
God Bless your home and all who dwell in it. 
 
Be still for the presence of the Lord 
https://youtu.be/ZugvUQ4m90U 
 
Good Friday - what a host of memories – as a teenager, queueing for hot cross 
buns outside Mr Patterns bakery in Crouch Road, savouring the scents of spice and 
warm bread, half listening to muted conversation.  
The silence of the day, as later I went to church for the meditation at the foot of 
the cross, to hear the story yet again of that first Good Friday. 
Then the early evening walk with the dog to Creeksea to savour scents of spring, 
the green smell of new growth, of earth, warm, damp from April showers, the 
furze, and then the saltiness of the river as we climbed onto the sea wall back 
towards Burnham.   
In later years arriving in the car park at Creeksea church, sitting inside in the quiet 
of the afternoon, aware of the warmth outside, of the busyness of spring, of 
sounds of green woodpeckers laughing, of a robin singing; hearing Peter Jackson 
telling not a story, but a heartfelt witnessing of the death of his friend on a cross; 
trying to sing the words in the hymn, ‘but O, my friend, my friend indeed, who at 
my need his life did spend.’ 
Good Friday, a day of spring warmth, of the scent of new growth, of the sound of 
lambs in the fields; a day of peace shared with family and friends and yet a day 
commemorating a death - the death of a man, on a cross, almost 2000 years ago. 
The contrast is almost unbearable. Why do we do this - remember one death 
amongst the thousand cruel crucifixions meted out by the Roman Empire.  
Why do we recall the death of a man who fed the 5000, who responded to the 
faith of a Roman centurion and healed his slave, who saved a woman from death 
by stoning  with the words ‘let him who is without sin, cast the first stone’ ? 
Why should a man who taught us to pray to ‘our father’, who taught us that it is 
more blessed to give than to receive, who drew the children to him and told the 
crowd, unless you become children again you will never enter the Kingdom of God, 
and understand his love; why should his horrific death be remembered on this 
beautiful spring day? 



Let the people tell us –the hidden voices of those who would have spoken up for 
him at his trial but who were excluded, as they had been through their lives, until 
he came to set them free.  Let them now speak in his defence as the story of his 
trial and death unfold 
 
Verses from Psalm 43 
Give judgement for me, O God, and defend my cause against an ungodly people;  
deliver me from the deceitful and the wicked. For you are the God of my refuge; 
 
 
It was called a trial – 
 
But they permitted no evidence in his defence 
He was arrested at night, tried at first light and then the might of Rome passed 
sentence 
We did not know, had no time to go, to give our evidence in his defence, against 
the sentence, three crosses in a row 
So now will you hear?  Will you please bear with us as we give voice for the one 
who should live?  Life he gave and will give to you – just listen, hear us please. 
 
Prosecution 1 - At the House of Caiaphas 

While Jesus was still speaking, suddenly a crowd came, and the one called Judas, 
one of the twelve, was leading them. He approached Jesus to kiss him; but Jesus 
said to him, ‘Judas, is it with a kiss that you are betraying the Son of Man?’ Then 
they seized him and led him away, bringing him into the high priest’s house. 
Now the men who were holding Jesus began to mock him and beat him; they also 
blindfolded him and kept asking him, ‘Prophesy! Who is it that struck you?’ They 
kept heaping many other insults on him. 
When day came, the assembly of the elders of the people, both chief priests and 
scribes, gathered together, and they brought him to their council. They said, ‘If you 
are the Messiah, tell us.’ He replied, ‘If I tell you, you will not believe; and if I 
question you, you will not answer. But from now on the Son of Man will be seated 



at the right hand of the power of God.’ All of them asked, ‘Are you, then, the Son 
of God?’ He said to them, ‘You say that I am.’ Then they said, ‘What further 
testimony do we need? We have heard it ourselves from his own lips!’ 

