
 
 

 

 
December 15, 2019  Hong Kong. The half year memorial day of Mr. Leung, 

the first victim of anti- extradition to China under Wuhan plague outbreak emergency, 
wearing masks for protection of corona virus spread. 

 
The 2020 Community Ecumenical Service 

for Good Friday 
 

based on the Seven Last Words of Christ 
 

Friday, April 10, 2020 
12 noon to 3pm (or so) 

 
Come as you are able… 
leave when you must… 

or stay throughout. 
 

Special Thanks… 
to Peter Amidon, today’s choirmaster and archivist extraordinaire. 

to Tony Barrand, Zara Bode, Mary Alice Amidon , 
 and Andy and Robin Davis for their musical contributions, 

to Patty Meyer, our organist, 
and to the extra-ordinary Austin Rice for his filming and editing expertise  
…and to all the pastors and lay readers who made this service possible. 

 
 

ORDER OF WORSHIP 
 
Prelude:  “Down at the Cross", Vicki Wright” (Patty Meyer, organist 

� Noon ~ Tolling of a Bell 12 Times � 



 
Introit:  “All in the Morning” traditional   

arr. Peter Amidon; Tony Barrand, solo 
 

Welcome:  The Rev. Dr. Lise Sparrow, Guilford Community Church, U.C.C.  
 

�� 
 

Call to Worship i: Rev. Mary Lindquist, Rector, St. Michael’s Episcopal Church 
 
“As many years as I have been listening to Easter sermons…Resurrection is always announced with 
Easter lilies, the sound of trumpets, bright streaming light. But it did not happen that way. If it happened 
in a cave, it happened in complete silence, in absolute darkness, with the smell of damp stone and dug 
earth in the air. Sitting deep in the heart of Organ Cave, I let this sink in: new life starts in the dark. 
Whether it is a seed in the ground, a baby in the womb, or Jesus in the tomb, it starts in the dark.”  
 

� I � 
 

“Father, Forgive Them; For They Know Not What They Do.” 
 

Hymn 193: “Go to Dark Gethsemane”   
 
Preparation ii: The Rev. Mary Lindquist, St. Michael’s Episcopal Church 

 
At start of spring I open a trench 

in the ground. I put into it 
the winter’s accumulation of paper, 

pages I do not want to read 
again, useless words, fragments, 

errors. And I put into it 
the contents of the outhouse: 

light of the sun, growth of the ground, 
finished with one of their journeys. 

To the sky, to the wind, then, 
and to the faithful trees, I confess 

my sins: that I have not been happy 
enough, considering my good luck; 
have listened to too much noise; 

have been inattentive to wonders; 
have lusted after praise. 

And then upon the gathered refuse 
of mind and body, I close the trench, 

folding shut again the dark, 
the deathless earth. Beneath that seal 

the old escapes into the new. 
 

   
Scripture:   Luke 23:13-34 (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 



 
Meditation:  Rev. Randy Wilburn,  Trinity Lutheran Church 
 
*Hymn:  “Christ, You are Light” Berthier; Taizé  (Peter and Mary Alice Amidon)   
 

  
   
 
Silent Prayer  
 
All Respond:   

Holy God, Holy and mighty 
Holy and Immortal One, Have Mercy upon us, Amen 

 
� II (12:30) � 

 
“Today You Will Be with Me in Paradise” 



 
 

Readingiii : Rev. Lindquist 
 

Many of the showy Baroque traditions of Holy Week here in Seville have been made impossible by the 
confinement, most notably the mass processions and the constant visitation of churches by throngs of 
the devout eager to venerate the sacred images. 

Holy Week is headed indoors this year. It will be an uncharacteristically interior observance undergirded 
by the rebroadcasting of last year's events on local TV, and by daily pious devotions streamed from 
Confraternity headquarters to all their cooped up penitents. 

One showy thing will undoubtedly survive, 'though — the dressing of the balconies of apartment 
buildings along the procession routes all over the city. People will adorn their railings with deep red 
drapes and intricately braided palms. 

They will have to content themselves with imagining the lifelike figures of Jesus and Mary passing 
beneath them, accompanied by hooded penitents and the distinctive marches of Holy Week, the cornets 
and drums. But their devotion will still be on display on their balconies. 

The same balconies onto which they emerge every night to applaud the nation's health workers. 

The same balconies across which they pass meals to elderly neighbors and cigarettes to a guy who just 
ran out. 

