
  
Songs and Scenes 

Good Friday Recap 
 

This review of Mountain View’s Good Friday Service features photos by Joseph 
Lawrence.  The Good Friday service consisted of a reader’s theatre production that 
told the story of the events that took place beginning with Jesus praying in the 
Garden of Gethsemane and ending with his death on the cross.  The production 
was broken up by scripture readings and musical worship.  The night concluded 
with a time of worship, communion, and reflection.  Each person also had the 
opportunity to take a slip of paper that says “King of my heart” onto a wooden 
cross as a reminder of who it is that we worship.  The whole evening served as a 
reminder to us all of just how great the sacrifice that Jesus made on our behalf was. 
 
Below you will find an overview and photo gallery of the service. 



 
Scripture Reading: Mark 14:32-34 
 
“32 Then they came to a place named Gethsemane, and He told His disciples, “Sit 
here while I pray.”  33 He took Peter, James, and John with Him, and He began to 
be deeply distressed and horrified.  34 Then He said to them, “My soul is swallowed 
up in sorrow—to the point of death. Remain here and stay awake.”  (HCSB) 
 
Song: Ten Thousand Angels by Loretta Lynn and Ray Overholt 
 
They bound the hands of Jesus 
In the garden where He prayed 
They led Him thro' the streets in shame 
They spat upon the Savior 
So pure and free from sin 
They said crucify Him 
He's to blame 
 
He could have called ten thousand angels 
To destroy the world and set Him free 
He could have called ten thousand angels 
But He died alone for you and me 
 
Jesus: I knew the time was near, but I did not want to leave my disciples yet. 
There was so much they still needed to learn. I felt the weight upon my shoulders 
and closed my eyes to help me breathe. I asked the eleven who were still with me 
to join me. I took them to Gethsemane—a beautiful olive grove in the light, but it 
was getting dark now. I had brought them here so that I could ask my Father if this 
must be the way. When we arrived, I asked most of my disciples to wait for me. 
Taking with me only Peter, James, and John, I went further into the garden to pray. 
 
Scripture Reading: Psalm 23:4 
 
“Even when I go through the darkest valley, 
I fear no danger, 



for You are with me; 
Your rod and Your staff—they comfort me.”  (HCSB) 
 
John: Peter, my brother James, and I had been invited to walk with Jesus further 
into the olive grove. I felt privileged to walk with him, yet I could tell his heart was 
troubled. I asked him what was bothering him but he held up his hand and said not 
a word. His head was bent and tears appeared to be forming on his cheeks. 
Suddenly we stopped. Jesus lifted his head and said, “My soul is overwhelmed 
with sorrow to the point of death. Stay here and keep watch while I pray.” Then 
Jesus walked a little farther, as Peter, James, and I sat together to wait. For a while 
we talked together and watched as Jesus prayed. His face was intense and 
sorrowful; his body was stooped over a rock as if a heavy weight rested upon him. 
We watched as the hour grew darker. My eyelids got heavy, and I shook my head 
to keep from sleeping. James and Peter had become very quiet; they too were 
fighting to stay awake. Jesus continued praying fervently—I could barely hear the 
words—for what seemed like a very long time. Try as I might to stay awake, my 
eyes closed, and I fell asleep. 
 
Scripture Reading: Matthew 26:40-41 
 
“40 Then He came to the disciples and found them sleeping. He asked Peter, “So, 
couldn’t you stay awake with Me one hour?  41 Stay awake and pray, so that you 
won’t enter into temptation.  The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak.”  (HCSB) 
 
Song: Jesus Paid it all (Verse 1) by Alex Nifong, Elvina M. Hall, and John 
Thomas Grape 
 
And I hear the Savior say 
Thy strength indeed is small 
Child of weakness watch and pray 
Find in Me thine all in all 
 
