
GOOD FRIDAY 
April 15, 2022 

THE CRUCIFIXION 

Prelude                                                        Anna Ruth Johnson 
 

Prayer of Invocation                                  Pastor Don Summerville 
 

Anthem                          O Love, How Deep, How Broad, How High 

 
PRAYER OF CONFESSION 

 

Pastor: Have mercy upon me, O God,  
 according to Your lovingkindness; 
 

Congregation: According to the greatness of Your compassion, 
blot out my transgressions. 

 

P: Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity,  
 and cleanse me from my sin. 
 

C: For I acknowledge my transgressions,  
 and my sin is always before me. 
 

P: Against You, You only, have I sinned,  
 and done this evil in Your sight— 
 

C: That You may be found just when You speak,  
 and blameless when You judge. 

Scripture Reading                                               Matthew 27:11-50 
 

HOW DEEP THE FATHER’S LOVE FOR US 
 

Congregation: How deep the Father’s love for us,  
How vast beyond all measure; 
That He should give His only Son  
To make a wretch His treasure. 
How great the pain of searing loss;  
The Father turns His face away 
As wounds which mar the Chosen One  
Bring many sons to glory. 
 

Behold the Man upon a cross, my sin upon His shoulders; 
Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice call out among the scoffers. 
It was my sin that held Him there until it was accomplished. 
His dying breath has brought me life; I know that it is finished. 
 

How Deep the Father’s Love for Us: words and music by Stuart Townend.   
Copyright 1995 Thankyou Music.  CCLI #3163058.  

 
 
 

You are invited to come forward as you are able. 
 

Choral Response                         O Sacred Hands, Now Wounded 

 
 
 

Scripture Reading                                                      John 19:31-42 
 

Choral Response                           O Sacred Head, Now Wounded 
 

Closing Prayer 
Depart in darkness and silence. 

LAID IN THE TOMB 

EASTER SUNDAY SERVICES 

7:00 and 10:00 a.m. 
HARAN BAPTIST CHURCH 
www.haranbaptist.com 

NAILING OUR SINS TO THE CROSS 



SURELY HE HAS BORNE OUR GRIEFS 
 

Scripture Reading                                                         Isaiah 53:3-7 
 

HALLELUJAH, WHAT A SAVIOR 
 

Choir: “Man of sorrows!” what a name  
For the Son of God who came 
Ruined sinners to reclaim! Hallelujah, what a Savior! 
 

Congregation: Bearing shame and scoffing rude,  
In my place condemned He stood, 
Sealed my pardon with His blood;  
Hallelujah, what a Savior! 
 

Guilty, vile, and helpless we, spotless Lamb of God was He; 
Full atonement! can it be? Hallelujah, what a Savior! 

 
 
 

Scripture Reading                                             Matthew 26:36-50 
 

I STAND AMAZED IN THE PRESENCE 
 

Congregation: I stand amazed in the presence  
Of Jesus, the Nazarene, 
And wonder how He could love me,  
A sinner, condemned, unclean. 
How marvelous! how wonderful! and my song shall ever be; 
How marvelous! how wonderful! is my Savior’s love for me! 
 

For me it was in the garden He prayed,  
“Not my will, but Thine.” 
He had no tears for His own griefs,  
But sweat drops of blood for mine. 
How marvelous! how wonderful! and my song shall ever be; 
How marvelous! how wonderful! is my Savior’s love for me! 
How marvelous! how wonderful! and my song shall ever be; 
How marvelous! how wonderful! is my Savior’s love for me! 

P: Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean;  
 wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 
 

C: Hide Your face from my sins,  
 and blot out all my iniquities. 
 

P: Create in me a clean heart, O God,  
 and renew a steadfast spirit within me. 
 

C: Do not cast me away from Your presence,  
 and do not take Your Holy Spirit from me. 
 

P: For You do not desire sacrifice, or else I would give it;  
 You do not delight in burnt offering. 
 

C: The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit,  
 a broken and a contrite heart— 
 these, O God, You will not despise.  
 

 —Psalm 51 

 
WHEN I SURVEY THE WONDROUS CROSS 
 

Congregation: When I survey the wondrous cross  
On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 
 
Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,  
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 
All the vain things that charm me most,  
I sacrifice them to His blood. 
 
See, from His head, His hands, His feet,  
Sorrow and love flow mingled down. 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

 

THE GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE 


