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Welcome: Pete Scamman (Associate Vicar) 
 
 

Hymn: When I survey the wondrous cross 
 

 
 

Reading:  John 19:16-24  Penny Simons 
16 Finally Pilate handed him over to them to be crucified. 
So the soldiers took charge of Jesus. 17 Carrying his own cross, he went out to the 
place of the Skull (which in Aramaic is called Golgotha). 18 There they crucified 
him, and with him two others – one on each side and Jesus in the middle. 
19 Pilate had a notice prepared and fastened to the cross. It read: JESUS OF 
NAZARETH, THE KING OF THE JEWS. 20 Many of the Jews read this sign, for the place 
where Jesus was crucified was near the city, and the sign was written in 
Aramaic, Latin and Greek. 21 The chief priests of the Jews protested to Pilate, 
‘Do not write “The King of the Jews”, but that this man claimed to be king of 
the Jews.’ 
22 Pilate answered, ‘What I have written, I have written.’ 
23 When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, dividing them into 
four shares, one for each of them, with the undergarment remaining. This 
garment was seamless, woven in one piece from top to bottom. 
24 ‘Let’s not tear it,’ they said to one another. ‘Let’s decide by lot who will get it.’ 
This happened that the scripture might be fulfilled that said, 
‘They divided my clothes among them 
    and cast lots for my garment.’ 
So this is what the soldiers did. 

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. 

 
Isaac Watts 
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Talk:  The King of history 
 

    
Prayer 
 
 

Hymn: My song is love unknown 

 
 

Reading: John 19:25-27 
25 Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of 
Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. 26 When Jesus saw his mother there, and the 
disciple whom he loved standing near by, he said to her, ‘Woman, here is your 
son,’ 27 and to the disciple, ‘Here is your mother.’ From that time on, this disciple 
took her into his home. 
 
 

Talk:  The King of love 
 

    
Prayer 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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. 
 

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  

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 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. 
 

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. 



3 

 

Solo:  Crucified Man 

 
 

Reading:  John 19:28-37 
28 Later, knowing that everything had now been finished, and so that Scripture 
would be fulfilled, Jesus said, ‘I am thirsty.’ 29 A jar of wine vinegar was there, so 
they soaked a sponge in it, put the sponge on a stalk of the hyssop plant, and 
lifted it to Jesus’ lips. 30 When he had received the drink, Jesus said, ‘It is 
finished.’ With that, he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 
31 Now it was the day of Preparation, and the next day was to be a special 
Sabbath. Because the Jewish leaders did not want the bodies left on the crosses 
during the Sabbath, they asked Pilate to have the legs broken and the bodies 
taken down. 32 The soldiers therefore came and broke the legs of the first man 
who had been crucified with Jesus, and then those of the other. 33 But when 
they came to Jesus and found that he was already dead, they did not break his 
legs. 34 Instead, one of the soldiers pierced Jesus’ side with a spear, bringing a 
sudden flow of blood and water. 35 The man who saw it has given testimony, 
and his testimony is true. He knows that he tells the truth, and he testifies so 
that you also may believe. 36 These things happened so that the scripture would 
be fulfilled: ‘Not one of his bones will be broken,’ 37 and, as another scripture 
says, ‘They will look on the one they have pierced.’ 

I have placed all my hope in a crucified man 
in the wounds in his side, his feet and his hands. 
I have traded my pride for a share in his shame 
and the glory that one-day will burst from his 
 pain. 
I’ve abandoned my trust in the wise and the 
 proud, 
for this fragile, mysterious weakness of God. 
And I dare to believe in his scandalous claim 
that his blood cleanses sin for who ever 
will call on his name. 
Live or die here I stand, 
I’ve placed my hope in a crucified man. 
 

I believe as they beat on his beautiful face 
He turned a torturer’s chair to an altar of 
 grace 
where the worst we can do met the best 
 that God does, 
where unspeakable hate met the gaze of 
 unstoppable love. 
At the crux of it all there he hangs 
I’ve placed my hope in a crucified 
Man of sorrows man of grief 
will he stay beyond belief? 

When the purest and best took the force of 
 our curse, 
death’s victory armada juddered into reverse. 
And either we bow or we stumble and fall 
for the wisdom of a suffering God 
has made fools of us all; 
I gladly admit that I am, 
but I’ve placed my hope in a crucified  
Man of sorrows man of grief 
will he stay beyond belief? 
 

I have buried my life in the cold earth with him 
like a seed in the winter, I wait for the spring. 
From that garden of tombs Eden rises again 
and Paradise blooms from his body and 
 never will end. 
He’ll finish all he began, 
creation hopes in a crucified man. 
When I stand at the judgement 
I have no other plan, 
I’ve placed my hope in a crucified man. 
Like the thief nailed beside him 
I have no other plan, 
I’ve placed my hope in a crucified man. 
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Talk:  The King who saves  
 
 

Prayer 
 
 

Song: The Power of the Cross  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Closing Prayer 
 
 
Please visit www.fulwoodchurch.co.uk for all our resources. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
All songs covered by CCLI (Europe Ltd) have been reproduced under CCL No 1883 and have been reproduced by permission.  
Holy Bible, New International Version® Anglicized, NIV® Copyright © 1979, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission.  
All rights reserved worldwide.  

 

Now the daylight flees, now the ground 
 beneath 
quakes as its maker bows His head. 
Curtain torn in two, dead are raised to life; 
‘Finished!’ the victory cry.  
 

This, the power of the cross... 
 

Oh, to see my name written in the wounds, 
for through Your suffering I am free. 
Death is crushed to death, life is mine to 
 live, 
won through Your selfless love. 
 

This, the power of the cross: 
Son of God – slain for us. 
What a love! What a cost!  
We stand forgiven at the cross.  
 

Keith Getty & Stuart Townend © 2005 Thankyou Music 

Oh, to see the dawn of the darkest day: 
Christ on the road to Calvary. 
Tried by sinful men, torn and beaten then 
nailed to a cross of wood. 
 

This, the power of the cross: 
Christ became sin for us.  
Took the blame, bore the wrath – 
we stand forgiven at the cross. 
 

Oh, to see the pain written on Your face, 
bearing the awesome weight of sin. 
Every bitter thought, every evil deed 
crowning Your bloodstained brow.  
 

This, the power of the cross... 
 
 

 
 


