GOOD FRIDAY

There is no opening call to worship. The Liturgy begins with a moment
of silence and the intoning of the first antiphon. The psalmody is
chanted in a subdued voice. The "Glory to the Father" is omitted

throughout these days.

First Nocturn

Please remain standing throughout the first psalm

Antiphon
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and for my ves - ture they cast lots.
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Psalm 22

My G6d, my God, why have you { forgétten mé? * You are far from my
pléa and the J cry of my méuth.

I call by day ¥ but yéu do not dnswer, * O God, I call by night but J
find no péace.

Yet you, d 0 Gdd, are hély, * enthréned on the J praise of [srael.

In you our féredbears put their trist, * they trusted and 4 yéu set
them frée.

When they cried to you, ¥ O Gd, they were fréed. * In you they
trusted and { néver in vain.




But I am 4 a wérm, not a pérson, * despised by the 4 péople and
spurned.

All | who sée me jéer, * they curl their lips and ¥ téss their héads.

That one trusted in God  for fréedom and friendship, * and clung to
sald-vation from Géd.

Antiphon

Yes, it was yéu who took { me 6ut of the wémb, * entristed me to my
{ moéther's bréast.

To you I | was prémised from birth, * from the wémb you have  béen
my Gad.

In my distréss be d not far from mé, * come cldse, there is 4 né one to
hélp me.

Many bulls have d surréunded mé, * fierce bulls of Bashan 4 clése me
in.

Against me they 6\ pen wide their jaws, * like lions J rénding and
réaring.

[ am poured 6ut | as water is poured, * disjéinted are ¥ 4ll my bénes.

Antiphon
My héart has | becéme like wax, * melting with{in my bréast.

My throat ¥ is parched like cldy, * my tongue  cléaves to my jaws.

Many dégs have J surréunded mé, * a band of the | wicked besét me.

They tear héles in ¥ my hands and féet, * they lay me in the 4 dust of
déath.

I can céunt evedry dne of my boénes. * These people stare at | mé and
gloat;

they divide ¥ my cléthes améng them, * and cast ¥ 16ts for my rébe.
Antiphon

0 Lord, do 4 not 1éave me aléne, * my strength, d come to my aid!



Rescue ¥ my soul from the sword, * my life from the J grip of these
dogs.

Save me from < the jaws of lions, * my soul from the 4 hérns of 6xen.

I will téll of ¢ your ndme to my héusehold, * and praise you where
 théy are assémbled.

Antiphon
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and for my ves - ture they cast lots.

Please remain standing until the first Tenebrae
candle is extinguished.



First Reading -- Lamentations

At the end of each Lesson, the Reader proclaims:

JERUSALEM, JERUSALEM, RETURN TO THE LORD OUR GOD!

Responses to Lamentations
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Lesson 1
Cantor: All my friends have forsaken me, / and those who lay an

All:

ambush for mé have preTviiled against me, * and one whom
I 4 16ved has betrayed me.

And with terrifying 160ks they have inflicted brutal T
wéunds on mé * and have given me  vinegar to drink.

They have cast me 6ut aTméng the wicked, * and have not 4
spared my life.

And with terrifying 160ks they have inflicted brutal T
wounds on mé, * and have given me J vinegar to drink.

Lesson 2

Cantor: The curtain of the T témple was térn, * and the d whéle earth

All:

trémbled.

The thief cried T éut from the créss: * “Remember me, Lord,
when you | céme into your kingdom.”

The rocks were rent, and the T témbs were épened + and
many bodies of the saints who had fallen aTsléep arése, *

and the 4 whéle earth trémbled.

The thief cried T éut from the créss: * “Remember me, Lord,
when you | céme into your kingdom.”




Lesson 3
Cantor: My chosen vine, I T planted yéu; * how could you turn out
bitter, that you should crucify me and red1éase Barrabbas?

