Introduction and Instructions

Welcome to this unique Good Friday worship and prayer experience. We are glad you have chosen to join us. Since this is a come and go experience, please sign in so we know how many people are here. Then take this sheet, read the instructions below, and then proceed to the church sanctuary for your journey through the prayer stations.

When someone is on their deathbed, we tend to listen more carefully to their words, because we know that they are choosing their words carefully and with intention. In the case of crucifixion, the very act of speaking was incredibly painful and required a great deal of energy and exertion. Yet, as Jesus hangs on the cross, he speaks 7 final statements. Each of these words was chosen carefully by Jesus. They required incredible energy and great pain, which means, these words ought to cause us to lean in and listen even more carefully. 

It is for that reason, that we have developed a series of reflective prayer stations to help you meditate more deeply on these final words. Each of the 6 stations set up around the room asks you to reflect on one of the final statements of Jesus from the cross. While you can do them in any order you wish, you will find benefit in following the traditional ordering of these words that Jesus spoke from the cross. To do so, begin with prayer station 1 at the entrance to the sanctuary and then walk in a clockwise manner around the room. Each station will have a scripture reading, a monologue from Adam Hamilton’s book Final Words, and a reflection for private meditation and prayer. The goal is to meet with Jesus tonight. Spend as much time as you want at each station and when you are finished move on to the next station. 

Prayer Station 1: The First Word: “Father, forgive them; they know not what they do.”

Prayer Station 2: The Second Word: “Today, you will be with me in paradise!”

Prayer Station 3: The Third Word: “Woman, here is your son. Son, here is your mother.”

Prayer Station 4: The Fourth Word: “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”

Prayer Station 5: The Fifth and Sixth Words: “I thirst” and “It is finished.” 

Prayer Station 6: The Final Word: “Father, into your hands, I commit my Spirit.”

When you are finished please leave in silence so as not to disrupt others who are still praying.



Prayer Station 1: The First Word

“As they led him away, they seized Simon from Cyrene, who was on his way in from the country, and put the cross on him and made him carry it behind Jesus. … When they came to the place called the Skull, there they crucified him, along with the criminals—one on his right, the other on his left. Jesus said, ‘Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing” (Luke 23:26, 33-34).

Monologue: Simon of Cyrene (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words)

We had spent two weeks sailing from the north coast of Africa to celebrate the Passover in Jerusalem. My sons were small boys, yet old enough to feel the excitement as we approached the Holy City. As our small caravan came over the last hill, Rufus let out a shout, ‘Look, father, the temple!’ There she stood, the earthly palace of God, gleaming as she towered over the city. Though my family had lived in Cyrene for generations, Jerusalem was for us, as for every Jew, our heart’s home. That night we joined our cousins in Bethany for the Passover Seder that marked the beginning of the festival, sharing a meal and recalling God’s salvation of our people. We ended that meal, as we did every year, praying for the coming of the Messiah. The next morning Rufus, Alexander, and I left early to spend the day in Jerusalem, visiting the temple and then the festival taking place near the markets. As we approached the city we saw what appeared to be a parade coming our way. But soon we could see that this was no parade. There were Roman soldiers driving three criminals toward the rock quarry where criminals were crucified. Each of these criminals was carrying a heavy beam across his shoulders. One clearly had been badly beaten, for his body was bloodied and he looked as though he could barely walk. I took Rufus and Alexander by the hand and pulled them away from the road. I did not want them to see this terrible thing. Just then the tragic figure, the sorely wounded man, stumbled and fell at my feet. I saw that his brow was wrapped in a crude crown of thorns, and suddenly I realized who this man was. This was Jesus of Nazareth, whom some had claimed was the Messiah. He had been critical of the Jewish leadership in Jerusalem. I could not believe it—they had actually sentenced him to death. Everything happened so quickly. I was lost in my thoughts when I heard one of the soldiers say, ‘You there! You carry his cross! And you, Jesus, get to your feet!” There was nothing I could do. I told my boys, ‘Stay close.’ I picked up the beam, far heavier than I had imagined, and pitched it over my shoulder. Then I reached out a hand to Jesus to help him up. He was clearly in pain. But there was still, in his face, a strength and determination. He looked me in the eyes, as if to thank me, and then he set his face toward Calvary. It was only a 5 minute walk to the place they called the Skull—Calvary—where the Romans crucified their victims. Dropping the beam before the executioners, I stepped back, searching for my boys. And then we stood and watched as they assembled the cross. They stretched his arms to the sides before they drove the spikes into his wrists and he shouted in pain. Then they nailed his ankles into the side of the cross, one on the right and one on the left. Finally, they hoisted his cross up and in position and, as they did, he let out another shout of pain. Because I had never been so close to a crucifixion, I had not realized what a horrible thing this was. Rufus began to cry. Alexander became nauseous. There were two thieves being crucified with Jesus, and the soldiers hoisted each one into the air. The Romans shouted to the crowd, ‘Take a look at your king now! This is a lesson from Rome—don’t forget it!’ The soldiers, laughing, began to throw dice for his clothing. Some in the crowd wept. Others hurled insults at him. The religious leaders stood with their arms crossed, a strange expression of satisfaction upon their faces. And then Jesus took a deep breath, and someone in the crowd said, ‘Shh! He’s about to say something. This is what he said: ‘Father, forgive them; for they do not know what they are doing.’




