
 



GOOD ☩ FRIDAY 

Tenebrae 

A Service of Darkness 
The service of Tenebrae, meaning “darkness” or “shadows,” has been practiced by the 

church since medieval times and is a reverent meditation on Christ’s suffering. Readings 

trace the story of Christ’s passion, music portrays His sorrow, and the power of silence 

and darkness suggests the drama of this momentous day. As lights are extinguished, we 

ponder the depth of Christ’s suffering and death. We remember the cataclysmic nature of 

his sacrifice later in the service as we hear the overwhelming bang of the strepitus, 

representing the earthquake at Christ’s death and the closing of His tomb. Through the 

return of the small but persistent flame of a candle at the conclusion of the service, we 

anticipate the joy of ultimate victory and of the Resurrection. 
 

T       T       T 
 

The congregation enters in silence. 

 

The Tolling of the Bell 
33 Times in Honor of Christ’s Life 

 

Congregation stands. 
 

Grace to you and peace from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ. 

 Amen. 

Blessed be the name of the Lord our God, 

 who redeems us from sin and death. 

For us and for our salvation, Christ became obedient unto death, even death  

on a cross. 

 Blessed be the name of the Lord. 

 
 
 



The Darkness is Predicted 
Psalmody— Psalm 22:1–19, 27-31    

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? I have cried desperately for help, but still 

it does not come. 

 My God, my God, to you I cry; Oh, hear my anxious plea. 

But you are enthroned as the Holy One,  the one whom Israel praises. Our ancestors put 

their trust in you, and you saved them. 

 My God, my God, look from on high; in mercy answer me. 

All who see me make fun of me: "You relied on the Lord; why doesn't he save you?"  Do 

not stay away from me! Trouble is near, and there is no one to help. 

 My God, my God, to you I cry; Oh, hear my anxious plea. 

All my bones are out of joint; my heart is like melted wax. My throat is as dry as dust, 

and my tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth. 

 My God, my God, look from on high; in mercy answer me. 

A gang of evil men is around me; they tear at my hands and my feet. They gamble for my 

clothes and divide them among themselves. 

 My God, my God, to you I cry; Oh, hear my anxious plea. 

The Lord is King, and he rules the nations. Posterity will serve him; future generations 

will be told: "The Lord saved his people." 

 My God, my God, look from on high; in mercy answer me. 

 

Hymn   

447    Jesus, in Your Dying Woes  1–3 

1.  Jesus, in Your dying woes, 

 Even while Your lifeblood flows, 

     Craving pardon for Your foes: 

     Hear us, holy Jesus. 

2, Savior, for our pardon sue 

    When our sins Your pangs renew, 

 For we know not what we do: 

        Hear us, holy Jesus. 

 

3.  Oh, may we, who mercy need, 

 Be like You in heart and deed, 

     When with wrong our spirits bleed: 

     Hear us, holy Jesus. 

     

 

 

 



The Darkness of the Agony of the Spirit, Betrayal, and Arrest 

Reading — Luke 22:39–53 
 And he came out and went, as was his custom, to the Mount of Olives, and the 

disciples followed him. And when he came to the place, he said to them, “Pray that you 

may not enter into temptation.” And he withdrew from them about a stone’s throw, and 

knelt down and prayed, saying, “Father, if you are willing, remove this cup from me. 

Nevertheless, not my will, but yours, be done.” And there appeared to him an angel from 

heaven, strengthening him. And being in an agony he prayed more earnestly; and his 

sweat became like great drops of blood falling down to the ground. And when he rose 

from prayer, he came to the disciples and found them sleeping for sorrow, and he said to 

them, “Why are you sleeping? Rise and pray that you may not enter into temptation.” 

Betrayal and Arrest of Jesus 

 While he was still speaking, there came a crowd, and the man called Judas, one of 

the twelve, was leading them. He drew near to Jesus to kiss him, but Jesus said to him, 

“Judas, would you betray the Son of Man with a kiss?” And when those who were around 

him saw what would follow, they said, “Lord, shall we strike with the sword?” And one 

of them struck the servant of the high priest and cut off his right ear. But Jesus said, “No 

more of this!” And he touched his ear and healed him. Then Jesus said to the chief priests 

and officers of the temple and elders, who had come out against him, “Have you come 

out as against a robber, with swords and clubs? When I was with you day after day in the 

temple, you did not lay hands on me. But this is your hour, and the power of darkness.” 