'Cause Jesus paid it all 
All to Him I owe 



Sin had left a crimson stain 
He washed it white as snow 

Jesus: I prayed to the Lord for understanding. The thought of being separated from 
him overwhelmed me with sorrow.  Every moment from creation echoed behind 
me.  Every detail of tomorrow raged before me.  The redemption plan… just 
moments away from glory.  Give me strength Father.  Did I really have to walk the 
path of a criminal? Was there no other way to fulfill Scripture? I needed to be sure 
that this was my Father’s plan. After praying for an hour, I returned to Peter, 
James, and John to find them sleeping. Why now, Father? I need comfort and 
support from my disciples and Satan lures them into sleep. “Simon,” I said, calling 
Peter by his given name. “Are you asleep?” His head jerked up, his eyes flew open 
at the sound of his name. I asked, “Couldn’t you keep watch for one hour?” James 
and John sat up as well, hanging their heads in guilt and shame. My Father knew I 
needed support as I prepared for what was coming. Yet Satan was determined that 
I should walk this path alone. I laid my hand on Peter’s shoulder and gave the 
disciples these instructions: “Watch and pray so that you will not fall into 
temptation. The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.” I turned and headed back to 
pray some more. Maybe there was another way. Maybe . . . [Silence] 
 
Scripture Reading: Psalm 143:10 
 
“10 Teach me to do Your will, 
for You are my God. 
May Your gracious Spirit 
lead me on level ground.”  (HCSB) 
 
Song: Jesus Paid it all (Verse 2) by Alex Nifong, Elvina M. Hall, and John 
Thomas Grape 
 
Lord now indeed I find 
Thy pow'r and Thine alone 
Can change the leper's spots 
And melt the heart of stone 



 
'Cause Jesus paid it all 
All to Him I owe 
Sin had left a crimson stain 
He washed it white as snow 

Jesus: Abba, Father! Everything is possible for you. Everything is possible—does 
it have to be now? Must I die like criminals and thieves? What will happen to these 
people when I leave them behind? [pause] Take this cup from me. Yet not what I 
will, but what you will. [pause] Father, help me submit to your will. [pause] 
My breathing became more labored, as if the cross were already resting on my 
back. My shoulders slumped and my head fell forward as I wept. 
 
Scripture Reading: Isaiah 53:3 
 
“3 He was despised and rejected by men, 
a man of suffering who knew what sickness was. 
He was like someone people turned away from; 
He was despised, and we didn’t value Him.”  (HCSB) 
 
Song: How Deep the Father’s Love for Us (Verse 1) by Stuart Townsend 
How deep the Father's love for us 
How vast beyond all measure 
That He should give His only Son 
To make a wretch His treasure 
How great the pain of searing loss 
The Father turns His face away 
As wounds which mar the Chosen One 
Bring many sons to glory 
 
Jesus: I returned from my prayers to find all three of my friends asleep again! 
Why, O Lord? Why must I walk alone? I closed my eyes in sorrow. They must 
have sensed my presence, for all three stirred awake. They said not a word, still 
ashamed of falling asleep. I turned and walked back to the place where I had been 



praying. I poured out my soul, praying to keep the tempter away from my 
disciples, praying for comfort as I walked this road. When I returned a third time to 
find them sleeping, I cried out bitterly in great disappointment, “Are you still 
sleeping and resting? Enough! The hour has come. Look, the Son of Man is 
delivered into the hands of sinners. Let us go! Here comes my betrayer.” 
 
Scripture Reading: Mark 14:44-50 
“44 His betrayer had given them a signal.  “The One I kiss,” he said, “He’s the One; 
arrest Him and take Him away under guard.”  45 So when he came, he went right up 
to Him and said, “Rabbi!”—and kissed Him.  46 Then they took hold of Him and 
arrested Him.  47 And one of those who stood by drew his sword, struck the high 
priest’s slave, and cut off his ear. 
48 But Jesus said to them, “Have you come out with swords and clubs, as though I 
were a criminal, to capture Me?  49 Every day I was among you, teaching in the 
temple complex, and you didn’t arrest Me.  But the Scriptures must be 
fulfilled.”  50 Then they all deserted Him and ran away.”  (HCSB) 
Song: How Deep the Father’s Love for Us (Verse 2) by Stuart Townsend 
 
Behold the Man upon a cross 
My sin upon His shoulders 
Ashamed I hear my mocking voice 
Call out among the scoffers 
It was my sin that held Him there 
Until it was accomplished 
His dying breath has brought me life 
I know that it is finished 
 
Peter: James, John, and I followed Jesus, still groggy from our sleep and ashamed 
of disappointing our Lord. Twice tonight, Jesus had spoken of a betrayer. Then he 
claimed that I would deny him three times! I would abandon him! After the events 
of this evening, I thought about those words. No! I must be strong and prevent this 
betrayer from taking my Lord away. 