Good Friday Reflection 1: The First Word

Read the Bible passage and the monologue again. What jumps out at you from it and why? What speaks to you? What might Jesus be trying to say to you as we reflect on his death?

Sin is the problem we never outgrow. Spend some time confessing your sins. Take your time. When you are finished, speak these words over your life: Father, forgive them; they know not what they do. Speak those words as many times as you need to. Allow them to give you hope.

Now, spend some time asking who you need to forgive. If Jesus can forgive the soldiers who executed him, the religious leaders who falsely accused him, the crowd who mocked him, and you, then we too can extend forgiveness to those who have wronged us. Think of their faces. Identify one person to contact. Get out your phone and call them right now. Forgive them.


Prayer Station 2: The Second Word

“Two other men, both criminals, were also led out with him to be executed. … One of the criminals who hung there hurled insults at him: ‘Aren’t you the Christ? Save yourself and us!’ But the other criminal rebuked him. ‘Don’t you fear God,’ he said, ‘since you are under the same sentence? We are punished justly for we are getting what our deeds deserve. But this man has done nothing wrong.’ Then he said, ‘Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.’ Jesus answered him, ‘I tell you the truth, today, you will be with me in paradise” (Luke 23:32, 39-43).

Monologue: Criminal from the Cross (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words)

He looked at me with compassion. It had been a long time since I felt anyone’s compassion. My mother died when I was seven. My father was a drunkard whose idea of encouragement was to call me an idiot and to tell me to leave him alone. So I did. I began committing petty crimes when I was 10. I committed armed robbery when I was 15 and I killed a man before I was 20. I was a hopeless cause. And here I was, 47 years old, carrying my cross on the way to Calvary. It was amusing that Jesus of Nazareth was being crucified with us. I knew of him. Some among my friends had gone to hear him. Jesus had even eaten with them. I knew some of the girls who had found religion by listening to him. They claimed he was God’s Messiah. Strange Messiah—befriending sinners and prostitutes. If I believed in God, that’s the kind of Messiah I would want. But I didn’t, and so I was sure he wasn’t. Yet, I can tell you this: I could not take my eyes off of him. A huge crowd came out for his crucifixion—the money-changers, the religious leaders, the Romans, and all those religious hypocrites. They stood around him, hurling insults at him. I joined in at first, glad they weren’t insulting me. But even I didn’t have the stomach for it. It was then that I heard him pray from his cross, ‘Father, forgive them; they do not know what they do.” I was stunned—this friend of sinners prayed for mercy for his enemies. He turned and looked at me as if he could see right through me; once more he looked at me with compassion. Even in my pain, I found myself drawn to this man. If, as some said, he was sent from God, and if God was like this man, showing mercy to sinners, then perhaps there was hope for me. Levi, my partner in crime, began to hurl insults at Jesus once more. I shouted, ‘Levi, stop it! Don’t you see? We’re getting what we deserve. He’s done nothing wrong.’ And then, for reasons I still don’t understand, I turned to Jesus and said, ‘Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.’ He replied, ‘Today, you will be with me in paradise.’








