
The Way of the Cross 2021 
a devotion to make alone or with those in your household 

The Stations of the Cross have 
formed part of Christian 
devotion at Passiontide for 
many centuries because they 
enable us to engage actively 
with the path of suffering 
walked by Jesus. 

In this disorientating time of 
physical separateness, this 
material is offered for Holy 
Week as one possible way for 
you to connect with Christian 
pilgrims now and through the 
ages.  If you are able to get out 
for daily exercise, you may wish 
to use the material as a 
devotional ‘walk’. 

The devotion comprises seven 
stations.  For each station there 
is a Reading from Scripture, a 
Reflection in the form of a 
sonnet and a Prayer.  As you 
‘walk’ between the stations you 
are invited to continue your 
reflection in silence, in 
conversation with those you are 
sharing isolation with or maybe 
in song!  (The words for a favourite hymn for Holy Week are included on the 
back cover as one possibility). 

 

May you be richly blessed. 
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Beginning 

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen 

Jesus told his disciples, ‘If any want to become my followers, let them deny 
themselves and take up their cross and follow me. For those who want to save 
their life will lose it, and those who lose their life for my sake will find it.’ 

Matthew 16.24,25 

Prayer 

Almighty and everlasting God, 
who in your tender love towards the human race 
sent your Son our Saviour Jesus Christ 
to take upon him our flesh 
and to suffer death upon the cross: 
grant that we may follow the example of his patience and humility, 
and also be made partakers of his resurrection; 
through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord, 
who is alive and reigns with you, 
in the unity of the Holy Spirit, 
one God, now and for ever. 
Amen. 

Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

 

Begin your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 

 

Station I – Jesus is condemned to death 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

Pilate asked them, ‘Why, what evil has he done?’ But they shouted 
all the more, ‘Crucify him!’ So Pilate, wishing to satisfy the crowd, 
released Barabbas for them; and after flogging Jesus, he handed 
him over to be crucified. 

Mark 15:14-15 
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Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

The very air that Pilate breathes, the voice 
With which he speaks in judgement, all his powers 
of perception and discriminations, choice, 
Decision, all his years, his days and hours, 
His consciousness of self, his every sense, 
Are given by this prisoner, freely given. 
The man who stands there making no defence, 
Is God.  His hands are tied, his heart is open, 
And he bears Pilate’s heart in his and feels 
that crushing weight of wasted life.  He lifts 
It up in silent love.  He lifts and heals. 
He gives himself again with all his gifts 
into our hands.  As Pilate turns away 
A door swings open.  This is judgement day. 

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, you were condemned to death for political expediency: 
be with those who are imprisoned for the convenience of the powerful. 
You were the victim of unbridled injustice: 
change the minds and motivations of oppressors and exploiters to your way of 
peace. 
To you, Jesus, innocent though condemned, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 

Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 
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Station II – Jesus is given his cross 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

After mocking him, they stripped him of the purple cloak and put 
his own clothes on him. Then they led him out to crucify him. 

Mark 15:20 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

He gives himself again with all his gifts 
And now we give him something in return. 
He gave the earth that bears, the earth that lifts, 
Water to cleanse and cool, fire to burn, 
And from these elements he forged the iron, 
From strands of life he wove the growing wood, 
He made the stones that pave the roads of Zion, 
He saw it all and saw that it was good. 
We took his iron to edge an axe’s blade, 
We took the axe and laid it to the tree, 
We made a cross of all that he had made, 
And laid it on the one who made us free. 
Now he receives again and lifts on high 
The gifts he gave and we have turned awry. 

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, you carried the cross through the rough streets of Jerusalem: 
be with those who are loaded with burdens beyond their strength. 
You bore the weight of our sins when you carried the cross: 
help us to realize the extent and the cost of your love for us. 
To you, Jesus, bearing a cross not your own, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 

Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 
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Station III – Jesus meets the women of 
Jerusalem 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

A great number of the people followed him, and among them were 
women who were beating their breasts and wailing for him. But 
Jesus turned to them and said, ‘Daughters of Jerusalem, do not weep for me, 
but weep for yourselves and for your children. For the days are surely coming 
when they will say, “Blessed are the barren, and the wombs that never bore, 
and the breasts that never nursed.” Then they will begin to say to the 
mountains, “Fall on us”; and to the hills, “Cover us.” For if they do this when 
the wood is green, what will happen when it is dry?’ 

