
March Team St John, St Mary, St Peter, St Wendreda 
 

 
Welcome 

 

Third Sunday of Lent ~ 7th March 2021 
 
 

Please keep in touch with one another, and I am always glad to hear from you on 01354 279232 or at  
andrew.marchurch@gmail.com 

 
We have Church services with social distancing, and also, for the foreseeable future, our zooming, 

emailing and leaflet deliveries. We want people to have a genuine choice. We are also trying to allow 
other aspects of the church’s life to happen. Ideas and suggestions welcome. 

St Peter’s Sundays 8am & 11am; Wednesdays 10am 
St Mary’s Sundays 9.15am 

St John’s Sundays 9.30am; Tuesdays 10am 
 
 

"Stay in touch, take care, keep safe, continue praying and God bless." 

Stations of the Cross 
 

Every Lent for the last 25 or more years I have led weekly services of Stations of the Cross. Sadly not possible 
this year, so I offer these reflections to walk and meditate on the stations through Lent. 

 
 

     I have not chosen, in this series, simply to follow the traditional stations in order. We started with the sentenc-
ing by Pilate, last week we reflected on the people, by tradition, he met. Next week we will ascend the green hill 

for the crucifixion, and lastly we will journey to the sepulchre.  
 

     Today we have the three stations, none explicitly mentioned in our gospel accounts, where Jesus falls. We are 
reminded that Jesus is fully human and really bears the pain and ignominy. For us. Amongst the visual representa-
tions of the stations, the falls usually get more catastrophic; a trip, on knees, and finally face in the dirt. This makes 
human sense, anyone carrying their own heavy instrument of execution gets more exhausted as time and distance 
goes on, and so falls heavier and lower. As we meditate on the three falls we may choose to focus on the growing 

scale or seriousness of our own weakness or falleness. 
 

III. Jesus falls the first time 
Weakened, his footsteps faltered as he stumbled,  

hand outstretched fearful of the ground. 
 

Jesus falls. How could he ever stay on his feet with this weight on his shoulders and this pain in his heart! The 
cross is heavy and it bruises him. But what hurts him most of all is the cruel glare in the eyes of those who see him 
stumble. How can he bear the burden of the wicked looks? Just like the blows that throw him to the ground and 
trample on him. Those merciless looks!  
 

It is you, O Lord, who looks on each one of us with kindness! 



People fall by the wayside, in cities, in lonely rooms, in the isolation of hospital wards. We, meanwhile, have little 
time to spare… So woe betide the person who falls! Woe betide the losers in the race of life! With thumping hearts 
we chase after our own meanness, panting after false dreams which never satisfy us. We are in the fast lane, rushing 
towards death. 
 
Father, you save the poor who cry to you, and lift up those who have fallen. Let me find space for pity. Do not allow 

me to neglect those crushed under the cross they bear; help me to support them and share their pain. With those 
who fall under the weight of their suffering, every day, everywhere, it is your son who falls. 

Lord, our lack of faith breaks the rhythm of our footfall  
and the closing earth surrounds us. 

There is darkness, loneliness and emptiness and we ask 
‘Where are you?’ 

 
 

VII. Jesus falls the second time 
Broken by pain, he falls again. 

Hard, uneven cobbles; cracking knees and elbows;  
dignity and humanity shattered too. 

 
When your load is heavy and the journey long, you will fall. Walking through city streets, now approaching the gate 
in the city wall. Has Simon managed to disappear? Is the cross just too heavy, the route too far for the pair of them? 
His body torn and aching, his heart torn by the hatred that he hears around him! Hatred gushing out from mankind, 
sharper than a blade: it is capable of piercing and even killing. Jesus falls down. How is he to bear the weight of all 
this hatred that cries out so loudly, ‘We don’t want anything more to do with you!’?  

It is you, O Lord who welcomes each of us in your love. 
 
No-one feels loved enough. Everyone feels, at times, an indescribably inner loneliness, a rejection no word can ex-
plain. Sometimes, entire nations are despised or wounded. Weakness overpowers us. Trapped in our own concerns, 
we trample those who are weaker than we are. We are victims and persecutors all in one. We are torn apart, and the 
bitter taste of death is in our mouth. 
 
Do not abandon us, Lord our God. We are overwhelmed by weakness. Heal us, so that we stop wounding others and 

letting others be oppressed. Heal us, and we will proclaim your loving power to all our brothers and sisters. 
Lord, we act out of fear, we are in denial. 

Sometimes we claim we do not know you, fearful of the cost. 
Maybe tomorrow Lord, maybe it will be easier then. 

 
 

IX. Jesus falls the third time 
Beaten, but now within sight of the Hill, 

face down in the dust.  
Unrecognisable. Voiceless. 
‘Get up, we’ve a job to do.’ 

 
Jesus falls again, and again. He is on the ground. He is in the dust. He can no longer manage to stand up. It is no 
wonder: all this violence coming his way, all this nastiness, that is yelled out, all these fists raised to push him away. 
Whoever would feel like getting up again? No-one to understand him, and his imploring eyes, no-one to see them. 
How can he move forward?  

It is you, O Lord, who are with those who cannot take any more! 
 
 Murder can only come from a poisoned heart. Poison spreads… More people die. And so, in the past fifty years we 
have let a hundred wars occur. More people have died since the last world war than died during it. 
We cannot escape responsibility by blaming someone else for that. War is one of the effects of our greed. Over our 
wickedness looms a mushrooming cloud. Must humanity’s shared sin end in annihilation? Our Christian message of 
hope for mankind demands personal commitment and a lifelong search for justice and peace. 
 

Lord of all change and growth, change our hearts before we let our world be poisoned and die. Transform our 
hearts of stone into warm hearts of flesh. Give us courage to co-operate more responsibly and trust each other more 

generously. Help us to build together a new society, so that we may experience the blessing of the peacemakers. 
Lord, time and again we almost make it, 

and turning, dejected and disheartened, we realise our failure. 
Even then, Lord, you are with us. 

It’s time we were moving; 
It’s time to start again. 