Good Friday Reflection 2: The Second Word

Read the Bible passage and the monologue. What jumps out at you from it and why? What speaks to you? What might Jesus be trying to say to you today as we reflect on his death?

Today, you will be with me in paradise. In these words, Jesus grants a hardened criminal access to heaven. Take a minute and step into this story. Imagine that you are the criminal on the cross. Put yourself in his shoes. What do you see? What do you hear? What do you smell? Touch? Taste? Imagine the guilt of his past crimes? What would it be like to hear those words for the very first time? What might he feel? What emotions might he be experiencing? It didn’t matter that he had wasted his life away. It didn’t matter that it was a last minute act. It didn’t matter that he was on his deathbed. There is grace even for the worst of sinners. Jesus is always ready to embrace a heart that is willing to turn to him.

Ask yourself: What do those words mean to you? How do they speak to you? Are you ready and willing to turn to him today? Are you willing to admit your fault? Your sin? Your need for Christ? Spend some time in prayer. Pour out your heart. Surrender it all. Give thanks for the paradise that is yours in Jesus Christ.


Prayer Station 3: The Third Word

“Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother there, and the disciple whom he loved standing nearby, he said to his mother, ‘Dear woman, here is your son,’ and to the disciple, ‘Here is your mother.’ From that time on, this disciple took her into his home” (John 19:25-27).

Monologue: Mary the Wife of Clopas (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words).

I begged her not to follow as Jesus was led to be crucified. ‘Mary, it will be too hard. You don’t want to see this.’ But she said to me, ‘I will not let my son die along among these wolves.’ And so we went, joined by only one of his disciples, the young John, and by Mary of Magdala. Jesus’ mother was a strong determined woman. And she loved her son as much as any woman ever loved a son. He was to her the joy of her life and the purpose of her existence. Jesus had sought to prepare her for what lay ahead in Jerusalem. Somehow she had always known he would die as a young man, giving his life to save the world. Mary was determined to stand near Jesus as he suffered. She would fight to hold back the tears, seeking to show her son strength and love. She would do all she could, standing there, to ease his pain and to give him hope. As the crowd hurled their insults, Mary slowly pushed her way through until she stood before him. There he hung, naked so as to humiliate and in wretched pain. Jesus’ feet were two feet off the ground, and from where Mary stood she could reach up and touch his chest, though the Roman guards forbade such things. As we stood there, Mary said to Jesus, ‘I love you, my son. Your Father will soon come for you. You are in his hands. I love you.’ It was then that Jesus looked at his mother and spoke slowly and tenderly to her, ‘Dear woman, this is now your son.’ He nodded his head toward John. And then, to John he said, ‘Here is your mother.’ John placed his arm around Mary and held her as if to say to Jesus, ‘I understand, I will take care of her.’

















Good Friday Reflection 3: The Third Word

Imagine for a moment that you were Mary (the mother of Jesus). Put yourself in her shoes for a moment.  Think about all she’s going through as she stood there at the foot of the cross. What does she see? What does she hear? What does she smell? Touch? Taste? How does she feel? What emotions are going through her mind? Can you identify with the pain and the heartache she is going through as she stands there watching Jesus die? For Mary, this isn’t about theology. This is her son. 

No mother should have to watch their son die. No mother should have to bury their child. Imagine the questions going through her mind. Why here? Why now? Why God? Yet, in that moment, Jesus looks up and sees his mother standing there. He sees the tears in her eyes. He sees the pain and the horror on her face. And his heart goes out to her: “Woman, here is your son.” “Son, here is your mother.” 

In his last moment, Jesus speaks words of compassion and care over her. Maybe you can identify with her pain today? Maybe you can identify with her tears? Maybe you can identify with her questions? In light of all you’ve been through, your pain may be just as real. 

