April 6, 2007 7:00 pm

Good Friday
THE PRELUDE “Worthy Is The Lamb” Wyrtzen
INTROIT “Behold the Lamb” Dottie Rambo

Call to Worship
Christ bore our sins in his body on the cross
That we might die to sin,
And live for righteousness.
Thanks be to God for this indescribable gift.

*Hymn 85 “What Wondrous Love is This”  Walker’s Southern Harmony

Prayers of Solemn Intercession and the Lord’s Prayer
Response: Hymn 599 “Jesus, Remember Me” Jacques Berthier

Jesus, remember me when you come into Your kingdom.
Jesus, remember me when you come into Your kingdom.

A Service of Tenebrae
The remainder of our service is an adaptation of the ancient Tenebrae service,
dating from the 8" century. It is a time of worship that moves from light to darkness,
with the fading light symbolizing the fading loyalty of Jesus’ disciples and friends.

The Darkness of Desertion Mark 14:26-31 Diane Hutchins
Hymn 80 “Jesus Walked this Lonesome Valley” American Spiritual
The Darkness of Temptation  Mark 14:32-42 Frank Gasperini

Hymn 97 “Go to Dark Gethsemane”(vs. 1-2) Richard Redhead



The Darkness of Injustice

Mark 14:53-65

Hymn 98 “O Sacred Head, Now Wounded”

The Darkness of Denial

Anthem

The Darkness of Rejection

Anthem

The Darkness of Crucifixion

Choral Response

Mark 14:66-72

“The Shepherd Became a Lamb”

Mark 15:1-15

“The Shepherd Became a Lamb”

Luke 23:33-43
silence

John 19: 26-30
silence

Matthew 27:45-56
silence

Luke 23:46-48
silence

“Were You There”

Glenna Smith
Hans Leo Hassler
Peggy Moats

Mark Hayes

Jane Wallace

Mike Christensen

Gale Savage

Dick Eickhoff

Diane Hutchins

There is no Benediction. There are no “Good Words” for this night, go in peace.....

Easter Sunday Services

April 8, 2007

6:30 a.m. Easter Sunrise Service

Light Continental Breakfast following

8:30 and 11:00 a.m. Celebration of the Resurrection
9:45 a.m. Breakfast and Easter Egg Hunt



Epilogue

So, here we are
Standing where we never thought we could,
At the foot of death,
Crushed under the fickleness of humanity.
The heart of heaven has stopped.
All that hope,
Dreams of peace, promises of justice
Snuffed out with a few nails and a cross beam.
Oh Jesus, what do we do now? What is there left to do?

It is a cold place where the breath of heaven stops.
It is a frightening place.
It is a lonely place.
This is what the world does to love.
And then turns its back, rubbing its hands,
Finished with its final enemy.
O Jesus, what do we do now? What is there left to do?

The Savior has died,
And the future seems lost,
Out of our grasp.

O Jesus, what do we do now?
What is there left to do?

What do we do now?
We wait beyond eternity...
We hope beyond every hope we’ve ever had...
We trust beyond belief...
In a God who cannot leave it here.