As we continued to follow Jesus through the garden, I saw a glimmer of light from 
torches and heard many voices. Men armed with clubs and swords, some temple 
guards and some local men, came into the garden—following Judas! Judas walked 
up to Jesus and bowed respectfully. “Rabbi,” he said and kissed him on the cheek, 
as was customary between rabbis and their disciples. Several of the armed men 
seized Jesus and began to bind him with cords. 
No! They were not going to take my Lord here, not without a fight. The 
commotion had attracted people who were trickling into Jerusalem for the 
Passover. Several of these men and a few of us disciples pulled out our swords. I 
struck at the High Priest’s servant—the leader of the troops. My sword slashed 
through the air to cut off the servant’s ear. Then Jesus cried out, “Enough!” and I 
dropped my sword. 
 
Jesus: Am I leading a rebellion that you have come out with swords and clubs to 
capture me? Every day I sat in the temple courts teaching, and you did not arrest 
me. But the Scriptures must be fulfilled. 
 
Peter: The temple guards began to ready their weapons, anticipating the fight. The 
boldness I had felt moments earlier vanished. I turned and fled, afraid for my life. 
The other disciples and bystanders fled as well. Despite everything I had said, I left 
Jesus alone. 
 
Scripture Reading: Luke 22:66-71 
“66 When daylight came, the elders of the people, both the chief priests and the 
scribes, convened and brought Him before their Sanhedrin.  67 They said, “If You 
are the Messiah, tell us.” 
 
But He said to them, “If I do tell you, you will not believe.  68And if I ask you, you 
will not answer.  69 But from now on, the Son of Man will be seated at the right 
hand of the Power of God.” 
 
70 They all asked, “Are You, then, the Son of God?” 
And He said to them, “You say that I am.” 
 



71 “Why do we need any more testimony,” they said, “since we’ve heard it 
ourselves from His mouth?”  (HCSB)  
 
Song: Oh Sacred Head Now Wounded (Verse 1) by Bernard of Clairvaux, 
Hans Leo Hassler, James Waddell Alexander, Paulus Gerhardt 
 
O sacred Head, now wounded,  
With grief and shame weighed down,  
Now scornfully surrounded with thorns,  
Thine only crown;  
How pale art Thou with anguish,  
With sore abuse and scorn!  
Oh how Your face bends solemn,  
which once was bright as morn! 
 
High Priest: I waited in the temple with the chief priests, the elders, and the 
scribes. As the High Priest, I was worried about the outcome of the evening. I 
looked out into the courtyard and saw the guard leading a bound man back to the 
temple. We assembled and waited to question Jesus, this man whom the Pharisees 
claimed had blasphemed God. I feared that his capture might involve violence. 
My servant was the first to arrive, out of breath, at the temple. He told me between 
gasps that one of Jesus’ followers had cut off his ear with a sword, but Jesus had 
touched his ear and healed it. He also said that Jesus’ disciples had fled. I 
wondered if he had been mistaken about the ear being cut off. But my servant is 
very reliable, so I took into consideration everything he had said to me as I left to 
join the council. 
 
We listened to the testimony of the men the Pharisees had brought. One by one 
they told us what they’d heard Jesus say. Some claimed that he would destroy the 
temple; others claimed that he said it would be rebuilt, but not with human hands. 
Some claimed that he said he was the Messiah, the Son of God. 
 



The testimonies varied wildly; they didn’t agree on anything. The law required us 
to have two witnesses before we could convict this man of a crime or wrongdoing. 
We could find no testimony to condemn this Jesus to death. 
 
At this point, I stood up and silenced the crowd. I asked Jesus, “Do you have any 
reply to the accusations they bring against you?” But the man was oddly silent, 
neither protesting nor agreeing to the charges. So I asked him again, “Are you the 
Messiah, the Son of God?” 
 
Jesus: You have said so. But you will see the Son of Man seated at the right hand 
of the Mighty One and coming on the clouds of heaven. 
 
