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As we prepare for Holy Week, theologian, Richard Rohr reminds us 
of our necessary participation in the Paschal Mystery of Christ when 
he writes: 
 
“Jesus walked a path of ‘suffering servant-hood.’  We Christians glibly 
say, “We are saved by the death and resurrection of Jesus.”  Most of 
us seem to grasp this as some kind of heavenly transaction on Jesus’ 
part, instead of an earthly transformation on his and our parts.   
 
We need to deeply trust and allow both our own dyings and our own 
certain resurrections, just as Jesus did!  This is the full pattern of 
transformation.  To live BOTH is the only way Jesus “saves” us from 
meaninglessness, cynicism, hatred and violence—which is indeed 
death. 
 
God is Light, yet this full light is hidden in darkness so only the 
sincere seeker finds it.  We are called to descend into darkness in 
order to perceive the light.  All that surrounds us resists this language 
of “descent.”  We are enticed to avoid the “path of the fall,” but this is 
the only way to our own transformation into union with God.” 
 

Adapted from The Great Themes of Scripture: New Testament,  
and Job and the Mystery of Suffering, by Fr. Richard 
Rohr 

 
 

INTRODUCTION, Fr. Timothy Vellom 
 

The word “tenebrae” comes from the Latin for “shadows.”  And 
so our Tenebrae service tonight prepares us for the dark sufferings of 
Holy Week.  But these “dark sufferings and sorrows” are not to be 
observed from a distance, as in a sacred story, which happened 
thousands of years ago.  Our Tenebrae service will lead us into the 
dark shadowy places in our own lives.  For we are called to walk with 
Jesus, to betray and abandon him, to feel his agony and share in the 
grief and remorse of the events that unfolded all those many years 
ago.  It takes courage to walk this path; however, this is what we are 
called to do and we will begin this difficult walk tonight. 
 

Three bells will begin our service. 



FIRST READING: SILENCE—A Beginning 
 
 
 

"The Sounds Of Silence,” By P. Simon 
 

Hello darkness, my old friend, 
I've come to talk with you again, 
Because a vision softly creeping, 

Left its seeds while I was sleeping, 
And the vision that was planted in my brain 

Still remains 
Within the sound of silence. 

 
 

In restless dreams I walked alone 
Narrow streets of cobblestone, 

'Neath the halo of a street lamp, 
I turned my collar to the cold and damp 

When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon light 
That split the night 

And touched the sound of silence. 
 
 

And in the naked light I saw 
Ten thousand people, maybe more. 

People talking without speaking, 
People hearing without listening, 

People writing songs that voices never share 
And no one dared 

Disturb the sound of silence. 
 

"Fools," said I, "You do not know – 
Silence like a cancer grows. 

Hear my words that I might teach you. 
Take my arms that I might reach you." 
But my words like silent raindrops fell 

And echoed in the wells of silence 
 
 



And the people bowed and prayed 
To the neon god they made. 

And the sign flashed out its warning 
In the words that it was forming. 

And the sign said, The words of the prophets are written on the 
subway walls 

And tenement halls 
And whispered in the sound of silence.  

 
 
 
SECOND READING: BETRAYAL 
 
Luke 22:33-62 (adapted from The Message) 
 
Peter said, “Master, I’m ready for anything with you.  I’d go to jail for 
you.   
I’d die for you!”   
 
Jesus said, “Peter, I am sorry to tell you this, but before the rooster 
crows you will have three times denied that you even know me.”  
 
Then Jesus said to them, “Prepare for trouble.  Look to what you’ll 
need and nothing more; there are difficult times ahead.  It has been 
written in Scripture, ‘He was thrown in with the criminals.’  This 
means me.  Everything written about me is now coming to a 
conclusion.” 
 
And leaving there, Jesus went out, as he so often did, to the Mount of 
Olives.  The disciples followed him.  When they arrived at the place, 
he said, “Pray that you do not give in to temptation.  Stay awake with 
me.” 
 
He pulled away from them about a stone’s throw, knelt down, and 
prayed, “Father, if it is possible, remove this cup from me.  But please, 
it is not what I want.  What do you want?”  At once an angel from 
heaven was at his side, giving him strength.  And Jesus prayed on, all 
the harder.  Sweat, wrung from him like drops of blood, poured down 
his face.   