I spaded you, I T cléared you of sténes, + I built a
watchtower in T érder to protéct you; *

All: how could you turn out bitter, that you should crucify me,
and relléase Barrabbas?
Second Nocturn

Antiphon. Those 4 who séught my life, + devised wickTed plans
against me, * and  séized me with violence
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Psalm 38
0 God, do not 4 rebike me in anger, * do not punish me in the d héat
of wrath.

Your arrows 4 have wéunded mé, * your hand has d strick me déwn.

My body is sick J beciuse of your rage, * no héalth in my bones
bedcause of my sin.

O Lord, ¥ my guilt overwhélms me, * it is a wéight too J héavy to béar.
My wounds ¥ are foul and féstering, * the reJsult of my félly.

I am béwed ¥ and bréught to my knées, * I go méurning ¥ all day 16ng.
All my frame dis burning with féver, * all my J bddy is sick.
[ am tGtterdly spént and crished, * I cry aléud in ¥ dnguish of héart.

0 Lord, ¥ you knéw all my 16ngings, * my gréans are not | hidden
from you.



My heart thrébs, ¥ my stréngth is spént, * the very light has | géne
from my éyes.

My friends avéid { me like the plague, * those clésest to me ¥ stind
afar off.

Those who plét against ¥ my life lay snares, * those who séek my ruin
 spéak of harm.

I am like the déaf 4 who cannot héar, * like the dimb uniable to
spéak.

Truly, I am like a pérdson héaring néthing, * in whose méuth is ¥ né
defénse.

I céunt 4 on you, O Lord, * itis you, my d Géd who will d&nswer.

I pray: “Do not let | them laugh at mé, * those who triumph if my
féoot should slip.”

For I am on ¥ the péint of falling, * and my pain is { dlways befére me.
I conféss ¥ that [ am guilty, * and my sins ¥ fill me with dismay.

My wan<ton fées are countless, * and my ¥ 1ying foes are many.
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They repay | me évil for gbod, * and attack me for | séeking what is
right.

Do not 4 forsake me, O Lérd! * My Goéd, do not J stay far o6ff!
Make héste ¥ and céme to my hélp, * my Géd, my + Rock, my Savior!

Antiphon. Those 4 who séught my life, + devised wickTed plans
against me, * and  séized me with violence.

Second Reading

Silent Reflection



Third Nocturn

Antiphon: Let thése be put 4 to shdme and conftsion, * who seek to
snatch ¥ away my life.

Tone 5
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Psalm 40
[ waited for 4 the Lord with patience, * God stooped déwn to

me, ¥ and héard my cry.

The Most High drew me from ¥ the déadly pit, + out from ¥ the miry
clay. * God set my féet upon a rock and made { my féotsteps firm.

The Almighty placed a 4 new séng in my méuth, * that I | might praise
our Gad.

Many shall sée and | revére the Most High, * they 4 shall trist in the
Lord.

Happy are they who have placed ¥ their trist in the Lérd, * and have
not gone over to rébels ¥ who féllow false géds.

How many, my God, are the wénders you ¥ have wérked for us. * No
one can ¥ compére with yéu.

Should I proclaim { and spéak of thém, * they are mére ¥ than can be
numbered!

You do not ask for sacrifice, but { an 6pen éar. + Burnt 6ffering and
sin-6ffering you 4 have nét required. * Instead, ¥ O Géd, here
am.

In the scroll of the béok it | is written of mé * that I ¥ should dé your
will.

My God, I { delight in your law * in ¥ the dépths of my héart.
[ have not ¥ restrained my lips, * as { you knéw, O Lérd.



Your justice I have procldimed in { the gréat assémbly. + I have not
hidden your savying hélp in my héart, * of your salvation and
faithfuldness [ have spoken.

I have not hidden { your jdstice in my héart, * but declared J your
faithful hélp.

[ have not hidden { your 16ve and your trith * from ¥ the gréat
assémbly.

0 Géd, you will not withhéld your ¥ compassion from mé, * your
merciful 16ve and your truth { will lways guard me.

For I am besét with evils { too many to céunt. * My sight fails me, my
sins 4 have fallen upén me.