High Priest: He admitted his blasphemy with his own lips! At that I tore my 
clothes and cried, “Why do we need any more witnesses? You have heard his 
blasphemy! What is your decision?” All of the council agreed that he was 
deserving of death. Some of the chief priests spat on him. Others slapped him and 
said “Prophesy to us, Messiah. Who hit you?” 
 
I went back inside to think. While I was sure that Jesus’ own words had 
condemned him and that he was deserving of death, under Roman law we could 
not kill him without the whole Roman army coming down upon us. We needed to 
take him to Pilate, the governor of Judah. Only Pilate could have him condemned 
to death. The guard would keep Jesus at the temple until morning. We simply 
could not let him blaspheme God. If only Pilate would see it that way! 
 
Song: Oh Sacred Head Now Wounded (Verse 2) by Bernard of Clairvaux, 
Hans Leo Hassler, James Waddell Alexander, Paulus Gerhardt 
 
Men mock and taunt and jeer Thee,  
Thou noble countenance,  
Though mighty worlds shall fear Thee  
And flee before Thy glance.  
Grim death, with cruel rigor,  
Hath robbed Thee of Thy life;  
Thus Thou hast lost Thy vigor,  



Thy strength in this sad strife. 

Judas: It was a night I wish had never happened. Jesus was right when he said at 
dinner that his betrayer would wish he’d never been born. That’s exactly how I 
feel. I thought that Jesus and I were on the same page. That march to Jerusalem 
during Passover when there were over one hundred and sixty thousand Jews—we 
were starting the revolution, right? [pause] I knew that Jesus was not popular 
among the Sanhedrin, and a claim of kingship would bring the whole Roman army 
down upon us. But the Romans had slaughtered seven Galileans in the temple on 
top of their own sacrifices. No Jew could stand to watch this go by unpunished. All 
it needed was a little spark. Something that would get the Jews riled up enough to 
throw the Romans out of town. It seemed a simple plan. 
 
All I had to do was identify Jesus to the temple guard that night. Simple—like any 
good disciple I’d kiss him upon the cheek. That was supposed to be the spark, but 
when the swords came out, Jesus rebuked them! He went with the guard 
peacefully. And the other disciples fled—cowards, all of them. But now Jesus has 
been handed over to the Romans; it is only a matter of time before he is put to 
death. What went wrong? 
 
Scripture Reading: Isaiah 53:4-5 
 
“4 Yet He Himself bore our sicknesses, 
and He carried our pains; 
but we in turn regarded Him stricken, 
struck down by God, and afflicted. 
5 But He was pierced because of our transgressions, 
crushed because of our iniquities; 
punishment for our peace was on Him, 
and we are healed by His wounds.”  (HCSB) 
 
Song: Oh Sacred Head Now Wounded (Verse 2) by Bernard of Clairvaux, 
Hans Leo Hassler, James Waddell Alexander, Paulus Gerhardt 
 



My burdens You have carried,  
My sins you have borne,  
For it was my transgression  
Which brought this worldly scorn.  
I cast me down before Thee,  
Wrath – my rightful lot;  
But You have sweet mercy,  
Redeemer by the cross. 

Pilate: I don’t know why the Jews brought this man Jesus to me. They told me that 
he claimed to be the king of the Jews—a title that had not been held by anyone in 
this land since Herod the Great. They claimed that his offense was a capital crime. 
When I asked him, “Are you the king of the Jews?” he replied cryptically: “You 
say that I am.” What did he mean by that? I did not say he was the king of the 
Jews. The chief priests accused him of many things, including heresy, which was 
not my place to judge. Yet still this man said nothing. He neither proclaimed his 
innocence nor shouted that he was the king, the chosen one. How could I condemn 
a man to death who said nothing? 
 
I sent Jesus to Herod, who was in Jerusalem at that time. Jesus wouldn’t talk to 
Herod either. So I went back to the chief priests and told them, “I find no fault in 
this man.” The priests kept accusing him as crowds gathered to see what was 
happening. They claimed that he was a revolutionary, that he had encouraged 
people not to pay tribute to Caesar . . . on and on went the claims. The whole time 
this man stood there with his head bowed and said not a word. Such charges could 
not be left unpunished, but I did not see death as fitting. 
 