 
 
Hidden Voice 1 - The widow of Nain’s evidence  
 
He gave me back my son.  That’s what he did.  I’m a nobody, me.  I never had 
friends in high places, nor much money.  All I had was my boy.   
He was so like his Dad – wiry like, with curly dark hair and a wicked grin.  You knew 
when he was plotting mischief; it showed in his eyes, all glinting and smiling.  Not 
that he did anything real bad – just a bit of a tease really.  
It had been a struggle after his Dad had died, bringing up a boy on your own can be 
hard.  But he was a good boy really, and he loved his old mum.   
Things were just turning the corner, you know, he was settling down – had found a 
job – an apprenticeship with a carpenter.  He didn’t get much – but there was the 
promise of a future.  He’d have work see, and then he promised he’d look after me 
– just as I’d worked to look after him, scrubbing floors and doing washing.  
But the accident put paid to all our dreams –there he was, gone, just a silly slip 
because someone hadn’t wiped up some oil, and him working with that sharp 
knife. 
The neighbours were good – they clubbed together to hire the mourners.  They all 
walked along wailing and tearing their clothes – but me I was numb.  I didn’t even 
want to be there.   
Then him and his friends came along a side road as we went past.   
He looked at me – looked right at me.  He shouldn’t really have done that – it’s not 
right for men to look at women like that, eye to eye.  But I felt that I knew him, that 
I’d known him all my life.  And he understood, understood everything. He knew 
loss. 
Then he came up to them – them that were carrying the bier and told them to 
stop. Then, like some sort of mad man he began talking to my son.  And the boy sat 



up! And answered him – a bit cheeky like, with that smile of his.  They looked as if 
they’d known each other for ages and been friends like – oh - since forever. 
And then they stopped looking at each other and looked at me.  That was when I 
cried – tears of joy.   
You know, I don’t think we ever did thank him properly. Or even stopped think who 
he was – but of course only God can raise people from the Dead. 
 
 
Prosecution 2 – Before Pilate 

Then the assembly rose as a body and brought Jesus before Pilate. They began to 
accuse him, saying, ‘We found this man perverting our nation, forbidding us to pay 
taxes to the emperor, and saying that he himself is the Messiah, a king.’ Then 
Pilate asked him, ‘Are you the king of the Jews?’ He answered, ‘You say so.’ Then 
Pilate said to the chief priests and the crowds, ‘I find no basis for an accusation 
against this man.’ But they were insistent and said, ‘He stirs up the people by 
teaching throughout all Judea, from Galilee where he began even to this place.’ 
When Pilate heard this, he asked whether the man was a Galilean. And when he 
learned that he was under Herod’s jurisdiction, he sent him off to Herod.  Herod 
with his soldiers treated him with contempt and mocked him; then he put an 
elegant robe on him and sent him back to Pilate. Pilate then called together the 
chief priests, the leaders, and the people and said to them, ‘You brought me this 
man as one who was perverting the people; and here I have examined him in your 
presence and have not found this man guilty of any of your charges against him. 
Neither has Herod, for he sent him back to us. Indeed, he has done nothing to 
deserve death. Then they all shouted out together, ‘Away with this fellow! Release 
Barabbas for us!’ This was a man who had been put in prison for an insurrection 
that had taken place in the city, and for murder. Pilate, wanting to release Jesus, 
addressed them again; but they kept shouting, ‘Crucify, crucify him!’  Pilate gave 
his verdict that their demand should be granted. He released the man they asked 
for, the one who had been put in prison for insurrection and murder, and he 
handed Jesus over as they wished. 
 
 



Who is this so weak and helpless? 
https://youtu.be/aqp7NbAvJs8 
 
 
Hidden Voice 2 - The Paralysed man’s evidence 
 
‘Take up your bed and walk’ – I can still hear him say it – ‘Take up your bed and 
walk’ 
And I did.  I rolled up me mat, put it on my shoulder and walked out through the 
crowd. 
Me, with me rolled up mat – walking off to freedom. 
And now him, with that stonking great plank on his back, walking off to death 
I couldn’t let him walk alone.  All his friends had gone. 
So, I walked with him. 
I walk slow – I’m not really used to it yet – out of practice like 
But that didn’t matter. 
He couldn’t walk fast neither –  
Even with them……soldiers [alright I’m watching me language OK!] 
Even with them pushing and shoving 
What do they get out of it?   
Anyhow – I walked beside them.  
I had to keep me head down – cos I stumble a bit on the rough 
He stumbled too – he slipped on his own blood a couple of times – from 
that………….that crown they’d stuck on him.  [you’d want to swear too] 
What do they get out of it? 
Then they grabbed a chap from the crowd – hulking great bloke.   
He’d said something – quiet like- and a bit rude – couldn’t say it here 
So, they jumped on him and made him carry the wood 
It all speeded up then – I got left behind. But I’m used to that. 
I can catch up now though – not like before. But when I caught up…. 
When I caught up they’d already done it He was up there on the cross.  
They were knocking the nails into the two other poor blighters 
I’m glad I didn’t see it. I don’t think I could have just watched 