Take some time to pour your heart out to God. Let him know how you feel. Let him know your pain. Let him see your tears. And then know this: Just as Jesus saw Mary’s pain, he sees your pain as well. You are not alone. He loves you. He has compassion on you. He provides for your care. 

Take some time to simply sit in the silence. Listen for his voice. Allow his love to wash over you. Allow him to meet you right where you are, right in your pain, with words of compassion and care. 


Prayer Station 4: The Fourth Word

“At the sixth hour darkness came over the whole land until the ninth hour. And at the ninth hour Jesus cried out in a loud voice, ‘Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?’ – which means, ‘My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” (Mark 15:33-34).

Monologue: Man in the Crowd (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words).

It was a morbid sense of curiosity that made us stop. We were on our way to the city on the first day of the festival when we noticed the crowd watching as 3 men hung nailed to Roman crosses. It was a gruesome way to die: hanging by the hands and feet—with the added humiliation of being stripped of clothing—and slowly dying as breathing became increasingly impossible. For all its horror, we were drawn to take a closer look at the suffering inflicted on these men. I was embarrassed to be watching yet unable to turn away. It was clear as I looked at the crowd that there was something unusual about the man in the center. Some were hurling insults at him. 3 women stood weeping near him. He’d clearly been flogged—the bloodied stripes giving witness to the cruelty of his captors. I asked what he had done wrong? Someone in the crowd answered, ‘That’s Jesus, the man from Galilee, who many believed would lead the revolt to expel the Romans. But his way of dealing with the Romans was to tell his followers to show them kindness! He seemed more intent on revolting against the Sanhedrin. It was they who convinced Pilate that he was a threat to Roman rule. So here we are with a pacifist preacher crucified as a threat to the Emperor!’ The crowd around Jesus was restless. Some of the merchants seemed to gloat that he who had cast them out of the Temple courts a few days earlier was not getting his ‘just reward.’ I’d like to say that as we watched this scene unfold our hearts were filled with compassion, but it was quite the opposite. The anger and venom of the others was like an infection, rapidly spreading to each of us. My friend Levi was the first to join in the act, saying, ‘He got what he had coming to him. He preached salvation, but look at him now. This friend of drunkards and prostitutes couldn’t save a soul’
My friend Jacob looked up at Jesus and shouted, ‘Who do you think you are anyway? Some kind of Messiah you’ve turned out to be. Look at you—naked, bleeding, dying!’ Levi picked up the refrain, ‘I’m sick just looking at you. Get it over with already!’ As I listened to them shouting, hate began to well up in me. This man hadn’t done anything to me, yet as the others were shouting I found myself filled with anger. I walked up to him and said, ‘Some Jew you are. You make me sick! Tell us to love our enemies! This is what happens to people who love their enemies! Listen, you’re a nobody!’ And then I spat on him. I don’t know why I did it. He hadn’t done anything to me. In fact, by all accounts he was a good man. But somehow, hearing the priests and the religious leaders mocking him, my friends hurling insults at him, and even the thief on the cross next to him maligning him, a kind of evil seized me heart. I discovered that day that I had the capacity to hate an innocent man and a sick desire to be a part of making him hurt. It was after I shouted at him that he looked up to the heavens and shouted the words of the psalmist: ‘My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?’ When I heard him cry out, I was filled with shame. My God, what had we done?
Good Friday Reflection 4: The Fourth Word

Read the Bible passage and the monologue. What jumps out at you from it and why? What speaks to you? What might Jesus be trying to say to you today as we reflect on his death?

Put yourself in Jesus’ shoes. Consider what he is going through in this moment. What is he seeing? What is he hearing? What is he smelling? Touching? Tasting? How is he feeling? What emotions are running through his mind? Think about all he has been through and the pain he is going through. Think about how overwhelming it must all be. Add to that the fact that he is now undergoing the sin of the entire world.

Take time to reflect on all that Jesus went through for you. Let the images overtake you. Feel the magnitude of his suffering and his pain and the weight of his forsakenness by God. Dwell there for a while. And remember it was you who put him there. It is for you that he did this. Spend time in prayer. Repent. Confess. Give thanks for all that Jesus Christ was willing to go through to bring you back to God. 


