
Service for Passion Sunday 
 
Welcome:  
Welcome to everyone here and we thank you for 
accepting our warm invitation to join us on this Palm 
Sunday.  Today begins what is known in the Christian 
Calendar as Holy Week.  This is the final week of 
Jesus’ life on earth. At the beginning of the week, Jesus 
hears shouts of Hosanna and “Blessed be the one who 
comes in the name of the Lord,’ as he enters 
Jerusalem. At the end of the week, he will hear shouts 
of “Crucify him! Crucify him!” During this week, Jesus 
will give us the Sacrament of Holy Communion.  He will 
be betrayed by a follower and denied by his best friend 
and it will feel like even God has deserted him, as he 
dies on the cross. This suffering and death that Jesus 
endured, is for us. We are forgiven, saved and 
redeemed through Jesus sacrifice for us.  So join with 
us now as we reveal through scripture, reflections and 
song the events of the last week of Jesus’ life and in 
some small way attempt to be with Jesus as he 
selflessly chooses to walk the costly path of total 
sacrifice.  
 
Music/Song:   
 
Reading: Matthew 21:1-11 – Jesus Triumphant Entry 

into Jerusalem                                                     When 

they were near Jerusalem and had come in sight of 

Bethphage on the Mount of Olives,  Jesus sent two 

disciples, saying to them, ‘Go to the village facing you, 

and you will immediately find a tethered donkey and a 

colt with her.  Untie them and bring them to me.  If 

anyone says anything to you, you are to say, ‘The 

Master needs them and will send them back directly.’  

This took place to fulfil the prophecy: 

Say to the daughter of Zion: Look, your king comes to 

you; He is humble, he rides on a donkey and on a colt, 

the foal of the beast of burden.  

So the disciples went out and did as Jesus had told 

them.  They brought the donkey and the colt, then they 

laid their cloaks on their backs and he sat on them.  

Great crowds of people spread their cloaks on the road, 

while others were cutting branches from the trees and 

spreading them in his path.  The crowds who went in 

front of him and those who followed were all shouting: 

‘Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessings on him who 

comes in the name of the Lord! 

Hosanna in the highest heavens!’ 

And when he entered Jerusalem, the whole city was in 

turmoil.  ‘Who is this?’ people asked, and the crowds 

answered, ‘This is the prophet Jesus from Nazareth in 

Galilee.’ 

 
Reflection by Simon the Zealot 
You should have heard them!  What a noise – what a 
sight - what a welcome! 
I had never seen anything like it.  Oh we’ve had kings 
here before… and governors… and would-be 
messiahs… and they’ve all had their moments, fans out 
in force to meet them - but nothing like this!  They came 
in their thousands to greet him… men, women, 
children… plucking branches from trees, tearing off 
their cloaks, carpeting the road before him, their voices 
hoarse with shouting.  ‘Hosanna!’  they cried.  ‘Blessed 
is he who comes in the name of the Lord!’  It was 
treason of course and probably heresy too, but no-one 
cared.  This was a day we had been waiting on for a 
very long time.  This was a time of rejoicing and rejoice 
we did.  But it was all a bit strange too.  I really can’t 
work Jesus out.  Who picks a donkey, the lowest of all 
beasts, to ride into the Holy City?  This isn’t the actions 
of a king, a warrior, a Saviour!  But who knows what 
this week will bring – the long-awaited Messiah has 
come and has entered Jerusalem.  No-one knows what 
will happen next…there is a sense of joy and 
expectation – but this is also mingled with fear and 
trepidation.  Is this the start of a revolution that will bring 
freedom to our people?  I don’t know, but what I do 
know is - this is going to be a very important week!   
 
Music/Song:   
 
Reading: Matthew 26:20-30 – The Last Supper                                                                                                                       
When evening came, Jesus was reclining at the table 
with the Twelve. And while they were eating, he said, 
‘Truly I tell you, one of you will betray me. They were 
very sad and began to say to him one after the other, 
‘Surely you don’t mean me, Lord?’ Jesus replied, ‘The 
one who has dipped his hand into the bowl with me will 
betray me. The Son of Man will go just as it is written 
about him. But woe to that man who betrays the Son of 
Man! It would be better for him if he had not been born.’ 
Then Judas, the one who would betray him, said, 
‘Surely you don’t mean me, Rabbi?’  Jesus answered, 
‘You have said so.’  