He was there – in the sun, it was already getting hot 
He was there – in the sun, couldn’t move a muscle. I couldn’t move once 
Not after I broke my back. Helpless I was, and useless 
 
The Pharisees said it was because I must have done something bad 
It was a punishment they said and because of that they wouldn’t come near me 
Said anyone who had anything to do with me would be contaminated 
 
But he took no notice – didn’t care about that religious rubbish 
No, he came up to me and said – ‘Well, what do you want?’ 
I told him ‘Well I’d think that’s ……obvious…I want to walk again’ 
 
So, he said – right there in front of some Pharisees ‘Your sins are forgiven you’ 
 
They were wild – ‘Only God can forgive sins,’ they said, ‘Who do you think you 
are?’ 
 
He just smiled – that lovely big smile – and said ‘Well if you think it’s easier’ 
then he turned to me and said, ‘Pick up your bed and walk’ 
So, I did. 
So, what does that make him then? They said it was sin made me sick. And he 
made me well 
So, he must have forgiven my sins - mustn’t he - well any way – he made me well 
alright 
 
But I’m paralysed in another way now cos however much I want to help I can’t 
 
But I can be here – so he’s not alone. Because of him I’m free to walk away 
I could walk away and get a drink, find the shade, and he’s nailed there in this sun 
– dry 
Well I shan’t go – I’ll be with him through this – as long as it takes 
He treated me as if I was worth something  
Those Pharisees treated me as if I were worthless 



 
They are the ones who are beneath contempt, outside of God’s love, I’d say. 
What’s that he’s saying – Oh My God  
‘Father forgive them! They don’t know what they’re doing.’  
He really doesn’t believe that anyone is outside God’s love. 
 
 
Prosecution 3 - Golgotha 

One of the criminals who were hanged there kept deriding him and saying, ‘Are 
you not the Messiah? Save yourself and us!’ But the other rebuked him, saying, ‘Do 
you not fear God, since you are under the same sentence of condemnation? And 
we indeed have been condemned justly, for we are getting what we deserve for 
our deeds, but this man has done nothing wrong.’ Then he said, ‘Jesus, remember 
me when you come into your kingdom.’ He replied, ‘Truly I tell you, today you will 
be with me in Paradise. 
 Meanwhile, standing near the Cross of Jesus were his mother Mary, and his 
mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Cleopas and Mary Magdalene.  When Jesus saw 
his mother and the disciple whom he loved standing beside her, he said to his 
mother, ‘Woman, here is your son.’  Then he said to the disciple, ‘This is your 
mother.’ And from that hour the disciple took her into his home.  
 
 
 
Hidden Voice 3,  Mary Magdalene 
Now I must try to be strong – if only for his Mother’s sake. 
She will not leave him – all day in the blazing sun, she stands there resolute.  
Waiting! What agony for him, to see her there, every fibre of her being aching with 
love for her little boy. 
 
She knew – knew from the first day that it would end like this.  They all tried to 
stop him, the whole family.  But when it was clear that he would carry on, with or 
without them, they rallied round.  
 



What are men that they can do this to each other?  Of yes the psalm says ‘what are 
men that you consider them O Lord, you have made them little lower than angels’.  
Well for me, they are lower than devils.   
How can so gentle and considerate a man come to such an end.  How can a man so 
full of love be abused and humiliated and then killed?   
How can he hang there and forgive them – forgive the people who caused him 
such agony, in front of the grief of the mother who bore him?  
How can he hang there and find words of comfort for a thief – this day we shall be 
in paradise together? 
How can he hang there and seeing his mother – too grief stricken for tears – give 
her into John’s keeping, another son to replace the one she was losing. 
 
