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St John the Baptist Church

Welcome & Prayer

A Reading from Luke 23 v 26-31
As they led Jesus away, a man named Simon, who was from Cyrene,

happened to be coming in from the countryside. The soldiers seized him
and put the cross on him and made him carry it behind Jesus. A large

crowd trailed behind, including many grief-stricken women.

But Jesus turned and said to them, “Daughters of Jerusalem, don’t weep
for me, but weep for yourselves and for your children. For the days are
coming when they will say, ‘Fortunate indeed are the women who are
childless, the wombs that have not borne a child and the breasts that

have never nursed.’ People will beg the mountains, ‘Fall on us,’ and plead
with the hills, ‘Bury us.’ For if these things are done when the tree is

green, what will happen when it is dry?”

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?

He came from His blessed throne,
Salvation to bestow;

But men made strange, and none
The longed-for Christ would know:
But O! my Friend, my Friend indeed,
Who at my need His life did spend.

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.



They rise and needs will have
My dear Lord made away;
A murderer they save,

The Prince of life they slay,
Yet cheerful He to suffering goes,

That He His foes from thence might free.

In life no house, no home
My Lord on earth might have;
In death, no friendly tomb,
But what a stranger gave.

What may I say? Heaven was His home;
And mine the tomb wherein He lay.

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.

St Thomas More Roman Catholic Church

A Reading from Luke 23 v 32-34
Two others, both criminals, were led out to be executed with him. When
they came to a place called The Skull, they nailed him to the cross. And
the criminals were also crucified—one on his right and one on his left.
Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for they don’t know what they are
doing.” And the soldiers gambled for his clothes by throwing dice.

THERE IS A GREEN HILL FAR AWAY,
Outside 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 forgiven,
He died to make us good,

That we might go at last to heaven,
Saved by His precious blood.

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

He only could unlock the gate
Of heaven, 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.

Kidlington Methodist Church

A Reading from Luke 23 v 35-43
The crowd watched and the leaders scoffed. “He saved others,” they said,
“let him save himself if he is really God’s Messiah, the Chosen One.” The
soldiers mocked him, too, by offering him a drink of sour wine. They

called out to him, “If you are the King of the Jews, save yourself!” A sign
was fastened above him with these words: “This is the King of the Jews.”
One of the criminals hanging beside him scoffed, “So you’re the Messiah,
are you? Prove it by saving yourself—and us, too, while you’re at it!” But
the other criminal protested, “Don’t you fear God even when you have
been sentenced to die? We deserve to die for our crimes, but this man
hasn’t done anything wrong.” Then he said, “Jesus, remember me when
you come into your Kingdom.” And Jesus replied, “I assure you, today you

will be with me in paradise.”



WERE YOU THERE WHEN THEY CRUCIFIED MY LORD?
Were you there when they crucified my Lord?

Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they crucified my Lord?

Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree?
Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree?

Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree?

Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb?
Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb?

Oh, sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.
Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb?

The Top of the High Street

A Reading from Luke 23 v 26-31

By this time it was about noon, and darkness fell across the whole land
until three o’clock. The light from the sun was gone. And suddenly, the
curtain in the sanctuary of the Temple was torn down the middle. Then
Jesus shouted, “Father, I entrust my spirit into your hands!” And with

those words he breathed his last.
When the Roman officer overseeing the execution saw what had

happened, he worshipped God and said, “Surely this man was innocent.”
And when all the crowd that came to see the crucifixion saw what had
happened, they went home in deep sorrow. But Jesus’ friends, including

the women who had followed him from Galilee, stood at a distance
watching.

MAN OF SORROWS! what a name
For the Son of God, who came
Ruined sinners to reclaim!
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!



Bearing shame and scoffing rude,
In my place condemned He stood;
Sealed my pardon with His blood:

Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Guilty, vile, and helpless, we;
Spotless Lamb of God was He:
Full atonement—can it be?
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Lifted up was He to die,
‘It is finished!’ was His cry:
Now in heaven exalted high:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

When He comes, our glorious King,
All His ransomed home to bring,
Then anew this song we’ll sing:
‘Hallelujah! What a Saviour!’

In the Village Centre

A Reading from Luke 23 v 50-56
Now there was a good and righteous man named Joseph. He was a
member of the Jewish high council, but he had not agreed with the

decision and actions of the other religious leaders. He was from the town
of Arimathea in Judea, and he was waiting for the Kingdom of God to

come. He went to Pilate and asked for Jesus’ body. Then he took the body
down from the cross and wrapped it in a long sheet of linen cloth and laid
it in a new tomb that had been carved out of rock. This was done late on
Friday afternoon, the day of preparation, as the Sabbath was about to

begin. As his body was taken away, the women from Galilee followed and
saw the tomb where his body was placed. Then they went home and

prepared spices and ointments to anoint his body.



Behold the Son of God… crucified for our sake
Submerged in death… he forged a lonely path in darkness
And all to forever make… a way where there’d been no way
To forge unstoppable life… in the cold stone tomb.

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 mingled 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 offering far too small;

Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all!

Closing Prayer

Please join us for refreshments and a hot cross bun
at the Methodist Church


