
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute …… 
 

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?      [Psalm response] 
 

He humbled himself, but God raised him high.    [2nd reading] 
 

Father forgive them; they do not know what they are doing.  

          [Gospel] 
 

Jesus remember me, when you come into your kingdom.  [Gospel] 

WHAT DOES THIS IMAGE SAY TO ME? 
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This week’s texts if you want to reflect further 

Isaiah 50: 4–7;  Psalm 21;  Philippians 2: 6–11;  Luke 22:14 – 23:56   
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Mercy and 
forgiveness must 

not remain 
beautiful words, 
but be realised     

in daily life.  
(Pope Francis) 

Almighty, ever-living God, you have given the human race Jesus 

Christ our Saviour as a model of humility.  He fulfilled your will by 

becoming man and giving his life on the cross.  Help us to bear 

witness to you by following his example of suffering and make us 

worthy to share in his resurrection.         [Old Opening Prayer] 
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‘Father, forgive them; they do not 
know what they are doing.’ 

The sudden transition from ‘Hosanna’ as Jesus enters Jerusalem to 
the proclamation of the Passion prepares us for the profound 
journey of Holy Week.  Jesus loves the world so much that he 
willingly embraces the cross, gaining forgiveness for all of us. 
 

Both Old Testament readings bring to mind Jesus on the cross.  
The ‘suffering servant’ of Isaiah is enabled to face his tormentors 
by his total reliance on God’s presence (First Reading). The 
Psalmist’s trust is similarly unshakeable, to the extent that his 
cry of anguish can become a cry of praise.   

In the Second Reading, Paul contrasts the divine nature of Jesus 
with his readiness to endure human suffering on the cross.  But 
now that God has exalted him, all should proclaim him Lord. 

In the Gospel passage, Jesus not only accepts the humility of 
crucifixion, but also forgives his executioners, promising even the 
‘good  thief’ a place in heaven this same day.   
 

As I pray the Passion this week, I ask the Lord to help me stay 
close as I journey with him to the cross, and to show me what his 
unconditional love and forgiveness mean for this world, and for me. 

Collect: 

Almighty ever-living God, who as an example of humility for the 

human race to follow caused our Saviour to take flesh and submit 

to the Cross, graciously grant that we may heed his lesson of 

patient suffering and so merit a share in his Resurrection.  



As I prepare to become still, I place myself consciously in the presence of 
the Lord who always waits to welcome me.  How am I today, as I come to 
prayer?  I remind myself that it is the ‘real me’ God loves and seeks, 
regardless of who or what I think I should be.  
 

In time, I read the psalm slowly, several times, pausing after each verse.  
Perhaps I am drawn to imagine Jesus himself praying this same psalm 
from the cross. 
 

I notice what or whom this cry of pain brings to mind.  Maybe I think of 
those who suffer ridicule or cruelty at the hands of others … or someone 
who feels utterly abandoned, even by God?  
Maybe something here speaks directly to my own situation?  
  

I place all this before the Lord, trusting that he already knows and 
understands first-hand the pain of this world, and my own pain. 
   

Can I share the psalmist’s faith and trust in the last verse, praising God 
even from the depths of suffering?  I ask the Lord to help me. 
 

When I am ready I end my prayer, confident that God is close not only to 
me, but also to everything and everyone in my mind and heart.   

Psalm 21 

Ɽ. My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 
 

 All who see me deride me. 
 They curl their lips, they toss their heads. 
 “He trusted in the Lord, let him save him; 
 Let him release him if this is his friend.”  Ɽ.   
 

 Many dogs have surrounded me, 
 a band of the wicked beset me. 
 They tear holes in my hands and my feet 
 I can count every one of my bones.   Ɽ.  
 

 They divide my clothing among them. 
 They cast lots for my robe. 
 O Lord, do not leave me alone, 
 my strength, make haste to help me!  Ɽ.  
 

 I will tell of your name to my brethren 
 and praise you where they are assembled. 
 “You who fear the Lord give him praise; 
 all sons of Jacob, give him glory 
 Revere him, Israel’s sons.”    Ɽ.  

Gospel (part): Luke 23: 33-43 
 

When they reached the place called the Skull, they crucified Jesus 

there and the two criminals also, one on the right, the other on the 

left. Jesus said, “Father, forgive them; they do not know what they 

are doing”. Then they cast lots to share out his clothing. 

The people stayed there, watching him. As for the leaders, they 

jeered at him, saying, “He saved others, let him save himself if he is 

the Christ of God, the Chosen One.” The soldiers mocked him too, 

and when they approached to offer him vinegar, they said, “If you 

are the king of the Jews, save yourself”. Above him there was an 

inscription: ‘This is the King of the Jews’. 

One of the criminals hanging there abused him, saying, “Are you not 

the Christ? Save yourself and us as well.” But the other spoke up and 

rebuked him. “Have you no fear of God at all? You got the same 

sentence as he did, but in our case we deserved it: we are paying for 

what we did. But this man has done nothing wrong. Jesus, remember 

me when you come into your kingdom.” Jesus replied, “Indeed, I 

promise you, today you will be with me in paradise.” 

As I come to my place of prayer, I ask the Lord to help me put aside any 
distractions I may bring.  Perhaps it helps to fix my gaze on a cross or 
crucifix.  I remind myself that this is God’s time … and our time together.  
 

When I am ready, I read the Gospel passage slowly, prayerfully, several 
times over.  Perhaps I imagine myself in the scene.  I try to stay close to 
the cross, even if I want to turn away.  I notice how I feel as Jesus speaks 
these words of mercy … how he talks to the ‘good thief’.  
 

Jesus implores the Father to forgive those who have brought him to this 
place.  I ponder what such astonishing forgiveness means to me. 
 

Am I sometimes challenged by people or situations that seem entirely 
beyond my own capacity to forgive? 
  

Are there times when I hurt others, oblivious to the effect on them? 
 

I bring all this to the Lord, trusting in his unconditional love and mercy … 
so great that even my darkest concerns can be left at the foot of the 
cross.  
 

Eventually, I take my leave, perhaps with a slow sign of the cross, 
expressing my love and gratitude for all that the Lord has done for me.  