 While they were eating, Jesus took bread, and when he 
had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to his 
disciples, saying, ‘Take and eat; this is my body.’ 

Then he took a cup, and when he had given thanks, he 
gave it to them, saying, ‘Drink from it, all of you. This is 
my blood of the covenant, which is poured out for the 



forgiveness of sins. I tell you, I will not drink from this 
fruit of the vine from now on until that day when I drink it 
new with you in my Father’s kingdom.’ 

 When they had sung a hymn, they went out to the 
Mount of Olives. 

 
Reflection by Andrew 
What an intense few hours!  First the revelation that 
there is a traitor among us – one of us betray Jesus - 
one of the 12 who has been with him from the start, 
surely not?  How could that be?  We were shocked to 
the core?  Did he really think that any one of us would 
go behind his back to the authorities?  And then there 
was Judas acting strangely and the remark that Jesus 
made to him at the table.  ‘You have said so!’  That’s 
what Jesus said to Judas.  Surely he didn’t think that 
Judas was going to betray him.  Why would he do that?  
I know that he and Simon are a bit political and all – 
and want Jesus to rise against the Romans, but betray 
him to the authorities, why would they do that?   
And then there was what Jesus said and did with the 
bread and the wine.  What could he have meant by his 
words and actions – how could the bread be his body?  
And the wine – the blood of a new covenant?  What did 
Jesus mean about blood being poured out for the 
forgiveness of sins?  This is all really strange – and I 
must say I’m starting to get a bit nervous!  I don’t like all 
this talk of betrayal and blood being spilled.  I get the 
distinct feeling that Jesus was saying goodbye to us – 
that something is about to happen that is beyond our 
control and that it is not going to be what we were 
hoping for.  As we walk now to the Mount of Olives, 
Jesus has continued to talk in dark tones.  He said that 
we will all desert him, all run away and leave him.  Peter 
has tried to reassure him that that will never happen.  
But, I feel an awful heaviness in my heart.  For the first 
time in my life I feel afraid, genuinely afraid.   
 
Music/Song:   
 
Reading: Matthew 26:31-50; 56 Gethsemane & Arrest 

Then Jesus went with his disciples to a place called 
Gethsemane, and he said to them, ‘Sit here while I go 
over there and pray.’  He took Peter and the two sons of 
Zebedee along with him, and he began to be sorrowful 
and troubled.  Then he said to them, ‘My soul is 
overwhelmed with sorrow to the point of death. Stay 
here and keep watch with me.’ 

Going a little farther, he fell with his face to the ground 
and prayed, ‘My Father, if it is possible, may this cup be 
taken from me. Yet not as I will, but as you will.’ Then 

he returned to his disciples and found them sleeping. 
‘Couldn’t you men keep watch with me for one hour?’ 
he asked Peter.  ‘Watch and pray so that you will not fall 
into temptation. The spirit is willing, but the flesh is 
weak.’ 

He went away a second time and prayed, ‘My Father, if 
it is not possible for this cup to be taken away unless I 
drink it, may your will be done.’ When he came back, he 
again found them sleeping, because their eyes were 
heavy. So he left them and went away once more and 
prayed the third time, saying the same thing. 

Then he returned to the disciples and said to them, ‘Are 
you still sleeping and resting? Look, the hour has come, 
and the Son of Man is delivered into the hands of 
sinners.  Rise! Let us go! Here comes my betrayer!’ 

While he was still speaking, Judas, one of the Twelve, 
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. 

Jesus replied, ‘Do what you came for, friend.’   Then the 
men stepped forward, seized Jesus and arrested 
him…Then all the disciples deserted him and fled. 