 

A candle is extinguished. 

 

Hymn 
436    Go to Dark Gethsemane   1–2 

Go to dark Gethsemane, 

    All who feel the tempter’s pow’r; 

Your Redeemer’s conflict see, 

    Watch with Him one bitter hour; 

Turn not from His griefs away; 

Learn from Jesus Christ to pray. 

Follow to the judgment hall, 

    View the Lord of life arraigned; 

Oh, the wormwood and the gall! 

    Oh, the pangs His soul sustained! 

Shun not suff’ring, shame, or loss; 

Learn from Him to bear the cross. 
 

 

 

 



The Darkness of Denial 
Reading — Luke 22:54–62 

 Then they seized him and led him away, bringing him into the high priest’s house, 

and Peter was following at a distance. And when they had kindled a fire in the middle of 

the courtyard and sat down together, Peter sat down among them. Then a servant girl, 

seeing him as he sat in the light and looking closely at him, said, “This man also was with 

him.” But he denied it, saying, “Woman, I do not know him.” And a little later someone 

else saw him and said, “You also are one of them.” But Peter said, “Man, I am not.” And 

after an interval of about an hour still another insisted, saying, “Certainly this man also 

was with him, for he too is a Galilean.” But Peter said, “Man, I do not know what you are 

talking about.” And immediately, while he was still speaking, the rooster crowed. And 

the Lord turned and looked at Peter. And Peter remembered the saying of the Lord, how 

he had said to him, “Before the rooster crows today, you will deny me three times.” And 

he went out and wept bitterly. 
 

A candle is extinguished. 

Hymn 
607     From Depths of Woe I Cry to Thee   1, 5 

From depths of woe I cry to Thee, 

    In trial and tribulation; 

Bend down Thy gracious ear to me, 

    Lord, hear my supplication. 

If Thou rememb’rest ev’ry sin, 

Who then could heaven ever win 

    Or stand before Thy presence? 

Though great our sins, yet greater still 

    Is God’s abundant favor; 

His hand of mercy never will 

    Abandon us, nor waver. 

Our shepherd good and true is He, 

Who will at last His Israel free 

    From all their sin and sorrow. 

 

The Darkness of Accusation 
Reading — Mark 15:1–15 
 And as soon as it was morning, the chief priests held a consultation with the elders 

and scribes and the whole Council. And they bound Jesus and led him away and 

delivered him over to Pilate. And Pilate asked him, “Are you the King of the Jews?” And 

he answered him, “You have said so.” And the chief priests accused him of many things. 

And Pilate again asked him, “Have you no answer to make? See how many charges they 

bring against you.” But Jesus made no further answer, so that Pilate was amazed. 

 Now at the feast he used to release for them one prisoner for whom they asked. And 

among the rebels in prison, who had committed murder in the insurrection, there was a 



man called Barabbas. And the crowd came up and began to ask Pilate to do as he usually 

did for them. And he answered them, saying, “Do you want me to release for you the 

King of the Jews?” For he perceived that it was out of envy that the chief priests had 

delivered him up. But the chief priests stirred up the crowd to have him release for them 

Barabbas instead. And Pilate again said to them, “Then what shall I do with the man you 

call the King of the Jews?” And they cried out again, “Crucify him.” And Pilate said to 

them, “Why, what evil has he done?” But they shouted all the more, “Crucify him.” So 

Pilate, wishing to satisfy the crowd, released for them Barabbas, and having scourged 

Jesus, he delivered him to be crucified. 

 

A candle is extinguished. 

 

Hymn  
439    O Dearest Jesus, What Law Hast Thou Broken  1–5 

O dearest Jesus, what law hast Thou broken 

That such sharp sentence should on Thee be spoken? 

Of what great crime hast Thou to make confession, 

What dark transgression? 
 

They crown Thy head with thorns, they smite, they scourge Thee; 

With cruel mockings to the cross they urge Thee; 

They give Thee gall to drink, they still decry Thee; 

They crucify Thee. 
 

Whence come these sorrows, whence this mortal anguish? 

It is my sins for which Thou, Lord, must languish; 

Yea, all the wrath, the woe, Thou dost inherit, 

This I do merit. 

 

What punishment so strange is suffered yonder! 