He got up from prayer, went back to the disciples and found them 
asleep, drugged by wine and grief.  “Why are you sleeping?”  He said 
to them. 
 
Suddenly a crowd appeared with Judas, one of the Twelve, in the lead.  
He came right up to Jesus and kissed him.  And Jesus said, “Judas, 
you would betray the Son of Man with a kiss?” 
 
Arresting Jesus, they marched him off to the house of the Chief Priest.  
Peter followed, but at a safe distance.  In the middle of the courtyard 
some people were gathered, warming themselves by a fire.  A servant 
maid noticed him and said, “This man was with him!”  Peter denied it, 
“Woman, I don’t even know him.” 
 
A short time later, someone else said, “You’re one of them.”  But Peter 
denied it: “Man, I am not.”  He said.  Then about an hour later, just 
before dawn, someone else spoke up, adamantly saying, “He’s got to 
have been with him!  He’s got ‘Galilean’ written all over him.”  Peter 
said,  “Man, I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
 
At that very moment, the last word hardly off his lips, a rooster 
crowed.  
 
 
Native American Flute Meditation—Chuck Gibbons 
 
 
THIRD READING: ABANDONMENT 
 
Matthew 26: 31; 49-50; 55-56; 27: 46 (adapted) 
 

Jesus told the Twelve, “This very night you will all fall away on 
account of me, for it is written: ‘I will strike the shepherd, and the 
sheep of the flock will be scattered.’ ”  Then in Gethsemane, Judas 
said, “Greetings, Rabbi!” and kissed him.  And Jesus replied, “Friend, 
do what you came for.”  Then the men stepped forward, seized Jesus 
and arrested him.  And Jesus said to them, “Every day I sat in the 
temple courts teaching, and you did not arrest me.  But this has all 
taken place that the writings of the prophets might be fulfilled.”  Then 
all the disciples deserted him and fled. 



 
Psalm 102: 1-11 (adaptation)— 
Read in unison by entire congregation 
 
Hear my prayer, O Lord; let my cry come to you!  

Do not hide your face from me in the day of my distress! 

My heart is struck down like grass and has withered.  

I am like a desert owl of the wilderness.  

My enemies taunt me and use my name as a curse. 

I eat ashes like bread and mingle tears with my drink. 

For you have taken me up and thrown me down. 

My days are like an evening shadow. 

I wither away like grass. 

 
De Profundis, By Oscar Wilde (adaptation) 
 

Suffering is one very long moment. We cannot divide it by 
seasons. We can only record its moods and chronicle their return. 
Time itself does not progress.  It revolves. It seems to circle round one 
centre of pain.  There is nothing that stirs in the whole world of 
thought to which sorrow does not vibrate in terrible and exquisite 
pulsation.  It is a wound that bleeds when any hand but that of love 
touches it.  Sorrow is holy ground.  Some day people will realize what 
that means.  They will know nothing of life till they do. 
 
 
Volunteer Worker, By Tony Perez (adaptation) 
The small ones wanted pieces of me. 
They pulled me apart. 
There was no pain, and so I did not struggle. 
“I want his eyes!” they said. 
“I want his lips, I want his hands!” they said. 
There was much blood. 
But thinking it charitable, I offered myself. 
They ate of me. 
 After they had feasted, 



I rose, and found I was as small as they. 
They ran.  I followed. 
“Let me play with you!” I cried. 
But they said they did not love me. 
 
 
“Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child” 

--Cindy Sanchez, Soloist with Choir 
 

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child 
A long way from home 
 
Sometimes I feel like I’m almost gone 
A long way from home 
 
Sometimes I feel like an eagle in the air 
A long way from home 
True believer 
A long way from home 
 
 
 
 
 
FOURTH READING: AGONY 
 
Mark 15: 16-20 
 

The soldiers led Jesus away into the palace and called together 
the whole company of soldiers.  They put a purple robe on Him, then 
twisted together a crown of thorns and set it on Him.  And they began 
to call out to Him, “Hail, king of the Jews!”  Again and again they 
struck Him on the head with a staff and spit on Him.  Falling on their 
knees, they paid homage to Him.  And when they had mocked Him, 
they took off the purple robe and put His clothes on Him.  Then they 
led Him out to crucify Him. 
 