My sins are more niimerous than J the hdirs of my héad, * my heart
sinks at | the sight of thém.

Come to ¥ my réscue, O God, * make haste I to hélp me, O Lord.

Let there be rejéicing and gladness { for all who séek you; + let those
who 16ve ¥ your saving hélp * say always: ¥ “Our Géd is gréat.”

As for me, so wrétched and péor, God ¥ regards me kindly. + You are
my < salvation, my hélp. * Do not ¥ delay, my Géd.

Antiphon: Let thése be put 4 to shdme and conftsion, * who seek to
snatch ¥ away my life.




Third Reading

Response to the Reading
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All: He was led like a 1amb { to slaughter; * no complaints from

his lips against the éJvil déne to him.

He was given tp ¥ to déath * to give ¥ his péople life.

Cantor: He surréndered himself 4 to déath + and was céunted <
among the wicked *

All: To give  his péople life.

Fourth Nocturn

Antiphon
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Psalm 88

Lord my Géd, I call for hélp 4 by day, * I cry | at night befére you.
Lord, my Géd, hear ¥ my prayer. * O turn { your éar to my cry.

For my séul is filled { with évils, * my life is on { the brink of the
grave.



I am reckoned as 6ne in ¢ the témb, * I have réached 4 the énd of my
stréngth;

like one forsaken amoéng  the déad, * like the slain 4 that lie in the
grave;

like those you remémber d no mére, * cut 6ff, as they are, from your
hand.

You have laid me in the dépths of 4 the témb, * in places that ¥ are
dark, in the dépths.

Your anger wéighs ¥ me déwn, * I { am dréwned in your wéves.

You have taken awday ¥ my friends, * and made { me hateful to thém.

Imprisoned, I cannot 4 escape, * my éyes | are stink with grief.
Antiphon

0 Lérd, all day long, I call ¥ to yéu, * to you I 4 stretch 6ut my hands.

Will you wérk wondrous déeds for ¥ the déad? * Will the shades
arise and praise you?

Will your 16ve be declared in | the grave, * or your faithfulness in
the place of déath?

Will your wénders be knéwn in { the dark, * or your justice in 4 the
land of the déad?

As for me, 0 G6d, I cry to you 4 for hélp; * my prayer comes befére you
! at bréak of day.

0 God, why do y6u 4 rejéct me? * Why do ¥ you hide your face?
Antiphon

Wrétched, close to déath from  my yéuth, * I have bérne ¥ your trials,
I am numb.

Your fary has swépt odver mé, * and your ¥ térrors have destréyed
me.




They surréunded me all day like { a fléod, * togéthier théy assailed

me.
Friend and néighbor you have tiken ¥ away: * my ¥ one friend is
darkness.
N Antiphon
You have ta - ken my friends a - way from
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Fourth Reading
Silent Reflection
Benedictus
Antiphon
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Blessed be our God, the Hodly One,
who has come to Us to save and sét T us frée.

Who has lifted tp for us the Chédsen One
sprung from the réot of JésT se’s line.



For thus G6d's holy ones in days ¥ of 61d

annoéunced the Promised One T would céme.
Yes, our God keeps faith with s 4 foréver,

never forgetting the cévenant of graTcious l6ve.

A solemn 6ath was sworn to Sarah, 4 and Abraham,
that we should be set frée from éveT ry féar.

We have been swérn to worship God with péacelful héarts,
in holiness and justice all T our days.

And you, little child, shall go befére J the Christ,
a voice that cries: "Prepare the way T for God."

And heralds Gospel néws to 16ng<ing héarts:
the Prémised One of God is near T at hand.

For in the tender compassion of our Léviding Géd,
the Sun of Justice shall rise in the EastTern skies.

To shine on all who dwéll in dark | despair,
and guide us all into the paths T of péace.

Antiphon
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Je - sus of Na - za - reth, King of the Jews.

Kneel in silence

Presider: CHRIST *

All: FOR OUR SAKE BECAME OBEDIENT TO DEATH, EVEN TO
DEATH ON A CROSS.



