this pandemic.
Relieve the pain of the sick,
give strength to those who care for them,
welcome into your peace those who have died
and, throughout this time of tribulation,
grant that we may all find comfort in your merciful love.
Through Christ our Lord.
Amen.

• Holy Communion 
• T&S 319 – 320 

• Psalm 22 
• Plainsong mode ii Sarum Psalter

• Gospel of the Burial of Christ 
• (Jn 19: 38-42)
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