
This paper is for those listening and sharing this service on-line. Please print it out beforehand. 
Imagine you are in Glenorchy church and it is Friday April 2, 2021 – it’s best if you share in this service at 
some time on that day.   Please sit comfortably and feel that you are ready to worship God. 
 
Welcome to our on-line meditation for Good Friday.  Most of it will consist of the account in John’s Gospel 
interspersed with verses of the hymn ‘My song is love unknown’; then after a short reflection and prayers 
we shall finish with ‘When I survey the wondrous cross’.  
 
So let us worship God on this extraordinary day. 
Let us pray: 
This is a solemn day, Father God, the day when we remember the sufferings and the crucifixion of Jesus 
whom we call Lord, the total self-giving of Love for the beloved, in pain, in humiliation, in strange glory. 
Lord, as we worship this day, fill us with wonder, with gratitude, with responsive love, even with solemn 
joy, for we pray in the name of Christ Jesus, Lord Jesus, our Saviour Jesus.  Amen 
 
The narratives of the trial and death of Jesus are lengthy and detailed. We shall hear excerpts from the 
account in the fourth Gospel and, as the story proceeds, you are invited to join in (aloud or silently) the 
verses of this much-loved hymn:     (207 in Rejoice & Sing) 
 
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? 

Then they took Jesus from Caiaphas to Pilate’s headquarters. It was early in the morning. They themselves 
did not enter the headquarters, so as to avoid ritual defilement and to be able to eat the Passover. So Pilate 
went out to them and said, ‘What accusation do you bring against this man?’ They answered, ‘If this man 
were not a criminal, we would not have handed him over to you.’ Pilate said to them, ‘Take him yourselves 
and judge him according to your law.’ The Jews replied, ‘We are not permitted to put anyone to 
death.’ (This was to fulfil what Jesus had said when he indicated the kind of death he was to die.) 
Then Pilate entered the headquarters again, summoned Jesus, and asked him, ‘Are you the King of the 
Jews?’ Jesus answered, ‘Do you ask this on your own, or did others tell you about me?’ Pilate replied, ‘I am 
not a Jew, am I? Your own nation and the chief priests have handed you over to me. What have you 
done?’ Jesus answered, ‘My kingdom is not from this world. If my kingdom were from this world, my 
followers would be fighting to keep me from being handed over to the Jews. But as it is, my kingdom is not 
from here.’ Pilate asked him, ‘So you are a king?’ Jesus answered, ‘You say that I am a king. For this I was 
born, and for this I came into the world, to testify to the truth. Everyone who belongs to the truth listens to 
my voice.’ Pilate asked him, ‘What is truth?’ 

He came from his blest 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! 
 
Pilate went out to the Jews again and told them, ‘I find no case against him. But you have a custom that I 
release someone for you at the Passover. Do you want me to release for you the King of the Jews?’ They 
shouted in reply, ‘Not this man, but Barabbas!’ Now Barabbas was a bandit. 
Then Pilate took Jesus and had him flogged. And the soldiers wove a crown of thorns and put it on his head, 
and they dressed him in a purple robe. They kept coming up to him, saying, ‘Hail, King of the Jews!’ and 
striking him on the face.  



Pilate went out yet again and said to them, ‘Look, I am bringing him out to you to let you know that I find 
no case against him.’ So Jesus came out, wearing the crown of thorns and the purple robe. Pilate said to 
them, ‘Here is the man!’ When the chief priests and the temple-police saw him, they shouted, ‘Crucify him! 
Crucify him!’ Pilate said to them, ‘Take him yourselves and crucify him; I find no case against him.’ The 
Jews answered him, ‘We have a law, and according to that law he ought to die because he has claimed to be 
the Son of God.’ 
Now when Pilate heard this, he was more afraid than ever. He entered his headquarters again and asked 
Jesus, ‘Where are you from?’ But Jesus gave him no answer. Pilate therefore said to him, ‘Do you refuse to 
speak to me? Do you not know that I have power to release you, and power to crucify you?’ Jesus answered 
him, ‘You would have no power over me unless it had been given you from above; therefore the one who 
handed me over to you is guilty of a greater sin.’ From then on Pilate tried to release him, but the Jews cried 
out, ‘If you release this man, you are no friend of the emperor. Everyone who claims to be a king sets 
himself against the emperor.’ 
When Pilate heard these words, he brought Jesus outside and sat on the judge’s bench at a place called The 
Stone Pavement, or in Hebrew Gabbatha. Now it was the day of Preparation for the Passover; and it was 
about noon. He said to the Jews, ‘Here is your king!’ They cried out, ‘Away with him! Away with him! 
Crucify him!’ Pilate asked them, ‘Shall I crucify your king?’ The chief priests answered, ‘We have no king 
but the emperor.’ Then he handed him over to them to be crucified. 
 
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. 
 