What was it all for -- this three year adventure?  
Will anyone remember his teaching – will anyone?   
Will anyone care about his death – will anyone?   
Will it make one shred of difference in a world where men bully and rape and lie 
and cheat – will it?  
Will it make any difference to the way men use power and strength- will it?   
Will it make any difference to the lot of women, as they see their sons torn from 
their arms to serve in wars – will it? 
What a dreadful, dreadful waste of a good life; so shortly lived, so vibrant for a 
season and now gone from us.  And how long will he be remembered – long 
enough to carry out the funeral rites; long enough to speak of him over the fire at 
night; until we who loved him are gone? 
We did not make much of him when he was here – he would not have us treat him 
as the King he was, but as brother and friend.  
O God have pity, hear his cry,  
‘My God, My God why have you forsaken me!’ 

 
 
 
 



 
Music  Rachmaninov Bogoroditsye Dyevo1 
 
https://youtu.be/uEudRRiF7Us 
Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, blessed art thou among women 
and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, mother of God, pray for us 
sinnersnow, and at the hour of our death 
 
 
 
 
4 It was now about noon, and darkness came over the whole land until three 
in the afternoon, while the sun’s light failed; and the curtain of the temple was 
torn in two 
 
 
 
Hidden Voice 4 - Blind Bartimaeus’ testimony  
 
Fearful – a fearful place is the dark – unless you’ve lived in it all your life long. 
Watch them shrink back in fear as the light goes. 
You can’t see them – of course not 
No more can I – but I can feel them – feel their movements, feel their fear. 
Just like I could before – before he gave me back my eyes 
I lived in the dark then – I couldn’t see you – but I could feel you – I knew you were 
there, avoiding me – well sometimes.  How is that people who can see just barge 
about – unseeing – cha! 
He could see – everything – everything  
Every little detail of your life – every petty hatred, every act of betrayal, yours and 
theirs,  
That’s why he scared them – they’d look into his face –  
And they’d judge themselves 
Because they knew exactly what he was seeing 



And even then – he loved them 
He wanted to free them from their blindness 
Wanted them to see  
See how much God loved them 
But they preferred to live in the dark – they wanted to be blind 
This is the dark that they live in – this stinking blackness of sunless, moonless night 
– and he offered the sunshine of love 
He told them – even told stories as if he was talking to little children, so they’d 
understand  
Like the one about the lad who’d taken loads of money off his Dad and gone and 
spent it all on wine, women and song. And then when he was broke, he slunk back 
to the old man, hoping to be taken on as a servant.  And what did the Dad do – he 
ran – yes, he ran – his old Dad ran down the lane, robes a-flapping, throwing his 
arms round the boy and then throwing a party for him.  That’s God, that is – that’s 
God who runs to meet us and throws his arms around us.  That’s what His stories 
meant! 
But he knew – he knew – that’s why he mentioned the big brother – jealous as 
spite.  There are some who just can’t bear the thought of love 
They’re the ones who are blind really. That’s the blindness he came to cure 
He wants to free them from this stinking, sunless, blackness that they grovel in  
I’m glad he heard me call him – But to-day – to-day I wish I couldn’t see this,  
I wish I couldn’t feel this 
 
Hymn  When I survey the wondrous cross 
https://youtu.be/Z9eCUqz_x5A 
 
 
 
5 Then Jesus, crying with a loud voice, said, ‘Father, into your hands I 
commend my spirit.’ Having said this, he breathed his last. When the centurion 
saw what had taken place, he praised God and said, ‘Certainly this man was 
innocent.’ And when all the crowds who had gathered there for this spectacle saw 
what had taken place, they returned home, beating their breasts. 



