Good Fridag






PRELUDE

INTRODUCTION TO WORSHIP

TENEBRAE VESPERS

OPENING HYMN "0 Sacred Head, Now Wounded “ LSB 450
f) \

y T i i f T ; T = 77 ) = -y

[ an Y | (] =l 1 | | | = | = | e (& ]
= R M W — :

10 sa - cred Head, now wound-ed, With grief and shameweighed down,
2 How pale Thou art with an-guish, With sore a - buse and scorn!
3 What Thou, my Lord, hast suf-fered Was all for sin - ners’ gain;
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Now scorn - ful - ly sur-round-ed  With thorns, Thine on - ly crown,

How doth Thy face now lan-guish That once was bright as morn!
Mine, mine was the trans-gres-sion, But Thine the dead - ly pain.
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0 sa - cred Head, what glo - ry, What bliss, till now was Thine!

Grim death, with cru - el

rig - of,

Hath robbed Thee of Thy life;

Lo, here I fall, my Sav -ior! ’Tis I de-serve Thy place;
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Yet, though de-spised and gor -y, 1 joy to call Thee mine.
Thus Thou hast lost Thy vig - or, Thy strength, in this sad strife.
Look on me with Thy fa - vor, And grant to me Thy grace.

Text: attr. Bernard of Clairvaux, 1091-1153; German version, Paul Gerhardt, 1607-76; tr. The Lutheran Hymnal, 1941, alt. Tune: Hans Leo Hassler, 1564-1612
Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110016216 Tune: Public domain

Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:

O Lord, open my lips,

and my mouth will declare Your praise.
Make haste, O God, to deliver me;

make haste to help me, O Lord.

Praise to You, O Christ, Lamb of our salvation.



PSALM 22
Pastor:
People:

Pastor:
People:

Pastor:
People:

Pastor:
People:

Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:
Pastor:

People:

Pastor:
People:

"0 Lord, do not be far offl Come quickly to my aid!” My God, my God,
why have you forsaken me? Why are you so far from saving me, so
far from the words of my groaning?

O my God, I cry out by day, but you do not answer, by night, and
am not silent.

Yet you are enthroned as the Holy One; you are the praise of Israel.
In you our fathers put their trust; they trusted and you delivered
them.

They cried to you and were saved; in you they trusted and were not
disappointed.

But I am a worm and not a man, scorned by men and despised by
the people.

All who see me mock me; they hurl insults, shaking their heads:

“He trusts in the Lord; let the Lord rescue him.

Let him deliver him, since he delights in him.”

Yet you brought me out of the womb; you made me trust in you even
at my mother’s breast.

From birth I was cast upon you; from my mother’s womb you
have been my God.

Do not be far from me, for trouble is near and there is no one to help.
Many bulls surround me; strong bulls of Bashan encircle me.
Roaring lions tearing their prey open their mouths wide against me.

I am poured out like water, and all my bones are out of joint.

My heart has turned to wax; it has melted away within me.

My strength is dried up like a potsherd, and my tongue sticks to the
roof of my mouth; you lay me in the dust of death.

Dogs have surrounded me; a band of evil men has encircled me,
they have pierced my hands and my feet.

I can count all my bones; people stare and gloat over me.

They divide my garments among them and cast lots for my
clothing.



Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:
Pastor:

People:

Pastor:
People:
Pastor:

People:
Pastor:

People:

Pastor:

But you, O Lord, be not far off, O my Strength, come quickly to help
me.

Deliver my life from the sword, my precious life from the power
of the dogs.

Rescue me from the mouth of the lions; save me from the horns of
the wild oxen.

I will declare your name to my brothers; in the congregation I
will praise you.

You who fear the Lord, praise him! All you descendants of Jacob,
honor him! Revere him, all you descendants of Israel!

For he has not despised or disdained the suffering of the
afflicted one; he has not hidden his face from him but has
listened to his cry for help.

From you comes the theme of my praise in the great assembly;
before those who fear you will I fulfill my vows.

The poor will eat and be satisfied; they who seek the Lord will
praise him — may your hearts live forever!