The Shepherd dies for sheep that loved to wander; 

The Master pays the debt His servants owe Him, 

Who would not know Him. 
 

The sinless Son of God must die in sadness; 

The sinful child of man may live in gladness; 

Man forfeited his life and is acquitted; 

God is committed. 

   



The Darkness of Mockery 
Reading — Matthew 27:27–31 
Then the soldiers of the governor took Jesus into the governor’s headquarters, and they 

gathered the whole battalion before him. And they stripped him and put a scarlet robe on 

him, and twisting together a crown of thorns, they put it on his head and put a reed in his 

right hand. And kneeling before him, they mocked him, saying, “Hail, King of the Jews!” 

And they spit on him and took the reed and struck him on the head. And when they had 

mocked him, they stripped him of the robe and put his own clothes on him and led him 

away to crucify him. 
 

A candle is extinguished. 
 

Hymn 

450   O Sacred Head, Now Wounded  1, 3, 5, 7 

O sacred Head, now wounded, with grief and shame weighed down, 

Now scornfully surrounded with thorns, Thine only crown. 

O sacred Head, what glory, what bliss, till now was Thine! 

Yet, though despised and gory, I joy to call Thee mine. 
 

What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered was all for sinners’ gain; 

Mine, mine was the transgression, but Thine the deadly pain. 

Lo, here I fall, my Savior! ’Tis I deserve Thy place; 

Look on me with Thy favor, and grant to me Thy grace. 
 

What language shall I borrow to thank Thee, dearest Friend, 

For this Thy dying sorrow, Thy pity without end? 

O make me Thine forever! And should I fainting be, 

Lord, let me never, never, outlive my love for Thee. 
 

Be Thou my consolation, my shield, when I must die; 

Remind me of Thy passion when my last hour draws nigh. 

Mine eyes shall then behold Thee, upon Thy cross shall dwell, 

My heart by faith enfold Thee. Who dieth thus dies well. 

 

The Darkness of the Crucifixion 
Reading — Luke 23:32–43 

 Two others, who were criminals, were led away to be put to death with him. And 

when they came to the place that is called The Skull, there they crucified him, and the 



criminals, one on his right and one on his left. And Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for 

they know not what they do.” And they cast lots to divide his garments. And the people 

stood by, watching, but the rulers scoffed at him, saying, “He saved others; let him save 

himself, if he is the Christ of God, his Chosen One!” The soldiers also mocked him, 

coming up and offering him sour wine and saying, “If you are the King of the Jews, save 

yourself!” There was also an inscription over him, “This is the King of the Jews.” One of 

the criminals who were hanged railed at him, saying, “Are you not the Christ? Save 

yourself and us!” But the other rebuked him, saying, “Do you not fear God, since you are 

under the same sentence of condemnation? And we indeed justly, for we are receiving the 

due reward of our deeds; but this man has done nothing wrong.” And he said, “Jesus, 

remember me when you come into your kingdom.” And he said to him, “Truly, I say to 

you, today you will be with me in Paradise.” 
 

A candle is extinguished. 
 

Hymn 
451   Stricken, Smitten, and Afflicted 

Stricken, smitten, and afflicted, see Him dying on the tree! 

’Tis the Christ, by man rejected; yes, my soul, ’tis He, ’tis He! 

’Tis the long-expected Prophet, David’s Son, yet David’s Lord; 

Proofs I see sufficient of it: ’tis the true and faithful Word. 
 

Tell me, ye who hear Him groaning, was there ever grief like His? 

Friends through fear His cause disowning, foes insulting His distress; 

Many hands were raised to wound Him, none would intervene to save; 

But the deepest stroke that pierced Him was the stroke that justice gave. 
 

Ye who think of sin but lightly nor suppose the evil great 

Here may view its nature rightly, here its guilt may estimate. 

Mark the sacrifice appointed, see who bears the awful load; 

’Tis the Word, the Lord’s anointed, Son of Man and Son of God. 
 

Here we have a firm foundation, here the refuge of the lost: 

Christ, the Rock of our salvation, is the name of which we boast; 

Lamb of God, for sinners wounded, sacrifice to cancel guilt! 

None shall ever be confounded who on Him their hope have built. 