 
Reflection by Peter 
I had bragged, ‘Everyone else may stumble...but I will 
not’ ....Yet I did!  He asked me to stay awake, to keep 
watch – simple really!  But I fell asleep.  He came back 
and found me sleeping and asked me to keep watch 
again – but I couldn’t – my eyes were so heavy!  A third 
time he came back and found me wanting!  If only I had 
been able to stay awake – perhaps I would have heard 
them coming, perhaps I could have warned him.  But I 
did nothing – nothing to help, nothing to stop them 
taking Jesus – I stood there afraid and did nothing!   
 
Afterwards, I followed the noise till I saw the torch lit 
jury in the courtyard of Caiaphas. I felt so ashamed and 
I just had to know what had happened to him.  I 
stopped near a fire and warmed my hands... other 
people near the fire recognised me. ‘You were with him’ 
they challenged me...’ You were with the Nazarene’!   
Three times people said it and each time I denied 
it...and each time the rooster crowed – just as Jesus 
had predicted.  My loyalty tested, my duplicity complete, 
my denial of Jesus final - I ran out and wept! 
 
Music/Song:   



 
Reading: Matthew 27:11-26                                                                                                                             
Jesus stood before the governor, and the governor 
asked him, ‘Are you the king of the Jews?’ ‘You have 
said so,’ Jesus replied.  When he was accused by the 
chief priests and the elders, he gave no answer. Then 
Pilate asked him, ‘Don’t you hear the testimony they are 
bringing against you?’ But Jesus made no reply, not 
even to a single charge – to the great amazement of 
the governor. 

Now it was the governor’s custom at the festival to 
release a prisoner chosen by the crowd. At that time 
they had a well-known prisoner whose name was 
Barabbas. So when the crowd had gathered, Pilate 
asked them, ‘Which one do you want me to release to 
you: Barabbas, or Jesus who is called the Messiah?’ 
For he knew it was out of self-interest that they had 
handed Jesus over to him. While Pilate was sitting on 
the judge’s seat, his wife sent him this message: ‘Don’t 
have anything to do with that innocent man, for I have 
suffered a great deal today in a dream because of 
him.’ But the chief priests and the elders persuaded the 
crowd to ask for Barabbas and to have Jesus executed. 
‘Which of the two do you want me to release to you?’ 
asked the governor. ‘Barabbas,’ they answered. ‘What 
shall I do, then, with Jesus who is called the Messiah?’ 
Pilate asked.  They all answered, ‘Crucify him!’ ‘Why? 
What crime has he committed?’ asked Pilate. But they 
shouted all the louder, ‘Crucify him!’ When Pilate saw 
that he was getting nowhere, but that instead an uproar 
was starting, he took water and washed his hands in 
front of the crowd. ‘I am innocent of this man’s blood,’ 
he said. ‘It is your responsibility!’ All the people 
answered, ‘His blood is on us and on our children!’ 
Then he released Barabbas to them. But he had Jesus 
flogged, and handed him over to be crucified. 

Reflection by Pilate                                                                                                                                   
I didn’t want to get involved.  There was something 
about this Jesus character – something different – I felt 
uncertain about what to do.  My wife felt it too, she tried 
to warn me.  He wasn’t like the others – he didn’t beg 
for his life, he didn’t plead for mercy!   He barely 
seemed to notice me at all, like I was somehow 
insignificant in the whole scheme of events.  I knew the 
Jewish leaders were trying to use me to get rid of him - 
they didn’t want to get their own hands dirty.  I didn’t 
trust their motives.  I couldn’t see any wrong in Jesus – 
he hadn’t committed any crime.  I couldn’t figure out 
what he could have done to have them hate him so 
much.  I didn’t want to be their puppet.  I did try and get 
him released, but then they got the crowd shouting for 
Barabbas, that murderer!  I couldn’t have reports going 
back to Rome that I was losing control.  I had to rule 

with an iron fist.  So I washed my hands of the whole 
affair, condemned Jesus to death by crucifixion and 
gave him over to be flogged and crucified.  But still, I 
can’t get rid of this uneasiness – this haunted feeling – 
that today, while I sent an innocent man to his death, it 
was I who was condemned! 