All the ends of the earth will remember and turn to the Lord,

and all the families of the nations will bow down before him,

for dominion belongs to the Lord and he rules over the nations.
All the rich of the earth will feast and worship; all who go down to the
dust will kneel before him — those who cannot keep themselves alive.
Posterity will serve him; future generations will be told about the
Lord.

They will proclaim his righteousness to a people yet unborn — for he
has done it. "O Lord, do not be far offl Come quickly to my aid!”



THE PASSION OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST

First Word: Luke 23:26-34 and Meditation

HYMN “Jesus, In Your Dying Woes” LSB 447
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ALL: 1Je - sus, in Your dy - ing woes, E - ven while Your
soLo: 2 Sav - ior, for our par - don sue  When our sins  Your
ALL: 3 Oh, may we, who mer - cy need, Be like  You n
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ALL: life - blood flows, Crav - ing par - don for  Your foes:
SOLO: pangs re - new, For we know not what we do:

ALL: heart and deed, When with wrong our spir - its  bleed:
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ALL: Hear us, ho - ly Je - sus.
SoLO: Hear us, ho - ly Je - sus.
ALL: Hear us, ho - ly Je - sus.

Text: Thomas B. Pollock, 1836-96, alt. Tune: Bernhard Schumacher, 1886-1978 Text: Public domain Tune: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission:
LSB Hymn License no. 110016216

Second Word: Luke 23:35-43 and Meditation

People: Jesus, pitying the sighs Of the thief, who near You dies,
Promising him paradise: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Solo:  May we in our guilt and shame Still Your love and mercy claim,
Calling humbly on Your name; Hear us, holy Jesus.

People: May our hearts to You incline
And their thoughts Your cross entwine.
Cheer our souls with hope divine: Hear us, holy Jesus.



Third Word: John 19:16b-27 and Meditation

Solo:  Jesus, loving to the end Her whose heart Your sorrows rend,
And Your dearest human friend: Hear us, holy Jesus.

People: May we in Your sorrows share, For Your sake all peril dare,
And enjoy Your tender care: Hear us, holy Jesus.

May we all Your loved ones be, All one holy family,
Loving, since Your love we see: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Fourth Word: Matthew 27:32-46 and Meditation

People: Jesus, whelmed in fears unknown, With our evil left alone,
While no light from heav’n is shown: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Solo:  When we seem in vain to pray And our hope seems far away,
In the darkness be our stay: Hear us, holy Jesus.

People: Though no Father seem to hear, Though no light our spirits cheer,
May we know that God is near: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Fifth Word: John 19:28 and Meditation

People: Jesus, in Your thirst and pain,
While Your wounds Your lifeblood drain,
Thirsting more our love to gain: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Solo:  Thirst for us in mercy still: All Your holy work fulfill;
Satisty Your loving will: Hear us, holy Jesus.

People: May we thirst Your love to know. Lead us in our sin and woe
Where the healing waters flow: Hear us, holy Jesus.



Sixth Word: John 19:29-30 and Meditation

People:

Solo:

Jesus, all our ransom paid, All Your Father’s will obeyed;
By Your suff'rings perfect make: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Save us in our soul’s distress; Be our help to cheer and bless

While we grow in holiness: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Brighten all our heav'nward way With an ever holier ray
Till we pass to perfect day: Hear us, holy Jesus.

Seventh Word: Luke 23:44-46 and Meditation

Solo:  Jesus, all Your labor vast, All Your woe and conflict past,
Yielding up Your soul at last: Hear us, holy Jesus.
People: When the death shades round us low'r,
Guard us from the tempter’s pow'r,
Keep us in that trial hour: Hear us, holy Jesus.
May Your life and death supply Grace to live and grace to die,
Grace to reach the home on high: Hear us, holy Jesus.
RESPONSORY
Pastor: We have an advocate with the Father;
Jesus is the propitiation for our sins.
People: He was delivered up to death;
He was delivered for the sins of the people.
Pastor: Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven
and whose sin is put away.
People: He was delivered up to death;
He was delivered for the sins of the people.
Pastor: We have an advocate with the Father;
Jesus is the propitiation for our sins.
People: He was delivered up to death;

He was delivered for the sins of the people.