The same balconies where they've been hanging strings of cheery Christmas lights, playing instruments, 
teaching each other to dance, playing impossibly acrobatic ping-pong from floor to floor, and shouting 
encouragement to each other as the confinement wears on. 



The same balconies that have become in this hard and sobering time the preeminent symbols of 
obedient solidarity, the holy ground of humor and patience, the domestic locus of determination and 
hope. 

 

 

It's hard to see how hanging red drapes and braided palms on them could make these spaces any holier 
than they already are. It will be instead a sacramental act, an outward sign pointing to the already 
present grace of these days, an acknowledgement that what's happening on our balconies every day 
and every night is so fully human, it's divine. 

 
Hymn 194: “Come and Fill Our Hearts” Berthier; Taizé  (Peter and Mary Alice Amidon)   
 
Scripture:  Matthew 27:38-44,  Luke 23:39-43 (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 
Meditation:  Re. Shayna Appel 
 
Special Music “Come O Thou Traveler Unknown” (Tony Barrand) 
 
Silent Prayer 
 
Response:  



Holy God, Holy and mighty 
Holy and Immortal One,  Have Mercy upon us, Amen 
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� III (12:55) � 
 

“Woman, behold your son…son, behold your mother!” 
 

Reading iv:  Connie Baxter,  West Brattleboro Quaker meeting 
 
 Blessed are the agnostics.  
  Blessed are they who doubt.  
 Those who aren’t sure, who can still be surprised. 
 Blessed are they who are spiritually impoverished  

And, therefore, not so certain about everything  
that they no longer take in new information. 

   
Blessed are those who have nothing to offer.  

 Blessed are they for whom nothing seems to be working. 
 
 Blessed are the preschoolers who cut in line at communion. 
 Blessed are the poor in spirit. You are of heaven and Jesus blesses you. 

 
 Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted.  
 Blessed are they for whom death is not an abstraction. 
 Blessed are they who have buried their loved ones,  
 for whom tears are as real as an ocean. 
 
 Blessed are they who have loved enough to know what loss feels like. 
 Blessed are the mothers of the miscarried. 
 



 Blessed are they who don’t have the luxury of taking things for granted any more. 
 Blessed are they who can’t fall apart because they have to keep it together for everyone else. 
 
 Blessed are the motherless, the alone, the ones from whom so much has been taken. 
 Blessed are those who “still aren’t over it yet.” 
 
 Blessed are they who laughed again when for so long they thought they never would.   
 Blessed are those who mourn. 
 You are of heaven and Jesus blesses you. 
 
Hymn 183: “What Wondrous Love Is This” 
 
Scripture: John 19:19-27 (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 
Meditation:  Pastor Matt Miller,  Community Bible Chapel, Brattleboro  
 
Special Music: “If Ye Love Me, Keep My Commandments” (Peter and Mary Alice Amidon) 
 
Silent Prayer 
 
Response: 

Holy God, Holy and mighty 
Holy and Immortal One, Have Mercy upon us, Amen 

   
 

� IV (1:20) � 
 

“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 
 
Hymn #199:  “O Lord Hear My Prayer” Berthier; Taizé  (Andy and Robin Davis)                                                                     
  
Prayer: v:  Connie Baxter 

O Holy One, 
be with us in this dark hour 
as we face our collective shadow.  

We do not do the things that make for peace 
but rather do the very things that lead to violence. We are slow to shed our ignorance 
and quick to justify our foolishness.  

Our planet joins our lament. 
The lost souls of the extinct animals, and those soon to be gone forever,  

cry out this day with the Christ: “Why have you forsaken me?”  

The poor, the left-behinds, the humble ones 
living in ghettoes from Rio de Janeiro to Calcutta to Port-au-Prince,  



to the forgotten reservations of our own nation, 
cry out this day, along with the Christ: 
“Why have you forsaken me?”  

May this story break our hearts, 
our minds, and our spirits wide open, that we might hear Spirit’s cry: 
“Why have you forsaken me?”  

Help us to die with the Christ 
that we might also be raised with Him, and with all creation, 
and discover our true nature, 
one with your breaking heart. 
Amen.  

Scripture:    Matthew 27:45-49  (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 
Meditation:   The Rev. Scott Couper, Centre Congregational Church, UCC 
 
Choral Anthem: “Kedron”, traditional, Shape Note 
   
Silent Prayer 
 
Response:                                                      

Holy God, Holy and mighty 
Holy and Immortal One, Have Mercy upon us, Amen 

   
� V (1:45) � 

 
“I thirst” 

 
Hymn 200: “Were You There?”     
 