Since it was tradition to release one prisoner during the Passover, I proposed to 
release Jesus of Nazareth. A voice spoke, barely audible over the noise of the 
crowd. “Not Jesus of Nazareth. Jesus Barabbas. Release Barabbas!” What was this 
person thinking? Barabbas had killed a Roman citizen. He was the one deserving 
of death. But soon a chant arose among the crowd: “BARABBAS! BARABBAS!” 
I feared a riot would break out soon no matter which one I released. I ordered the 
guards to be prepared. Then I stood before the crowd and asked, “What shall I do 



with the one you call the king of the Jews?” I saw the chief priests whispering to 
people in the crowd. Then a voice shouted out, “Crucify him!” Soon the whole 
crowd was crying, “CRUCIFY HIM!” I held up my hand for silence and asked, 
“What crime has he committed?” But they did not hear me. They kept shouting, 
“Crucify! Crucify!” To prevent a riot, I released Barabbas. I had Jesus of Nazareth 
flogged and handed him over to be crucified. Such injustice—dictated by a mob! 
 
Scripture Reading: Mark 15:21-23 
 
“21 They forced a man coming in from the country, who was passing by, to carry 
Jesus’ cross.  He was Simon, a Cyrenian, the father of Alexander and 
Rufus.  22 And they brought Jesus to the place called Golgotha (which means Skull 
Place).  23 They tried to give Him wine mixed with myrrh, but He did not take it.”  
(HCSB) 
 
Song: The Old Rugged Cross (Verse 1) by George Bernard 
On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross 
The emblem of suff'ring 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 

Simon: My name is Simon, and I come from the city of Cyrene. I was traveling 
into Jerusalem on a day I will never forget. Usually the whole road becomes a 
marketplace; all you can hear are the voices of vendors selling their wares. But that 
day I heard voices cheering, jeering, and taunting. So I went to see what was 
happening. 
 
As I pushed through the crowd, I saw a man carrying a large wooden cross. A 
crown of thorns had been shoved onto his head. He was in pain, and he looked 



worn and defeated as he hung his head, sweat and blood running down his face. 
Two Roman soldiers prodded him forward, forcing him to carry a large heavy 
wooden cross upon his back. He was dragging the cross and sinking under its 
weight. The soldiers mocked him and poked him with the butts of their spears. 
Just as he arrived at the place where I was standing, he stumbled and fell. The 
cross crashed to the ground. After a few efforts to get the man to pick up the 
instrument that would soon bring his death, the soldiers began scanning the crowd. 
I tried to look away—not me, I thought—don’t choose me. As one of the soldiers 
came over I held my breath, hoping he would go away. But he grabbed my arm 
and yanked me toward the road. “You. Pick up that cross and carry it,” he barked. 
 
I leaned down and put my shoulder into the crux where the two boards met, lifting 
the heavy cross and stooping under its weight. As we walked down the road, I 
heard the man whisper in a dry, raspy voice, “God bless you, friend.” I turned my 
head to look at him, and saw blood trickling from the corner of his mouth where 
one of the soldiers must have struck him. I will never forget the look in the man’s 
eyes. What I saw in them was not defeat but grief. A strange yet beautiful grief, as 
if he were grieving for all of us rather than fearing his own death. I did not know 
this man, nor what he had done—but that look stirred my soul. 
 
When we finally reached the top of the hill called Golgotha, the soldier ordered me 
to put the cross down and leave. But I knew I had to stay, even if it meant watching 
this man die. I had to know who he was. 
 
Scripture Reading: Isaiah 53:7-8 
 
“7 He was oppressed and afflicted, 
yet He did not open His mouth.  
Like a lamb led to the slaughter 
and like a sheep silent before her shearers, 
He did not open His mouth.  
8 He was taken away because of oppression and judgment; 
and who considered His fate?   
For He was cut off from the land of the living; 
He was struck because of my people’s rebellion.” 