 



Claudius, A Roman Sentinel—adapted from Jesus, The Son 
of Man, His Words and His deeds as told and recorded by 
those who knew Him, By Kahlil Gibran 

 
I was ordered by Pontius Pilate to keep Him in custody.  My 

soldiers took Him away, and He was obedient to them.   
After midnight I visited the arsenal where He was held.  My 

soldiers were making sport of Him.  They had stripped Him of His 
garment, and had put a crown of last year’s briar-thorns upon His 
head. They had seated Him against a pillar and were dancing and 
shouting before Him.  And they had given Him a reed to hold in His 
hand.   

As I entered someone shouted: “Behold, O Captain, the King of 
the Jews!” 

I stood before Him and looked at Him and I was ashamed.  I 
knew not why.  I had fought in Gallia and Spain and with my men I 
had faced death.  Yet never had I been in fear, nor been a coward.  But 
when I stood before this man and He looked at me I lost my heart.  It 
seemed as though my lips were sealed, and I could utter no word.  
Here was a man in great agony, facing death with the sap of life upon 
His lips, and yet compassion for His slayers was in His eyes.  I said 
nothing and did nothing.  I am haunted by the memory of His face.  
His suffering has become mine; my cowardice on that night is the 
agony I bear to this day.  
 
 
 
Mary, Mother of Jesus—adapted from THE TESTAMENT 
OF MARY, By Colm Toibin 
 

For the nailing part, we stood back.  Each of the nails was 
longer than my hand.  Five or six of the men had to hold Him and 
stretch out His arm along the cross and then, as they started to drive 
the first nail into Him, at the point where the wrist meets the hands, 
He howled with pain as jets of blood spurted out and the hammering 
began as they sought to get the long spike of the nail into the wood, 
crushing his hand and his arm against the cross as he writhed and 
roared out.  It seems hard to fathom now that I did not run towards 
Him, or call out to Him.  But I did not.   

 



I watched in horror, but I did not move or make a sound.   
Nothing would have worked against the quality of their 
determination.  We stood back and watched.  That is what we did. 
 
 
Vocalize, Sergei Rachmaninoff—Cindy Sanchez, Flute 
 
 
FIFTH READING: GRIEF 
 
Psalm 88: 1-3, 6-9, 16-18, (adaptation)— 
Read by entire congregation 
 
O Lord, day and night I cry out before you;  

turn your ear to my cry. 

You have put me in the lowest pit, in the darkest depths. 

I am confined and cannot escape;  

my eyes are dim with grief. 

You have overwhelmed me with your waves. 

All day long they surround me like a flood;  

they have completely engulfed me. 

You have taken my loved ones from me;  

the darkness is my closest friend. 

 
 
Susannah of Nazareth, A Neighbor of Mary, Mother of Jesus 
--adapted from Jesus The Son of Man, His words and His 
deeds as told and recorded by those who knew Him, 
By Kahlil Gibran 
 

And when we heard He was a prisoner, Mary uttered not a 
word.  She did not weep.  She only moved among us like the ghost of a 
mother who would not bewail the ghost of her son.  We sat low upon 
the floor but she was erect, walking up and down the room.   



She would stand beside the window and gaze eastward, and at 
dawn she was still standing among us, like a lone banner in the 
wilderness wherein there are no hosts.  We wept because we knew the 
morrow of her son; but she did not weep for she knew also what 
would befall Him.  Her bones were of bronze and her sinews of the 
ancient elms, and her eyes were like the sky, wide and daring. 

 
Have you heard a thrush sing while its nest burns in the wind?  

Have you seen a woman whose sorrow is too much for tears, or a 
wounded heart that would rise beyond its own pain?  You have not 
seen such a woman, for you have not stood in the presence of Mary. 
 
 
 
In Blackwater Woods, By Mary Oliver (Excerpt, adapted) 
 
Every year everything I have ever learned in my lifetime  
 
leads back to this:   
 

the fires and the black river of loss  
 

whose other side is salvation,  
 
have meaning none of us will ever know. 

 
 
To live in this world you must be able to do three things: 
 
to love what is mortal; 
 
to hold it against your bones knowing your own life depends on it; 
 

and when the time comes to let it go, 
 
 

to let it go. 
 