Reading vi:  Karen Davis, First Baptist Church 
 
God, we pray for your precious children — 
the sojourners 
in this season of coronavirus. 
We pray for migrant farmworkers 
in this country, 
considered critical to the food supply 
and carrying essential worker papers 
but in constant risk of deportation, 
and desperate health danger, 
from picking fields 
and packing facilities, 
for asylum seekers 
being sent back to home countries 
with Covid-19 or in the company 



of those who have it, 
and so many in detention centers 
waiting for process 
with little access to health care 
and none to social distancing, 
for immigrants in ICE detention 
held in the prisons and jails 
filled with inmates already in deep distress, 
at the jeopardy to their lives 
when many could be securely released. 
And we pray as well 
a heartbreak Hosanna, God-save-us, 
for refugee camps and settlements 
all over the world 
desperately stockpiling supplies, 
disinfectant, pharmaceuticals, 
PPE for health staff, 
medical equipment, Covid-19 tests 
against crowding conditions 
hunger, the losses of fleeing, fear. 
You, who call us to care 
for every sojourner in our midst, 
as sibling, neighbor, child of God, 
guide us to offer a hand of kindness, 
the handwashing 
which has become a symbol for love, 
and hold back the fists of violence. 
amen. 
  
Scripture:    John 19:28-29 (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 
Meditation:  Rev. Audrey Walker,  First Congregational Church of Brattleboro, UCC 
   
Anthem: “There Is a Balm in Gilead”, traditional, African American 
 
Silent Prayer 
 
Response:                                                      

Holy God, Holy and mighty 
Holy and Immortal One, Have Mercy upon us, Amen 

   
 
 
 
 

� VI (2:10) � 
 

“It is finished” 



 
Hymn 186: “Ah, Holy Jesus, How Hast Thou Offended” 
 
Prayer vii:  Karen Davis 
 
 For the mourners  
 For the sake of the forgotten 
 For the sake of the slaughter 
  For the sake of the wounding 
 the broken, the grief 
 
 in the name of the blessed 
 in the name of the lost 
 in the name of the armed 
 the fallen, the thief. 
 In honor of the stunned, 
 In honor of exiles 
 In honor of the silenced, 
 The darkness, the word. 
 
 May it come to be 
 In our lifetimes, 
 rise from our bodies, 
 rain on our dryness, 
 sprout from our dust. 
 
 May blessing sound from the cities, 
 May our bullets be silenced, 
 Sharpened stones returned to earth. 
 May abundant peace 
 Rise from our nightmares 
 Bloom in our deserts 
 Sing from our houses 
 Walk with our bones. 
 
Scripture:  John 19:30 (Rev. Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 
Meditation:   Pastor Jeremy Kirk, Dover Congregational Church, UCC 
 
Choral Anthem: “I Will Arise”, traditional, African American   
 
Silent Prayer  
 
Response: 

Holy God, holy and mighty, 
Holy and Immortal one, Have mercy upon us. Amen 

 
 



� VII (2:35) � 
 

“Father, into thy hands I commit my spirit!” 
 

Hymn 188:  “Before the Cross of Jesus”  
 
Prayer : Rev. Lise Sparrow 
L: O Lord, what shall we do? 
C: When hearts are heavy, days are dreary, eyes brimful of tears ... when backs and wills are bent 

and bowed beneath a load of care and grief that seems, almost, too great for words, too heavy 
to be borne-- 

 
L: O Lord, what shall we do? 
C: We turn to you! 
 
L: For in his life and death for us, your Son, the Christ, has borne our burdens, sins, and cares. 
C: And in the living strength of his forgiving, power-giving love we are refreshed, renewed, 

restored, and set again upon the daily tasks of life. 
 
L: And when we see the grief and care of others there: 
C: When hearts are heavy, days are dreary, eyes brimful of tears ... when backs and wills are bent 

and bowed beneath a load of care and grief that seems, almost, too great for words, too heavy 
to be borne, 

 
L: and in their darkness they cry out, "O Lord, what shall we do?"-- 
C: send us, O Lord, to turn their hearts to you! 
 
L: Send us in the name of the One by whom your children always pray: 
All: 
 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, and deliver us from evil for thine is the 
kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen. 
 