Luke 23.27-31 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

He falls and stumbles with us, hurt again, 
But still he holds the road and looks in love 
On all of us who look on him.  Our pain 
As close to him as his.  These women move 
Compassion in him as he does in them. 
He asks us both to weep and not to weep. 
Women of Gaza and Jerusalem, 
Women of every nation where the deep 
Wounds of memory divide the land 
And lives of all your children, where the mines 
Of all our wars are sown… 
…he reads the signs 
And weeps with you, and with you he will stay 
Until the day he wipes your tears away. 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, the women of Jerusalem wept for you: 
move us to tears at the plight of the broken in our world. 
You embraced the pain of Jerusalem, the ‘city of peace’: 
bless Jerusalem this day and lead it to the path of profound peace. 
To you, Jesus, the King of peace who wept for the city of peace, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 
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Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 

 

Station IV – Jesus is crucified 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

And they crucified him, and divided his clothes among them, 
casting lots to decide what each should take. 

Mark 15.24 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

See, as they strip the robe from off his back 
And spread his arms and nail them to the cross 
The dark nails pierce him and the sky turns black, 
And love is firmly fastened on to loss. 
But here a pure change happens.  On this tree 
Loss becomes gain, death opens into birth, 
Here wounding heals and fastening makes free, 
Earth breathes in heaven, heaven roots in earth. 
And here we see the length, the breadth, the height, 
Where love and hatred meet the love stays true, 
Where sin meets grace and darkness turns to light, 
We see what love can bear and be and do. 
And here our saviour calls us to his side, 
His love is free, his arms are open wide.  

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, you bled in pain as the nails were driven into your flesh: 
transform through the mystery of your love the pain of those who suffer. 
To you, Jesus, our crucified Lord, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 
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Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 

 

Station V – Jesus on the cross; his mother and his 
friend 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

When Jesus saw his mother and the disciple whom he loved 
standing beside her, he said to his mother, ‘Woman, here is your 
son.’ Then he said to the disciple, ‘Here is your mother.’ And from that hour 
the disciple took her into his own home. 

John 19:26-27 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

This darker path into the heart of pain 
Was also hers whose love enfolded him 
In flesh and wove him in her womb.  Again 
The sword is piercing.  She who cradled him 
And gentled and protected her young son, 
Must stand and watch the cruelty that mars 
He maiden making.  Waves of pain that stun 
And sicken pass across his face and hers 
As their eyes meet.  Now she enfolds the world 
He loves in prayer; the mothers of the disappeared 
Who know her pain, all bodies bowed and curled 
In desperation on this road of tears, 
All the grief-stricken in their last despair, 
Are folded in the mantle of her prayer. 
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Prayer 

Lord Jesus, your mother and your dearest friend stayed with you to the bitter 
end, 
yet even while racked with pain you ministered to them: 
be with all broken families today 
and care for those who long for companionship. 
You cared for your loved ones even in your death-throes: 
give us a love for one another 
that is stronger even than the fear of death. 
To you, Jesus, loving in the face of death, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 

Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 

 

Station VI – Jesus dies on the cross 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

At three o’clock Jesus cried out with a loud voice, ‘Eloi, Eloi, lema 
sabachthani?’ which means, ‘My God, my God, why have you 
forsaken me?’ When some of the bystanders heard it, they said, 
‘Listen, he is calling for Elijah.’ And someone ran, filled a sponge with sour 
wine, put it on a stick, and gave it to him to drink, saying, ‘Wait, let us see 
whether Elijah will come to take him down.’ Then Jesus gave a loud cry and 
breathed his last. 

Mark 15.34-37 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

The dark nails pierce him and the sky turns black, 
We watch his as he labours to draw breath. 
He takes our breath away to give it back, 
Return it to its birth through his slow death. 
We hear him struggle, breathing through the pain, 
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Who once breathed out his spirit on the deep, 
Who formed us when he mixed the dust with rain 
And drew us into consciousness from sleep. 
His Spirit and his life he breathes in all, 
Mantles his world in his one atmosphere, 
And now he comes to breathe beneath the pall 
Of our pollutions, draw our injured air 
To cleanse it and renew.  His final breath 
Breathes and bears us through the gates of death.  

