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

 
Welcome 

 

Fifth Sunday of Lent ~ 21st 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 
Today we come to the end of these Stations of the Cross. There will be an in-person Stations at St Mary’s 
2pm Good Friday, as well as one on zoom. 

 

XIII. Jesus is taken down from the cross. 
Lifeless, his savaged body lay, once again, 

in the caring arms of his mother 
Journey over. Task complete.  

Failure in the sight of men. 
 

The body of Jesus has been taken down. The cross is empty like a tree after the harvest! The cross has given its 
fruit of life: Jesus, the Son of God. For evermore the cross is the sign of the wonders that God works to release the 
people on earth from misery. For evermore the cross, made of wood, is the outstretched arms of Christ offering 
God’s love to the people on earth. 

It is you, O Lord, who show to the world the signs of your presence. 
 
Earth has made its offering. Now reconciled and at peace, it takes the Just One into its womb. Patiently it cherishes 
him and waits! It longs for new growth, the fruit of his resting in the ground. 

Lord Christ, we have done away with you on an unjust charge, we have buried you among the wicked. Yet you 
have carried the sins of many, and interceded for sinners. Now because you gave yourself up to death, you have 

gained whole peoples as a prize. You, Lord, redeemed our evil with your goodness, you transmuted the curse 
which lay heavily on the earth into abounding blessing. Give, Lord, the gift of your death so that we may enter into 

your endless life. 
Lord, the final act of your friends 

 was to accept your lifeless body for burial. 
Accept, Lord, our failures, our mistakes and our careless ways. 

Bury them, Lord, with the suffering of your cross. 



XIV. Jesus is laid in the tomb. 
Burial did not take long. 

Laying him out nearby (before the last light and the coming Festival) covering him with a cloth. 
‘It is time we were gone.’ Turning into the dusk they left him. 

 
They put him in the tomb. He is buried. Just like any other person on earth. It is a time of mourning. You can no 
longer touch him. You can no longer speak to him. You can no longer hear him. You can no longer see him. He dis-
appears into the tomb. It is a time of sadness. Where is he now the one they called the light of God? Where is he 
then the one who announced the Word of Life? But nothing comes to an end. Jesus is like the seed disappearing into 
the furrows of the earth. Be patient, just a little more time and you will see the harvest!  

It is you, O Lord, who make life conquer death! 
 
Jesus lies in the ground dead. Yet now the earth is pregnant with eternal life. Christ went down into the depth of the 
earth, to find Adam, the first man: to find us too, and call on us: “Wake up, rise from death and decay, and Christ 
will give you light!” I, your God, have also become your son. I, whose home is in heaven, have come to the earth 
and plunged down deeper than the earth to die in weakness as your slave, to lie in a tomb. I set you free from death 
by dying on a cross. Rise up! Let’s go forth. The enemy betrayed you, and lost you the Paradise of Eden. I will give 
you Paradise again by giving you my own self. 

Lord of all hopes and freedom, like the grain of wheat you fell and died for the life of us all. When our hopes fall, 
give us courage, Risen Lord. When we feel cut off, bring us back to the newness of life. 

Lord, it is over, the way of the cross has been walked. 
The story has been told and prophecy fulfilled. 

‘What now?’ 
They must have said to one another as they walked into the chill night air. 

 

Was that all you were expecting? The end of Good Friday with darkness, a sealed tomb containing a bloodied body, 
locked away disciples, women who had not time or energy to finish a decent burial. And some people in Jerusalem 
observing a Passover Sabbath, and many Roman soldiers thinking that riots and revolution had been diverted.  But 
some soldiers were put on extra guard duty; maybe they were vigilant, or resentful, or sleepy, or cold or uncomforta-
ble. Maybe they became witnesses to an earth shattering event, maybe they slept through or sloped off, or maybe 
they were awoken by women early on the third morning, by their footsteps or voices, or maybe by a voice from in-
side that tomb, or a glow of light from that tomb, when they realised the stone had been rolled away. So spoiler 
alert!  Read this now, for the destination station, not so much a terminus, but a gateway, or save it to read when you 
are ready for Easter. 
 

XV. !!!!!!!!!!???????????!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
Morning and the first light of garden, 

brings shadows of women moving. 
Turning, they did not recognise the Springtime Pasch,  

the Nazarene passing over into Galilee. 
Contained in the finger space of the morning dawn, 

the Resurrected Christ greets us. 
 

It is dawn. Night is over. Light invades the sky and earth. It is daybreak! The tomb is empty. The stone is rolled to 
one side. God has brought Jesus back to life! God has raised Christ from the dead! God has resurrected his Son! 
Death is finished! Ended! It has lost forever! Come close and have a look: Jesus Christ has come back from the 
dead. He is alive! His word of joy sings! The light of God shines! 

It is you, O Lord, who turn our crosses into life! 
Christ’s death has won humanity back from death. His resurrection lights up the whole earth. Suddenly it shines 
along the path, where we running headlong, can rush to and reach each single person who still suffers in loneliness 
and desperation. We carry the message of his new life, the joy of Easter hope.  

Christ has died. Christ is risen. Christ will come again! 
Rabboni, we did not trust you, we did not understand. 

We thought it was over. 
‘No, my people, it has just begun.’ 

                       
 

Father, we rejoice in our fellowship with the shepherds, the angels, the magi, Mary and Joseph: in your unfailing 
love for us and for all people hear our prayers through your Son, Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen 

 

O God, the source of all insight, whose coming was revealed to the nations, not among men of power, but on a 
woman’s lap: give us grace to seek you where you may be found, that the world may be humbled and discover 

your unexpected joy, through Jesus Christ our Lord.     
Amen 