Anthem: “The Lord’s Prayer” composed by Peter Amidon  
 
Scripture:  Luke 23:44-46 (Rev Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 

Meditation:  Rev. Susie Webster-Toleno. Congregational Church of Westminster West, UCC 
 
Silent Prayer 
 
Response: 
 

Holy God, holy and mighty, 
Holy and Immortal one, Have mercy upon us. Amen. 

 
 



� Conclusion � 
 

 
Reading viii:   Rev. Sparrow 
 

We never 
would have wished it 

to come to this, 
yet we call 

these moments holy 
as we hold you. 

Holy the tending, 
holy the winding, 
holy the leaving, 
as in the living. 

Holy the silence, 
holy the stillness, 
holy the turning 

and returning to earth. 
 

Blessed is the One 
who came 

in the name, 
blessed is the One 

who laid 
himself down, 

blessed is the One 
emptied for us, 

blessed is the One 
wearing the shroud. 

Holy the waiting, 
holy the grieving, 
holy the shadows 

and gathering night 
Holy the darkness, 

holy the hours, 
holy the hope 

turning toward light. 
 
Unison Prayer:  
 

Holy God, increase our faith, renew our courage, and by your Holy Spirit grant that we may be 
faithful, even unto death. Grant us grace to watch and pray, that we may not enter into temptation, but 
follow faithfully in the way of Christ our Lord, who loved us to the last. Amen.  

 
 
Scripture:  John 19:31-42 (Rev Rob Hamm, Newfane Congregational Church, UCC) 
 



 
Choral Anthem: “Morning”, traditional, Shape Note  
(Rachel Johnson, piano and Dwayne Johnson, trumpet, with Peter Amidon, solo) 
 
 
Silent Prayer 
 
Response: 

Holy God, holy and mighty, 
Holy and Immortal one, Have mercy upon us. Amen 

 
 
Final Reading ix:  Rev Rob Hamm 

 
So we come in our helpless candor this day… 

remembering, giving thanks, celebrating… 
but not for one instant unmindful of dangers too ominous 

and powers too sturdy and threats well beyond us. 
 

We turn eventually from our hurt for children lost. 
We turn finally from all our unresolved losses 

to the cosmic grief as the loss of Jesus. 
We recall and relive that wrenching Friday 

when the hurt cut to you heart. 
We see in that terrible hurt, our losses 

and your full embrace of loss and defeat. 
 

We dare pray while the darkness descends 
and the earthquake trembles, 

we dare pray for eyes to see fully 
and mouths to speak fully the power of death all around, 

we dare pray for a capacity to notice unflinching 
that in our happy playgrounds other children die, 

and grow silent, 
 

we pray more for your notice and your promise 
and your healing. 

 
Our only urging on Friday is that you live this as we must 

impacted but not destroyed, 
dimmed but not quenched. 

For your great staying power 
and your promise of newness we praise you. 

It is in your power 
and your promise that we take our stand this day. 

We dare trust that Friday is never the last day, 
so we watch for the new day of life. 

Hear our prayer and be your full self toward us. Amen. 



 
Postlude: "Vesper Voluntaire No. 4" Edward Elgar (Patty Meyer) 
 

 

 
 
Don Marcello Crotti, left, blesses coffins With Don Mario Carminati In the San Giuseppe Church  
in Seriate, Italy, Saturday, March 28, 2020. 
 

ii			"A	Purification"	by	Wendell	Berry		
	
iii https://www.ucc.org/worship_samuel_sermon_seeds_april_5_2020 by Mary Luti 
	
iv	iv			Nadia	Bolz-Weber,	“Blessed	are	the	Unemployed	Un	impressive,	and	
Underreprepresented/Have	Faith”	
	
v	Spirit’s	Cry”		from		“If	Darwin	Prayed:	Prayers		for	Evolutionary	Mystics”	by	Bruce	Sanguin		based	on		
Psalm	22,		Matthew	27:45–50	
	
vi	Maren	Tirabassi,	“Sojourner’s	Prayer”	
	
vii		Elana	Klugman.	Note:	this	prayer	was	adapted	from	a	poem	by	Elana	Klugman	written	for	
Holocaust	survivors	but	also	for	today	and	the	genocide	happening	in	Central	America.	
	
viii		Jan	Richardson		“Song	of	the	Winding	Sheet”		for	Good	Friday	Paintedprayerbook.com	
	
ix		From	:	”The	Terrible	Silencing	We	Cannot	Master”	by	Walter	Brueggemann,		
Good	Friday//1991	
	
	

                                                        


