
Stations of the Cross 



  
 

“Behold the Wood” 
 

Behold, behold the wood of the cross, on which is 
hung our salvation. O come, let us adore. 

 
1. Unless a grain of wheat shall fall upon the 

ground and die, it shall remain but a single grain 
and not give life. 

 
2. And when my hour of glory comes as all was 
meant to be, you shall see me lifted up upon a tree. 
 
3. For there can be no greater love shown upon this 
land than in the one who came to die, that we might 
live. 
 
4. My Father, if it be your plan, this cup might pass 
me by, yet let it happen as you will, if I must die. 
 
5. For surely he has borne our tears, is wounded by 
our sin. And yet he open not his mouth that we 
might live. 
 
6. My body now is torn with pain, my friends have 
left and gone. O loving Father, take my life into 
your hands. 



At the Cross her station keeping, stood the mournful Mother weeping,  
close to her son to the last. 

Preparatory Prayer 
(to be said kneeling before the altar) 

 
Priest and People: My Lord, Jesus Christ, you have made this 

journey to die for me with unspeakable love; and I have so 

many time ungratefully abandoned You. But now I love Your 

with all my heart; and because I love You, I am sincerely sor-

ry for ever having offended You. Pardon me, my God, and 

permit me to accompany You on this journey. You go to die 

for love of me; I want, my beloved Redeemer, to die for love 

of You. My Jesus,  will live and die always united to You. 

 

 

 

 

To be sung while processing to 1st Station: 



Through her heart, His sorrow sharing, All His bitter anguish bearing, 
now at length the sword has passed. 



Oh how sad and sore distressed was that Mother highly blest,  
of the sole-begotten One. 



Christ above in torment hangs, She beneath beholds the pangs  
of her dying glorious Son. 



Is there one who would not weep, whelmed in miseries so deep,  
Christ’s dear Mother to behold? 



Can the human heart refrain from partaking in her pain,  
in that Mother’s pain untold? 



Bruised, derided, cursed, defiled, She beheld her tender Child, all with 
bloody scourges rent. 



She beheld her tender Child, saw Him hang in desolation,  
‘till His spirit forth He sent. 



THE EIGHTH STATION 

O though Mother! Font of love! Touch my spirit from above,  
make my heart with thine accord. 



Make me feel as thou hast felt; make my soul to glow and melt  
with love of Christ my Lord. 



Holy Mother! Pierce me through, in my heart each wound  
renew of my Savior crucified. 



Let me share with thee His pain, who for all my sins was slain,  
who for me in torments died. 



Let me mingle tears with thee, mourning Him who mourned for me,  
all the days that I may live. 



By the Cross with thee to stay, there with thee to weep and pray,  
is all I ask of thee to give. 



Virgin of all virgin’s blest! Listen to my fond request.  
Let me share they grief divine. 



Please exit the church in silence. 
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