
GOOD FRIDAY SERVICE 

FRIDAY, APRIL 10
th

, 2020 

MOUNT OAK FELLOWSHIP OF THE UMC 

(AT THE CROSS) 

************************************************** 

Call to Worship 

Leader: Christ himself bore our sins in his 

body on the tree. 

People: That we might die to sin and live 

to righteousness. 

 

Hymn of Praise  “O Sacred Head Now Wounded”  

 

Silent Meditation 

 

Prayer: Almighty God, your Son Jesus Christ was 

lifted high upon the cross so that he might draw 

the whole world to himself. Grant that we, who 

glory in this death for our salvation, may also glory 

in his call to take up our cross and follow him; this 

we ask through this same Jesus Christ, who is our 

Lord.  Amen. 

 

Scripture Lesson  Isaiah 53:1-12 

 

Homily      “When Hand Washing is not Enough” 

 

The Passion Story Matthew 26:47-27:66  

 

Prayer of Thanksgiving 

 

Hymn of Praise "Beneath the Cross of Jesus" 

 

  

“O SACRED HEAD, NOW WOUNDED” 

  

O sacred Head, now wounded,  

With grief and shame weighed down, 

Now scornfully surrounded With thorns, Thine only crown: 

How pale thou art with anguish, With sore abuse and scorn! 

How dies that visage languish Which once was bright as morn! 

  

What thou, my Lord, hast suffered Was all for sinners’ gain; 

Mine, mine was the transgression, But Thine the deadly pain. 

Lo, here I fall, my Savior! Tis I deserve Thy place; 

Look on me with Thy favor,  Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 

  

What language shall I borrow  To thank thee, dearest Friend, 

For this Thy dying sorrow, Thy pity without end? 

O make me Thine forever; And should I fainting be, 

Lord, let me never, never Outlive my love to Thee. 

 
Music by:  Hans L. Hassler, arnony by Johann s. Bach  

 

 

 

BENEATH THE CROSS OF JESUS 

 

Beneath the Cross of Jesus I fain would take my stand, 

The shadow of a mighty rock within a weary land; 

A home within the wilderness, a rest upon the way, 

from the burning of the noontide heat, and the burden of the day. 

 

Upon that cross of Jesus mine eye at times can see 

The very dying form on One who suffered there for me; 

And from my stricken heart with tears two wonders I confess: 

The wonders of redeeming love and my unworthiness. 

 

I take, O cross, thy shadow for my abiding place; 

I ask no other sunshine than the sunshine of his face; 

Content to let the world go by, to know no gain nor loss, 

My sinful self my only shame, my glory all the cross. 
 

Words by Elizabeth C. Clephane, Music by Frederick C. Maker     

 

 