Hidden voice 5 The Centurion 
How long ago was it? It couldn’t have been more than about 18 months - if that - 
when I walked up to this man Jesus and begged him for help?    
‘My servant is ill – save him’, I’d begged – and Jesus just looked at me with such 
understanding, such compassion and I knew he understood - right into the depth 
of my heart and soul he understood. He said that he’d come straight away - come 
to see my servant himself; him, a Rabbi - coming into my house.  I knew enough to 
understand then - here was no ordinary man - all around him there were shocked, 
uncomfortable looks - I was a gentile and an enemy and maybe something worse 
in their view- and they were struggling to decide which was worse - and he was 
calmly getting ready to follow me home. 
I didn’t want them to stop him - so I blurted it out  
 ‘I am a soldier and when I command a man to come, he comes, and when I 
command a man to go, he goes, so speak Lord and my servant will be healed.’ 
He looked around at them all with that penetrating look of his - and said very 
gently ‘such faith - I tell you I have never found such faith in all of Israel - so go 
home - and what  you ask for, what you believe,  will be done for you.’ 
I’ve been following him ever since - quietly without a fuss - we both of us have. 
I didn’t see him brought into Pilate - but I was the duty officer who had to bring 
him to Golgotha.   
It wasn’t cowardice that made me follow orders - my life was his anyway - to keep 
or to spend - after his gift of Marcus’s life, even though he knew...what the others 
only suspected. 
I followed orders because that was what he wanted.   
This was something that had to happen. 
Even in his death this man had such power.  How could he forgive us – we who had 
tortured him, nailed him to a cross?  He must have recognised me - the man giving 
the orders, obeying orders, and yet he had looked so gently at us all as he stooped 
to forgive – stooped,  no that was wrong, he was nailed to the cross, how could he 
have stooped, how could he have held out those arms of love to embrace.  Yet that 
is what he did, he leant down and embraced us with his love – before all pervading 
stillness of death had settled on the man and the hillside;  
 



Music  God so loved the world 
https://youtu.be/X5Akz6J8Rw0 
 
6           It is finished 
Now there was a good and righteous man named Joseph, who, though a member 
of the council, had not agreed to their plan and action. He came from the Jewish 
town of Arimathea, and he was waiting expectantly for the kingdom of God. This 
man went to Pilate with Nicodemus, who had once come secretly to Jesus, and 
they asked for the body of Jesus. Then they took it down, wrapped it in a linen 
cloth, and laid it in a rock-hewn tomb where no one had ever been laid. It was the 
day of Preparation, and the Sabbath was beginning. 
 
Hidden Voice 6  the Leper who came back 
 
It’s a brave thing that they are doing you know, Joseph and Nicodemus 
Because they will be shunned 
They will be shunned because they have handled his corpse 
Excluded, unclean 
But for them there are the rituals of purification 
It wasn’t like that for me or for the others 
We were perpetually shunned, shunned in perpetuity 
Shunned for a lifetime – and even for a death-time 
Shuffled away into lepers’ graves 
Looking in on a world that we used to belong to 
Seeing it move and whirl and dance to the rhythm of life 
While we shuffled round the outside, to the rhythm of our warning bell 
But he’d have none of that 
Took our mangled hands in his and kissed us back to wholeness 
Would have washed our bloody feet 
No fear of contamination 
No fear of our disease 
And we danced to the temple – to show ourselves clean 
I raced back to find him – to thank him 



But when I arrived, the others, I thought they’d do the same, 
They’d gone 
Bit like to-day really, just a few of us 
Remembering, Loving, Thanking 
While the dance of the festival goes on around us 
Passover, they call it 
Well he’s passed over now – and he’s in peace. Thank God 
Though – what it says of us I don’t know 
 
Keep you here, Stuart Townend 
https://youtu.be/KRzH0KndX4I 
 
This a hymn for today 
 
 
Prayer 
Lord Jesus Christ, today of all days we are reminded just how much we owe you, 
how great a price you were willing to pay to give us the gift of life. 
For give us for giving you so little in return, for shying away from discipleship when 
there is any suggestion that it may be costly 
Lord in your mercy hear our prayer  
 
Lord Jesus Christ, we can never begin to grasp what you went through, nor ever 
fully appreciate the scale of the suffering you endured. But we know that yours 
was a love greater than any we can ever show and a sacrifice more costly than any 
we can offer 
Gracious Lord, for all you willingly endured we thank you 
 
Lord Jesus Christ, you who came to mend the broken; broken bodies, broken 
minds and broken spirits; come to be with all those who are broken by COVID 19; 
individuals, families, businesses, nations 
mend us all in this time of trouble, heal the breaks in the fabric of our lives  
reach out in love and make us whole, for in your name we ask it. 



 
Lord Jesus Christ, teach us to walk in the light of your love, to follow where you 
lead, knowing that in you are the truth, the way and the life 
Lighten our darkness Lord we pray, and in your mercy, hear the cries of our hearts. 
 
 
 
 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will 
be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us 
our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. And lead us not into 
temptation but deliver us from evil, for thine is the kingdom, the power and the 
glory, for ever and ever. Amen 
 
The Lord bless us and keep us, the Lord make his face to shine upon us and give us 
his peace. Amen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