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, you died on the cross 
and entered the bleakest of all circumstances: 
give courage to those who die at the hands of others. 
In death you entered into the darkest place of all: 
illumine our darkness with your glorious presence. 
To you, Jesus, your lifeless body hanging on the tree of shame, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 

Amen. 

Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

Continue your ‘walk’.  Pause when you are ready. 

 

Station VII – Easter dawn 

We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb.  As she wept, she 
bent over to look into the tomb; and she saw two angels in 
white, sitting where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at the 
head and the other at the feet.  They said to her, ‘Woman, why are you 
weeping?’  She said to them, ‘They have taken away my Lord, and I do not 
know where they have laid him.’  When she had said this, she turned round 
and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus.  Jesus 
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said to her, ‘Woman, why are you weeping?  For whom are you looking?’  
Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, ‘Sir, if you have carried him 
away, tell me where you have laid him, and I will take him away.’  Jesus said to 
her, ‘Mary!’ She turned and said to him in Hebrew, ‘Rabbouni!’ (which means 
Teacher).  Jesus said to her, ‘Do not hold on to me, because I have not yet 
ascended to the Father. But go to my brothers and say to them, “I am 
ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.”’  Mary 
Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, ‘I have seen the Lord’; and 
she told them that he had said these things to her. 

John 20:11-18 

Reflection (a Sonnet by Malcolm Guite) 

He blesses every love that weeps and grieves 
And now he blesses hers who stood and wept 
And would not be consoled, or leave her love’s 
Last touching place, but watched as low light crept 
Up from the east.  A sound behind her stirs 
A scatter of bright birdsong through the air. 
She turns, but cannot focus through her tears, 
Or recognize the Gardener standing there. 
She hardly hears his gentle question, ‘Why, 
Why are you weeping?’, or sees the play of light 
That brightens as she chokes out her reply, 
‘They took my love away, my day is night.’ 
And then she hears her name, she hears Love say 
The Word that turns her night, and ours, to Day. 

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus, you were dead but now you are alive: 
transform the torments of this world’s sin 
that we may see your radiant glory. 
You were raised from death to life: 
may the power of your resurrection live in us, 
that we may be channels of your true life beyond measure. 
To you, Jesus, who have broken free from the bonds of death, 
be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
now and for ever. 
Amen. 
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Holy God, 
holy and strong, 
holy and immortal, 
have mercy upon us. 

 

Ending 

Let us pray for the coming of God’s kingdom in the words our Saviour taught 
us. 

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, 
the power and the glory, 
for ever and ever. 
Amen. 

 

May God bless us, 
that in us may be found love and humility, 
obedience and thanksgiving, 
discipline, gentleness and peace. 
Amen. 

 

 



 

 
 

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 strong praises sing, 
resounding all the day  
hosannas to their King. 
Then "Crucify!" is all their breath, 
and for his death they thirst and cry. 

Why, what hath my Lord done? 
What makes this rage and spite? 
He made the lame to run, 
he gave the blind their sight. 
Sweet injuries! Yet they at these 
themselves displease, and 'gainst him 
rise. 

They rise, and needs will have 
my dear Lord made away; 
a murderer they save, 
the Prince of Life they slay. 
Yet steadfast he to suffering goes, 
that he his foes from thence might free. 

In life, no house, no home 
my Lord on earth might have; 
in death no friendly tomb 
but what a stranger gave. 
What may I say? Heaven was his home; 

but mine the tomb wherein he lay. 

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 1624-1683 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Acknowledgements  

Common Worship: Times and Seasons, material from which is included in this service, is 
copyright © The Archbishops’ Council 2006. 

The Scripture quotations contained herein are from The New Revised Standard Version 
Bible, Anglicised Edition, copyright © 1989, 1995, National Council of the Churches of Christ 
in the USA.  Used by permission.  All rights reserved. 

Sonnets are taken from Sounding the Seasons, Seventy Sonnets for the Christian Year © 
Malcolm Guite, 2012. 


