
 

 

GOOD FRIDAY: LITURGY OF THE PASSION OF 

THE LORD 

3:00 P.M. APRIL 2, 2021 



The ministers process to the altar and prostrate themselves while praying in silence.

 

First Reading: Isaiah 52:13-53:12 

 
See, my servant shall prosper, he shall be raised high and greatly exalted. Even as many were amazed 

at him -- so marred was his look beyond human semblance and his appearance beyond that of the 

sons of man -- so shall he startle many nations, because of him kings shall stand speechless; for 

those who have not been told shall see, those who have not heard shall ponder it. Who would 

believe what we have heard? To whom has the arm of the LORD been revealed? He grew up like a 

sapling before him, like a shoot from the parched earth; there was in him no stately bearing to make 

us look at him, nor appearance that would attract us to him. He was spurned and avoided by people, 

a man of suffering, accustomed to infirmity, one of those from whom people hide their faces, 

spurned, and we held him in no esteem. Yet it was our infirmities that he bore, our sufferings that he 

endured, while we thought of him as stricken, as one smitten by God and afflicted. But he was 

pierced for our offenses, crushed for our sins; upon him was the chastisement that makes us whole, 

by his stripes we were healed. We had all gone astray like sheep, each following his own way; but the 

LORD laid upon him the guilt of us all. Though he was harshly treated, he submitted and opened 

not his mouth; like a lamb led to the slaughter or a sheep before the shearers, he was silent and 

opened not his mouth.  Oppressed and condemned, he was taken away, and who would have 

thought any more of his destiny?  When he was cut off from the land of the living, and smitten for 

the sin of his people, a grave was assigned him among the wicked and a burial place with evildoers, 

though he had done no wrong nor spoken any falsehood.  But the LORD was pleased to crush him 

in infirmity. If he gives his life as an offering for sin, he shall see his descendants in a long life, and 

the will of the LORD shall be accomplished through him. Because of his affliction he shall see the 

light in fullness of days; through his suffering, my servant shall justify many, and their guilt he shall 

bear. Therefore I will give him his portion among the great, and he shall divide the spoils with the 

mighty, because he surrendered himself to death and was counted among the wicked; and he shall 

take away the sins of many, and win pardon for their offenses. 

 

Responsorial Psalm: Psalm 31:2, 16, 12-13, 14-17, 25 

 

 
In you, O LORD, I take refuge; 
    let me never be put to shame. 

In your justice rescue me. 



Into your hands I commend my spirit; 
    you will redeem me, O LORD, O faithful God. R. 

 
For all my foes I am an object of reproach, 

    a laughingstock to my neighbors, and a dread to my friends; 
    they who see me abroad flee from me. 

I am forgotten like the unremembered dead; 
    I am like a dish that is broken. R. 

 
But my trust is in you, O LORD; 

    I say, “You are my God. 
In your hands is my destiny; rescue me 

    from the clutches of my enemies and my persecutors.” R. 
 

Let your face shine upon your servant; 
    save me in your kindness. 

Take courage and be stouthearted, 
    all you who hope in the LORD. R. 

 
Second Reading: Hebrews 4:14-16, 5:7-9 

 

Brothers and sisters: Since we have a great high priest who has passed through the heavens, Jesus, 
the Son of God, let us hold fast to our confession. For we do not have a high priest who is unable to 
sympathize with our weaknesses, but one who has similarly been tested in every way, yet without sin. 
So let us confidently approach the throne of grace to receive mercy and to find grace for timely help. 

In the days when Christ was in the flesh, he offered prayers and supplications with loud cries and 
tears to the one who was able to save him from death, and he was heard because of his reverence. 

Son though he was, he learned obedience from what he suffered; and when he was made perfect, he 
became the source of eternal salvation for all who obey him. 

 

Gospel Acclamation: Philippians 2:8-9 

 
Christ became obedient to the point of death, even death on a cross. Because of this, God greatly exalted him and 

bestowed on him the name which is above every other name. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Passion: John 18:1-19:42 



 



 



 



 



 



 
 

Homily 
 

Solemn Intercessions 
 

ADORATION OF THE HOLY CROSS 

 
The priest carries the cross and unveils it in three stages.  At each stage the following antiphon and 

response are sung: 
 

 
 

 



 
As the priest and people adore the cross, the Reproaches are sung. 

 

Note: Please genuflect before the cross.  Do not kiss it or touch it. 
 