 
Song: When I Survey the Wondrous Cross (Verse 1) by Isaac Watts and 
Lowell Mason 
 
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 
 
John: One of the soldiers laid Jesus on the cross and held his arm firmly against 
the board. The other soldier set the nail upon his wrist and hit it with a large mallet. 
Every blow caused Jesus’ body to twist in pain. I could see tears flowing down his 
cheeks. Two other men were also being prepared for crucifixion, and their screams 
sent chills down my spine. The crowd kept taunting and chanting; one of the 
soldiers spat in Jesus’ face as the nails were being secured. As I turned my head 
away, I could see the man who had carried Jesus’ cross. He was standing there 
watching, wincing at the blows being struck. He couldn’t seem to take his eyes off 
Jesus. Maybe he had found in those few minutes with Jesus what it had taken the 
rest of us years to see. 
 
Above his head, the soldier nailed a sign that read “The King of the Jews.” Two 
soldiers lifted the cross roughly and carried it to a place on the hill where three 
holes had been dug. One of the criminals had been brought over earlier, and his 
cross had already been dropped into the first hole. The soldiers lined the cross up 
with the second hole, then lifted it up and dropped it in. I could hear Jesus gasp as 
the impact jarred his pain-wracked body. 
A little way off, a few soldiers cast lots for Jesus’ clothes. Part of me wished I 
could be with that group, so that I might save something of Jesus for myself. The 
crowd continued to taunt him, telling him to save himself. I found myself crying 
silently: Why, O Lord, why? 
 
Scripture Reading: Luke 23:39-4 
 
“39 Then one of the criminals hanging there began to yell insults at Him: “Aren’t 
You the Messiah?  Save Yourself and us!” 



40 But the other answered, rebuking him: “Don’t you even fear God, since you are 
undergoing the same punishment?  41 We are punished justly, because we’re getting 
back what we deserve for the things we did, but this man has done nothing 
wrong.”  42 Then he said, “Jesus, remember me when You come into Your 
kingdom!” 
43 And He said to him, “I assure you: Today you will be with Me in paradise.”  
(HCSB) 
 
Song: Man of Sorrows (Verses 1 &4) by Philip Paul Bliss 
 
Man of sorrows what a name 
For the Son of God who came 
Ruined sinners to reclaim 
Hallelujah what a Savior 
 
Lifted up was He to die 
It is finished was His cry 
Now in heaven exalted high 
Hallelujah what a Savior 
 
Jesus: My body hung forward, making each breath painful. My mouth was 
parched. I could hear the taunts of the crowd, and they stung. My Father loved 
these people so much that I was offering myself for them. I was dying to give life 
to those who were taunting me as well as to those who had followed me for years. 
 
I could hear one of the men on the cross next to me trying to get enough breath to 
speak. Once he had filled his lungs with air, he hissed, “Aren’t you the Messiah?” 
He paused, pushing himself upward to get more breath. “Save yourself and us!” 
The other man lifted himself up to grab a breath and replied, “Don’t you fear God,” 
pausing as he gasped for more breath, “since you are under the same sentence?” He 
labored for more breath so that he could speak again. “We are punished justly.” 
Another gasp. “But this man has done nothing wrong.” 
 
There was a long pause as he lifted himself up again to breathe his last words. 
“Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.” I pushed down on my 



feet to lift myself up for breath. I had to respond. “I tell you the truth,” I said, 
pausing for another breath, “today you will be with me in paradise.” 
 
Scripture Reading: Matthew 27:50-54 
 
“50 Jesus shouted again with a loud voice and gave up His spirit.  51 Suddenly, the 
curtain of the sanctuary was split in two from top to bottom; the earth quaked and 
the rocks were split.  52 The tombs were also opened and many bodies of the saints 
who had fallen asleep were raised.  53 And they came out of the tombs after His 
resurrection, entered the holy city, and appeared to many. 
 
54 When the centurion and those with him, who were guarding Jesus, saw the 
earthquake and the things that had happened, they were terrified and said, “This 
man really was God’s Son!”  (HCSB)  
 
Centurion: I had been assigned to watch the cross of this man they called Jesus of 
Nazareth, “Just in case he comes down,” they said. Jesus didn’t look like he was 
going anywhere. His head hung limp as he struggled for every breath. I had 
watched many crucifixions in my service with the Roman army, and no one had 
ever come down. This man did not seem any different. 
 