 
 



Pavane for a Dead Princess, Maurice Ravel— Cindy Sanchez, Piano 
 
 
SIXTH READING: REMORSE 
 
Matthew 26: 14-16; 27: 47-49; 56 

Then one of the Twelve—the one called Judas Iscariot—went to 
the chief priests and asked, “What are you willing give me if I hand 
him over to you?”  So they counted out for him thirty silver coins.  
From then on Judas watched for an opportunity to hand Him over.  

While He was still speaking, Judas arrived.  With him was a 
large crowd armed with swords and clubs, sent from the chief priests 
and the elders of the people.  Now the betrayer had arranged a signal 
with them: “The one I kiss is the man; arrest Him.”   

Going at once to Jesus, Judas said, “Greetings, Rabbi!” and 
kissed Him. 
 
 
A Man outside of Jerusalem—adapted from Jesus The Son 
of Man, His words and His deeds as told and recorded by 
those who knew Him, by Kahlil Gibran 
 
Judas came to my house that Friday, upon the eve of the Passover; 
and he knocked at my door with force.  When he entered I looked at 
him, and his face was ashen.  His hands trembled like dry twigs in the 
wind, and his clothes were as wet as if he had stepped out from a 
river; for on that evening there were great tempests. 
 
He looked at me, and the sockets of his eyes were like dark caves and 
his eyes were blood-sodden.  And he said, “I have delivered Jesus of 
Nazareth to His enemies and to my enemies.”  Judas wrung his hands 
and gnashed his teeth; and he bent down his head, and said, “I have 
delivered Him up.  He was crucified this day… yet when He died upon 
the cross, He died a King.  He died in the tempest as deliverers die, 
like vast men who live beyond the shroud and the stone.  And while 
He was dying, He was gracious, and He was kindly; and His heart was 
full of pity.  He felt pity even for me who had delivered Him up.” 
 
And then he was as silent as the earth. 



When he spoke again, his voice was like the sound of a cracked vessel, 
and he said, “This very night I shall seek His kingdom, and I shall 
stand in His presence and beg His forgiveness.  He died a King, and I 
shall die a felon.”  Then he cried out, “O God whose dreaded name no 
man shall utter ere his lips are touched by the fingers of death, why 
did you burn me with a fire that had no light?  Why did you burden 
me with desire that would not escape kin or earth?  And who is this 
man Judas, whose hands are dipped in blood?  Help me to do this 
tonight.  I am weary of this wingless liberty.  I would a larger 
dungeon.  I would flow a stream of tears to the bitter sea.” 
 
Thus Judas spoke, and thereupon he opened the door and went out 
into the tempest. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Prayer, Ernest Bloch—Phyllis Kline, Cello 
 
 
 
 
SEVENTH READING: SILENCE--Conclusion 
 
Matthew 27: 45-46; 50-52 
 

From the sixth hour until the ninth hour darkness came over all 
the land.   
About the ninth hour Jesus cried out in a loud voice,  
“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” 

And when Jesus cried out again in a loud voice, He gave up His 
spirit.   
At that moment the curtain of the temple was torn in two from top to 
bottom.   
The earth shook and the rocks split. 
 
 



The Birth of Love, a poem by Madeleine L’Engle 
 
To learn to love 
is to be stripped of all love 
until you are wholly without love 
because 
until you have gone 
naked and afraid 
into this cold dark place 
where all love is taken from you 
you will not know 
that you are wholly within love. 
 
 
Psalm 22: 1-2; 6-8; 10-11— 
Whispered by the entire Congregation: 
 
My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 

Why are you so far from saving me,  

so far from the words of my groaning? 

O my God, I cry out by day, but you do not answer,  

by night you are silent. 

But I am a worm and not a man,  

scorned by men and despised by the people. 

All who see me mock me;  

they hurl insults, shaking their heads: 

“He trusts in the Lord;  

let the Lord rescue him. “ 

From birth I was cast upon you;  

from my mother’s womb you have been my God. 

Do not be far from me,  

for trouble is near and there is no one to help. 

 



 
The Christ candle is snuffed out. 

 
End of Service 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Depart in SILENCE. 
 
 