Popule Meus     Tomás Luis de Victoria (1548-1611) 
 

Popule meus, quid feci tibi? Aut in quo contristavi te? Responde mihi! 
(My people, what have I done to you? Or how have I grieved you? Answer me!) 

 
Because I led you out of the land of Egypt,you have prepared a Cross for your Savior. 

 
Greek: Hagios o Theos, 

Latin: Sanctus Deus, (Holy is God) 
G: Hagios Ischyros, 

L: Sanctus Fortis, (Holy and strong) 
G: Hagios Athanatos, eleison himas. 

L: Sanctus immortalis, miserere nobis. (Holy and immortal one, have mercy on us.) 

 
Because I led you out through the desert forty years and fed you with manna and brought you into a 

land of plenty, you have prepared a Cross for your Savior. 
 

Hagios… 
 



What more should I have done for you and have not done? Indeed, I planted you as my most 
beautiful chosen vine and you have turned very bitter for me, for in my thirst you gave me vinegar 

to drink and with a lance you pierced your Savior’s side. 
 

Hagios… 
 

I scourged Egypt for your sake with its firstborn sons, 
and you scourged me and handed me over. 

 
Popule meus… 

 
I led you out from Egypt as Pharoah lay sunk in the Red Sea,  

and you handed me over to the chief priests. 
 

Popule meus… 
 

I opened up the sea before you, and you opened my side with a lance. 
 

Popule meus… 
 

I went before you in a pillar of cloud, and you led me into Pilate’s palace. 
 

Popule meus… 
 

I fed you with manna in the desert, and on me you rained blows and lashes. 
 

Popule meus… 
 

I gave you saving water from the rock to drink, 
and for drink you gave me gall and vinegar. 

 
Popule meus… 

 
I struck down for you the kings of the Canaanites,and you struck my head with a reed. 

 
Popule meus… 

 
I put in your hand a royal scepter, and you put on my head a crown of thorns. 

 
Popule meus… 

 
I exalted you with great power, and you hung me on the scaffold of the Cross. 

 
Popule meus… 

 

 
 



HOLY COMMUNION 
 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 

 
 

 
 

Motet at the Communion 
Adoramus Te, Christe       Paul Parthun (b. 1931) 

 

Adoramus te, Christe, Et benedicimus tibi, Quia per crucem redemisti mundum. 
 

We adore you, Christ, And we bless you, For by the cross you have redeemed the world. 



 

Communion Hymn        “Vexilla Regis” 
 

Faithful Cross the Saints rely on, Noble tree beyond compare! Never was there such a scion, Never leaf or flow’r so 
rare. Sweet the timber, sweet the iron, Sweet the burden that they bear! 

 
Sing, my tongue, in exultation Of our banner and device! Make a solemn proclamation Of a triumph and its price: 

How the Savior of creation Conquered by his sacrifice! 
 

For, when Adam first offended, Eating that forbidden fruit, Not all hopes of glory ended With the serpent at the root: 
Broken nature would be mended By a second tree and shoot. 

 
Thus the tempter was outwitted By a wisdom deeper still: Remedy and ailment fitted, Means to cure and means to 

kill; That the world might be acquitted, Christ would do his Father’s will. 
 

So the Father, out of pity For our self inflicted doom, Sent him from the heav’nly city When the holy time had come: 
He, the Son and the Almighty, Took our flesh in Mary’s womb. 

 
Hear a tiny baby crying, Founder of the seas and strands; See his virgin Mother tying Cloth around his feet and 

hands; Find him in a manger lying Tightly wrapped in swaddling–bands! 
 

So he came, the long– expected, Not in glory, not to reign; Only born to be rejected, Choosing hunger, toil and pain, 
Till the scaffold was erected And the Paschal Lamb was slain. 

 
No disgrace was too abhorrent: Nailed and mocked and parched he died; Blood and water, double warrant, Issue from 

his wounded side, Washing in a mighty torrent Earth and stars and oceantide. 
 

Lofty timber, smooth your roughness, Flex your boughs for blossoming; Let your fibers lose their toughness, Gently let 
your tendrils cling; Lay aside your native gruffness, Clasp the body of your King! 

 
Noblest tree of all created, Richly jeweled and embossed: Post by Lamb’s blood consecrated; Spar that saves the 

tempest–tossed; Scaffold–beam which, elevated, Carries what the world has cost! 
 

Wisdom, pow’r, and adoration To the blessed Trinity For redemption and salvation Through the Paschal Mystery, 
Now, in every generation, And for all eternity. Amen. 

 
Prayer after Communion 

 
Prayer over the People 

 
The liturgy ends in silence. 

 