 

 



The Darkness of Death 

Reading — Mark 15:33–39 
 And when the sixth hour had come, there was darkness over the whole land until the 

ninth hour. And at the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema 

sabachthani?” which means, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” And some 

of the bystanders hearing it said, “Behold, he is calling Elijah.” And someone ran and 

filled a sponge with sour wine, put it on a reed and gave it to him to drink, saying, “Wait, 

let us see whether Elijah will come to take him down.” And Jesus uttered a loud cry and 

breathed his last. And the curtain of the temple was torn in two, from top to bottom. And 

when the centurion, who stood facing him, saw that in this way he breathed his last, he 

said, “Truly this man was the Son of God!” 

 

A candle is extinguished. 

 

Hymn 
Lord Jesus, You Draw Near Us 

Lord Jesus, you draw near us in garb of human flesh, 

An earthly form, to cheer us, to kindle faith afresh. 

Your body for us broken on the accursed tree 

Becomes a sacred token of glory yet to be. 

 

For us, O precious Jesus, your body, giv'n to death, 

From sin and terror frees us, grants us new life and breath. 

O Word-made-flesh, forever your name shall be adored. 

Oh, let us cherish ever the body of our Lord. 

 

Christ's holy body, given in painful agony, 

By nails and spear once riven and crowned with infamy, 

Awaits that great awaking when we with glad accord 

Behold, the grave forsaking, the body of the Lord! 

 
Sermon 

 

After the sermon, the church lights are reduced to a minimum. 
 

 



Salutation and Prayer 
The Lord be with you. 

 And also with you. 
 

Almighty God, graciously behold this Your family, for which our Lord Jesus Christ was 

willing to be betrayed and delivered into the hands of sinful men and to suffer death on 

the cross; through the same Lord Jesus Christ, Your Son, our Lord, who lives and reigns 

with You and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever. 

 Amen. 

 

The Darkness of Burial 
Reading — John 19:38–42 

After these things Joseph of Arimathea, who was a disciple of Jesus, but secretly for fear 

of the Jews, asked Pilate that he might take away the body of Jesus, and Pilate gave him 

permission. So he came and took away his body. 39Nicodemus also, who earlier had come 

to Jesus by night, came bringing a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-five pounds 

in weight. 40So they took the body of Jesus and bound it in linen cloths with the spices, as 

is the burial custom of the Jews. 41Now in the place where he was crucified there was 

a garden, and in the garden a new tomb in which no one had yet been laid. 42So because 

of the Jewish day of Preparation, since the tomb was close at hand, they laid Jesus there. 

 

Hymn  

448   O Darkest Woe  1-3, 7 

1. O darkest woe! Ye tears, forth flow! 

     Has earth so sad a wonder? 

 God the Father’s only Son 

     Now is buried yonder. 

 

3. O child of woe: who struck the blow 

     That killed our gracious Master? 

 “It was I,” thy conscience cries, 

     “I have wrought disaster!” 

 

2. O sorrow dread! Our God is dead, 

     Upon the cross extended. 

 There His love enlivened us 

     As His life was ended. 

7. O Jesus Christ, Who sacrificed 

     Thy life for lifeless mortals: 

 Be my life in death and bring 

     Me to heaven’s portals! 

 

The final candle is carried from the sanctuary as the sanctuary becomes dark. 

 

 

 



Reading — Matthew 27:57–60  
 When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea, named Joseph, who 

also was a disciple of Jesus. He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus. Then 

Pilate ordered it to be given to him. And Joseph took the body and wrapped it in a clean 

linen shroud and laid it in his own new tomb, which he had cut in the rock. And he rolled 

a great stone to the entrance of the tomb and went away. 

 

Silence for meditation. 

 

The Strepitus 
A loud noise is heard 

 

Reading — John 2:18–21  
 So the Jews said to him, “What sign do you show us for doing these things?” Jesus 

answered them, “Destroy this temple, and in three days I will raise it up.” The Jews then 

said, “It has taken forty-six years to build this temple, and will you raise it up in three 

days?” But he was speaking about the temple of his body. 

 

The congregation leaves in meditative silence. 

Our worship will continue on Easter Sunday. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

Easter Sunday Worship 
 

6:00 A.M. — Modified Easter Vigil with Holy Communion 

Meet in the narthex. We will process together into the sanctuary. 

 

8:00 and 10:15 A.M. — Easter Festival with Holy Communion 
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