Prayer Station 5: The Fifth Word

“Later, knowing that all was now completed, and so that the Scripture would be fulfilled, Jesus said, ‘I am thirsty.’ A jar of wine vinegar was there, so they soaked a sponge in it, put the sponge on a stalk of the hyssop plant, and lifted it to Jesus’ lips. When he had received the drink, Jesus said, ‘It is finished.” With that he bowed his head and gave up his spirit” (John 19:28-30)

Monologue: Nicodemus (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words)

I was drawn to Jesus since the first time I laid eyes on him. Three years later I stood by as he was crucified. My name is Nicodemus, and the first time I heard Jesus speak was in Jerusalem. He preached with power and conviction, and his words were accompanied by the most remarkable deeds. The sick were healed, sinners came to God, and demons were cast out. He had a knack, however, for alienating my colleagues in the Sanhedrin. He healed on the Sabbath, he did not follow our rituals and customs, and he had the irritating habit of pointing out our sins. Yet perhaps for these very reasons I was drawn to him. I could not let my colleagues know of my interest in this radical preacher. When I finally met him, I requested a meeting by night so that no one would see us together. It was at that meeting that he looked me in the eyes and said, ‘Nicodemus, you must be born again. You must be born not only of water but of the Spirit as well.’ What an utterly odd thing to say! But it was just like Jesus. I left him that night confused, feeling like I, a scholar and leader among our people, was a mere child in the eyes of this man. Once more I was deeply drawn to him. The night before Jesus was crucified, the Sanhedrin had been called together for a hastily arranged meeting. My heart sank when Jesus was brought in by the temple guard. I’m ashamed to say that I was silent as the others called for his death. I wanted to speak up for him, but I was too afraid. I knew I could lose everything if I spoke out against the High Priest and the others involved in this charade. Even now, I’m embarrassed to tell you of my cowardice. That night he was sentenced to die, and I said nothing. I was so ashamed I dared not even look up at him as he stood there like a lamb before the butchers. The next morning, as they led him to be crucified, I wanted to run and hide. Yet I knew that by my silence, I had allowed this to happen. I decided that at least I could have the courage to show up and see what my silence had wrought. I wanted him to see in my eyes my sorrow and pain and the deep regret I felt in not speaking out for him. The women came to him just before he was crucified. They were given permission to offer him one last drink. The Romans did not know the women, in compassion, had laced the cup of wine with poison meant to deaden the pain and to hasten his death. He tasted it, but noted its bitterness and understanding what they were doing, he refused to drink it. I turned away as he was nailed to the cross, and then I watched in silent agony as his cross was raised. I listened as my fellow priests hurled insults, offering him wine—a kind of toast to the crucified king—but they kept it just out of reach. Near the end of the ordeal, after he had hung there for 6 hours, he spoke again. He hadn’t said a word in hours. He said, “I thirst.” I could not stand it anymore. At this point, watching him die, I found some small amount of courage. I no longer cared what anyone else thought. I took a branch, fastened a sponge to it, dipped it in wine, and lifted it to his lips. He drew from the sponge, and shortly after, he breathed his last.



Good Friday Reflection 5: The Fifth and Sixth Words

After Jesus had received the drink, he spoke one more time saying: It is finished. While many see this as a statement that Jesus has finished drinking, others see a deeper spiritual meaning behind these words. It is not just a drink that Jesus has finished; it is his life’s work and purpose. As soon as he says these words, Jesus “bows his head and gives up his spirit.” Everything he came to accomplish is now done. His entire life had been aimed and directed toward this one purpose and now it is finished and complete.

These words are a challenge to change the trajectory of our life that it matter and count for something. It raises the question: What is our life aiming after? What are we driving towards? What is our ultimate goal and purpose in life? Are we chasing after the things of God or have other things taken his place? 