As the time reached midday, dark clouds swiftly moved in, blotting out the sun and 
chilling the air. I pulled my cloak tighter. The wind began to blow, whistling as it 
whipped through. The crowd quieted, though some still taunted and jeered. Many 
people left, having had their fun. A small group of women, weeping and wailing, 
stood a short way from the cross. 
 
Soon, Jesus cried out in a loud voice, “Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?” I do not 
understand the language of the Jews, but I heard some men standing nearby claim 
that he was calling for their prophet Elijah. I gripped my spear a bit tighter and 
waited to see what would happen. A man ran up with a sponge tied to a stick. The 
sponge was wet—almost dripping—with wine vinegar. I could smell the wine as 
he lifted up the stick. But the man on the cross, as parched as he was, did not drink. 
 



Then I watched as Jesus pulled himself upright, struggling to fill his lungs with air. 
He cried out again in a loud voice. The ground began to tremble and shake 
violently, causing me to fall to my knees. I could feel the power in the air and 
knew that God must be with this man. Jesus’ head fell forward and his body went 
limp as he passed from this life. At that moment, I knew that the stories I had heard 
were true. 
 
Surely this man was the son of God. 
 
Song: Divine Romance by Phil Wickham 
 
The fullness of Your grace is here with me 
The richness of Your beauty's all I see 
The brightness of Your glory has arrived 
In Your presence God I'm completely satisfied 
 
 (All) For You I sing I dance 
(I) Rejoice in this divine romance 
Lift my heart and my hands to show my love 
To show my love 
 
A deep deep flood an ocean flows from You 
Of deep deep love yeah it's filling up the room 
Your innocent blood has washed my guilty life 
In Your presence God I'm completely satisfied 
 
(All) For You I sing I dance 
(I) Rejoice in this divine romance 
Lift my heart and my hands to show my love 
To show my love 
 
Song: Amazing Love by Billy J. Foote 
 
I'm forgiven 
Because You were forsaken 



I'm accepted 
You were condemned 
 
I'm alive and well 
Your Spirit is within me 
Because You died 
And rose again 
 
Amazing love 
How can it be 
That You my King 
Would die for me 
 
Amazing love 
I know it's true 
It's my joy to honor You 
In all I do I honor You 
 
Message and communion 
 
Song: Sweetly Broken by Jeremy Riddle 
 
To the cross I look and to the cross I cling 
Of its suffering I do drink of its work I do sing 
On it my Savior both bruised and crushed 
Showed that God is love and God is just 
 
At the cross You beckon me 
(You) draw me gently to my knees and I am  
Lost for words so lost in love I'm  
Sweetly broken wholly surrendered 
 
What a priceless gift undeserved life 
Have I been given through Christ crucified 



You called me out of death you called me into life 
And I was under Your wrath now through the cross I'm reconciled 
 
At the cross You beckon me 
(You) draw me gently to my knees and I am  
Lost for words so lost in love I'm  
Sweetly broken wholly surrendered 
 
In awe of the cross I must confess 
How wondrous Your redeeming love 
And how great is Your faithfulness 
 
At the cross You beckon me 
(You) draw me gently to my knees and I am  
Lost for words so lost in love I'm  
Sweetly broken wholly surrendered 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Readers Theatre: The Long Dark Journey by Karen Gabrielse 
Directed by Angela Wilcox 
 
Cast (In Order of Appearance): 
Jesus . . . . . . . . . Rodney DeJager 
John . . . . . . . . . Steve George 
Peter . . . . . . . . . Steve George 
High Priest . . . . . . . . Jeff Baird 
Judas . . . . . . . . . Philip Roth 
Pilate . . . . . . . . . Jeff Baird 
Simon the Cyrene . . . . . . . Steve George 
Roman Centurion . . . . . . . Philip Roth 
 
Worship Team 
Scott Burlingame . . . . . . . Drums 
Stephanie DeJager . . . . . . . Piano and Vocals 



Ken Scamman . . . . . . . Guitar and Vocals 
Dani Sternback . . . . . . . Vocals 
 
Scripture Readings 
Ashley Baird 
 
Gospel Presentation and Communion 
Pastor Bill Knepper 
 
Lighting and Sound 
Rob Baird 
Russ Morton 
 