OFFICE HYMN “Upon the Cross Extended” LSB 453
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I'Up - on the cross ex - tend - ed See, world, your
2 Come, see these things and pon - der, Your soul will
3 Who is it, Lord, that bruised You? Who has 50
41 caused Your grief and sigh - ing By e - vils
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Lord sus - pend - ed. Your Sav - ior yields His breath.
fill with won - der As blood streams from each pore.
sore a - bused You And caused You all Your woe?
mul - ti - ply - ing As count - less as the sands.
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The Prince of Life from heav - en Him - self has free - ly
Through grief be - yond all know - ing From His great heart came
We all must make con - fes - sion Of sin and dire trans -
I caused the woes un - num - bered With which Your soul is
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giv - en To shame and blows and bit - ter death.
flow - ing Sighs well - ing from  its deep - est core.
gres - sion While You no ways of e - vil know.
cum - bered, Your sor - rows raised by wick - ed hands.

5 Your soul in griefs unbounded, Your head with thorns surrounded,
You died to ransom me. The cross for me enduring,
The crown for me securing, You healed my wounds and set me free.

6 Your cords of love, my Savior, Bind me to You forever,
I am no longer mine. To You I gladly tender
All that my life can render And all I have to You resign.

7 Your cross I place before me; Its saving pow'r restore me,
Sustain me in the test. It will, when life is ending,
Be guiding and attending My way to Your eternal rest.

Text: Paul Gerhardt, 1607-76; tr. John Kelly, 1833-90, alt. Tune: Heinrich Isaac, c. 1450-1517 Text and tune: Public domain



PRAYERS
Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:
Pastor:
People:

Lord, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.

LORD’S PRAYER
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 and the power and the glory forever and ever. Amen.

Pastor:
People:
Pastor:

People:
Pastor:

People:

The Lord be with you.

And also with you.

Let us pray. Almighty God, graciously behold this Your family for whom
our Lord Jesus Christ was willing to be betrayed and delivered into the
hands of sinful men to suffer death upon the cross; through the same
Jesus Christ, Your Son, our Lord, who lives and reigns with You and the
Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever.

Amen.

Almighty and everlasting God, You willed that Your Son should bear for
us the pains of the cross and so remove from us the power of the
adversary. Help us so to remember and give thanks for our Lord'’s
passion that we may receive forgiveness of sin and redemption from
everlasting death; through Jesus Christ, our Lord.

Amen.



CLOSING HYMN

“0O Sacred Head, Now Wounded”

LSB 450
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5 What lan - guageshall T bor-row To  thankThee, dear - est Friend,
6 My Sav - ior, be Thou near me Whendeath is at my door;
7 Be Thou my con -so - la- tion, My shield,when I must die;
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For this Thy dy - ing sor-row, Thy pit - y with-out end?
Then let  Thy pres-ence cheer me, For - sake me nev - er - more!
Re - mind me of Thy pas-sion When my last hour draws nigh.
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0 make me Thine for-ev - er! And should I faint-ing be,

When soul and bod - y lan-guish,O leave me not a - lone,
Mine eyes shall then be-hold Thee,Up - on Thy cross shall dwell,
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Lord, let me nev - er, nev -er, Out - live my love for Thee.
But  take a - way mine an-guish By vir - tue of Thine own!
My  heart by faith en-fold Thee. Who di - eth thus dies well

Text: attr. Bernard of Clairvaux, 1091-1153; German version, Paul Gerhardt, 1607-76; tr. The Lutheran Hymnal, 1941, alt.
Tune: Hans Leo Hassler, 1564-1612 Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110016216 Tune: Public domain

CLOSING OF THE TOMB

DEPART IN SILENCE

Pastor: Rev. Dr. John Fiene
Organist: Heeya Kim, Violin: Jared Friedrichs, Soloist: Nicholas Clauder

Tech Table: Grenada Mea

ns, Kay Boland