So they took Jesus; and carrying the cross by himself he went out to what is called The Place of the Skull,  in 
Hebrew Golgotha. There they crucified him, and with him two others, one on either side, with Jesus between 
them. Pilate also had an inscription written and put on the cross. It read, ‘Jesus of Nazareth, the King of the 
Jews.’ Many of the Jews read this inscription, because the place where Jesus was crucified was near the city; 
and it was written in Hebrew, in Latin, and in Greek. Then the chief priests of the Jews said to Pilate, ‘Do 
not write, “The King of the Jews”, but, “This man said, I am King of the Jews.” ’ Pilate answered, ‘What I 
have written I have written.’  
 
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. 

Meanwhile, standing near the cross of Jesus were his mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of 
Clopas, 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, ‘Here is your mother.’ 
And from that hour the disciple took her into his own home. 
After this, when Jesus knew that all was now finished, he said (in order to fulfil the scripture), ‘I am 
thirsty.’ A jar full of sour wine was standing there. So they put a sponge full of the wine on a branch of 
hyssop and held it to his mouth. When Jesus had received the wine, he said, ‘It is finished.’  
Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 

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. 

(Samuel Crossman 1624-84) 



This amazing story, which is for us the supreme tragedy, is an event like millions of others, an 
innocent troublesome prisoner and a colonial military governor. So the first thing to say is that, 
without the light of Easter this dark story would remain untold, like so many other stories of 
forgotten martyrs. We only dare call this Friday good because it was part of God’s plan of salvation 
if only we believe. 
Others have suffered worse, sometimes much worse, under foreign powers, including victims of 
our own British empire. Across the world today millions are still abused and crushed, these days 
mostly by their own rulers. Let’s not forget that the death of Jesus is sadly not untypical in human 
history, past and present. 
But we are right to sing ‘never was love, dear king, never was grief like thine’ because we believe 
we are acknowledging God’s Word made flesh and that flesh broken and killed. 
Because Jesus was unique, his death was unique. John’s key word from the cross is ‘it is 
finished’. The fourth Gospel opens with the affirmation that Jesus comes uniquely as God’s Word 
among us. John’s first readers would call to mind these words from Isaiah:  
For as the rain and the snow come down from heaven, and do not return there until they have 
watered the earth, making it bring forth and sprout, giving seed to the sower and bread to the 
eater, so shall my word be that goes out from my mouth; it shall not return to me empty, but it shall 
accomplish that which I purpose, and succeed in the thing for which I sent it. 
‘It is finished’ says the Gospel; but our response is pending. 
One of the verses of the hymn which we did not share asks the question: ‘why, what hath my Lord 
done, what makes this rage and spite?’ What indeed?  ‘He made the lame to run and gave the 
blind their sight.’  And not only miracles of physical healing. Those who could not see at first who 
he was and those who dared not follow him – so many were challenged, healed, strengthened, 
blessed. And that is still the case. The cross demands a response. There are many ways of 
interpreting the phenomenon of Jesus, with different language and different emotions. There are 
several within the pages of scripture. But to all who dare to call him Lord, he fulfils their deepest 
need – no story so divine.  
I pray that for you, as for me, the words ring true: ‘this is my friend in whose sweet praise I all my 
days could gladly spend.’  
(There is a short silence on the recording at this point.) 
 
Let us pray 
Today of all days I need to call you Father, gracious God. 
I do so as a would-be follower of Jesus, though there are places we dare not go. 
Forgive me, I pray, as Jesus promised you would. 
Forgive me when I deny my Lord, in deeds if not in speech. 
Forgive me when I collude with injustice and try to wash my hands. 
Forgive me when I throw dice and play around while the world grows darker. 
Forgive me when I turn away from the cry of the victim, the desperation of the refugee, the agony 
of the tortured and the sheer helplessness of so many. 
Father forgive us – we know not what we do.  
And yet we should know, God. Some of our ignorance is intentional, some of our silence is 
selfishness, some of our deafness is deliberate and some of our weakness is weariness. 
I know I can never do enough in response to your love and the needs which overwhelm us all. 
But forgive me, Father, and give me courage to do what I can. 
And if there are places I dare not go, remind me that Jesus is Emmanuel whoever and wherever I 
am. Remind me, God, that when he says ‘follow me’ he means ‘come with me’.  
We pray in his name.   Amen 



 
(please pause the play-back now and sit quietly for a minute or two.) 
 
To close we will share another great hymn written for this day.   (Rejoice & Sing 217) 
 
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? 
 
His dying crimson, like a robe, spreads o'er his body on the tree; 
then am I dead to all the globe and all the globe is dead to me. 
 
Were the whole realm of nature mine that were a present far too small; 
love so amazing, so divine, demands my soul, my life, my all. 
 

(Isaac Watts 1674-1748) 
 
 
But remember, we only dare to call this Friday good because we believe that it was not the end of 
Jesus of Nazareth. Please join in worship again on Sunday when we shall celebrate Easter with a 
service of praise and thanksgiving – and hope. 
 
And may the blessing of God, Father, Son and Spirit, be with you and those on your hearts and 
minds, this day, over the Easter season, and for evermore.  Amen. 
 
 
There follows a recording of the chorus ‘Behold the Lamb of God’ from Handel’s Messiah. 
 
 