Spend time in prayer. Ask Jesus to help you identify the ultimate aim of your life--the things you are really chasing after. Repent and confess. Take 1 active step to change the trajectory of your life. Pray that the commitments made tonight will be a lasting legacy for generations and generations to come.


Prayer Station 6: The Final Word

“It was now about the sixth hour, and darkness came over the whole land until the ninth hour, for the sun stopped shining. And the curtain of the temple was torn in two. Jesus called out with a loud voice, ‘Father, into your hands I commit my spirit.’ When he had said this, he breathed his last” (Lk 23:44-46).

Monologue: The Centurion at the Cross (from Adam Hamilton, Final Words).

It was a job for angry men—men who had been abused as boys and those who were adept at compartmentalizing their work into the dark recesses of their mind when they came to the end of the day. We would brutalize men, drive spikes into their hands and feet, gamble for their final earthly possessions, and watch them die. Then we would go home and have supper with our wives and children.

It was about 8:30 in the morning when we led Jesus and the others to Calvary that day. I knew Jesus. A friend stationed in Galilee told me how he had gone to Jesus and asked him to heal his servant. Jesus never even touched the servant; he merely spoke a word and the man was made well. My friend was convinced it was a miracle. My friend told me that Jesus was not the typical would-be messiahs. He wasn’t raising up an army to drive us out of the country. He taught the people to love their enemies, to pray for those who harassed them, and to turn the other cheek when struck. I told my friend that we could use a few more like him in Judea. Yet here he was, being marched to the Skull—the place of crucifixion—after having been beaten and bloodied by my men. As I looked at him—naked, the crown of thorns upon his brow—for the first time in a long time I felt a deep regret for what I was about to command my men to do. Yet this was my job, and he was just a Jew. Pushing back any semblance of compassion from the recesses of my mind, I gave the order for them to nail him to the tree. I watched him throughout the day, listening as he spoke. He took the abuse hurled at him with dignity and strength. It was as if he, with his crown of thorns, really was king and we were his rebellious subjects, whose rebellion would soon be put to an end. Yet far from calling for our destruction, this king pled for our mercy. Remarkable. I watched as dark clouds rolled in at noon. An eerie feeling lingered for 3 hours. It was as if the heavens themselves were proclaiming the darkness of the deeds we were witnessing. Something felt dreadfully wrong. Then a small earthquake shook the ground. Some people fled in fear, terrified that this might be a sign from God. At 3:00 Jesus cried out, “I thirst,” One of the religious leaders surprised me by breaking away from his colleagues and giving Jesus a drink. Then Jesus said, “It is finished.” What a strange thing to say as he approached his death. This was a cry of victory, a man successfully completing a mission. Just before he breathed his last he gathered his strength, pulled himself up by the nails in his wrists, and said in a loud voice, ‘Father, into your hands I commit my spirit.” Then he bowed his head and gave up the ghost. It was the most remarkable death I’d ever seen, and I’d seen many. I stood there looking at this man, and I was overwhelmed by a sense of fear. What had we done? I turned to my men and said to them, ‘Surely this man was innocent. He was, as he claimed, the Son of God.” And for the first time in years, I wept.
Good Friday Reflection 6: The Final Word

“Father, into your hands I commit my spirit.” These were some of the first words that Jewish children were taught to pray. Before bed each night, they would pray these words as a way of entrusting their life to God. In his final moments, even as he is dying, Jesus entrusts his life to God. He doesn’t shake his fist at God. He doesn’t blame him. He doesn’t approach his death with fear. Instead he approaches the end of his earthly life with confidence and trust, knowing that his death is the door to life. 

In so doing he gives us an example to follow, not only in life, but also in death. Death is not something we like to think about. But, the fact is, we will all die. We are all mortal. 

Take a moment to reflect on the cycle of life and death. Are you ready to die? Are you right with God? Are there things you need to confess? Spend time in prayer and confession. Think through every area of your life. Are things you fear about death? Are their things in your life that worry or concern you? Lay them at the feet of Jesus. And then, in boldness, confidence, and trust, offer yourself fully to God with the words of Jesus: Into your hands, I commit my Spirit. Into your hands, I commit my life…my death.