Music/Song:   
 

All stand during Reading: Matthew 27:27-56                                                                                                                                   

Then the governor’s soldiers took Jesus into the 

Praetorium and gathered the whole company of 

soldiers round him. They stripped him and put a scarlet 

robe on him, and then twisted together a crown of 

thorns and set it on his head. They put a staff in his 

right hand. Then they knelt in front of him and mocked 

him. ‘Hail, king of the Jews!’ they said. They spat on 

him, and took the staff and struck him on the head 

again and again.  After they had mocked him, they took 

off the robe and put his own clothes on him. Then they 

led him away to crucify him. 

As they were going out, they met a man from Cyrene, 
named Simon, and they forced him to carry the cross. 
They came to a place called Golgotha (which means 
‘the place of the skull’). There they offered Jesus wine 
to drink, mixed with gall; but after tasting it, he refused 
to drink it.  When they had crucified him, they divided up 
his clothes by casting lots. And sitting down, they kept 
watch over him there.  Above his head they placed the 
written charge against him: THIS IS JESUS, THE KING OF 

THE JEWS. 

Two rebels were crucified with him, one on his right and 
one on his left. Those who passed by hurled insults at 
him, shaking their heads and saying, ‘You who are 
going to destroy the temple and build it in three days, 
save yourself! Come down from the cross, if you are the 
Son of God!’  In the same way the chief priests, the 
teachers of the law and the elders mocked him.  ‘He 
saved others,’ they said, ‘but he can’t save himself! 
He’s the king of Israel! Let him come down now from 
the cross, and we will believe in him. He trusts in God. 
Let God rescue him now if he wants him, for he said, “I 
am the Son of God.” In the same way the rebels who 
were crucified with him also heaped insults on him. 

From noon until three in the afternoon darkness came 
over all the land.  About three in the afternoon Jesus 
cried out in a loud voice, ‘Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?’ 
(which means ‘My God, my God, why have you 
forsaken me?’). 



When some of those standing there heard this, they 
said, ‘He’s calling Elijah.’  Immediately one of them ran 
and got a sponge. He filled it with wine vinegar, put it on 
a staff, and offered it to Jesus to drink.  The rest said, 
‘Now leave him alone. Let’s see if Elijah comes to save 
him.’ And when Jesus had cried out again in a loud 
voice, he gave up his spirit. 

All kneel for one minute silence 

Reflection by the Centurion                                                                                                                                     
I must admit that I was curious at the attention given to 
this peasant. I read the sign that would be attached to 
the cross. The condemned looked like anything but a 
King.  His face was lumpy and bruised. His back arched 
slightly and his eyes faced downward… ‘some harmless 
hick,’ I mused, ‘what could he have done?’ Then he 
raised his head. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t uneasy. 
His eyes were strangely calm as they stared from 
behind the bloody mask. He looked at those who knew 
him – moving deliberately from face to face as if he had 
a word for each. 

For just a moment he looked at me – he had the purest 
eyes I’d ever seen. I didn’t know what that look meant. 
But it made me swallow and my stomach began to feel 
very uneasy. As the hours wore on, I found himself 
looking more and more at the one on the centre cross. I 
have never seen a man suffer such agony in silence. 
But most of all, I was perplexed by the darkness. I didn’t 
know what to think about the black sky in mid-
afternoon. No-one could explain it…no-one even tried. 
One minute the sun, the next the darkness. One minute 
the heat, the next a chilly breeze…even the Jewish 
leaders were silenced.  For a long while I sat on a rock 
and stared at the 3 silhouetted figures. Their heads 
were limp, occasionally rolling from side to side. The 
jeering was silent….eerily silent….those who had wept 
..now waited. Suddenly the centre head ceased to bob. 
It yanked itself erect. It’s eyes opened in a flash of 
white….a roar sliced the silence…. “Eli, Eli, lema 
Sabacthani” It wasn’t a yell, it wasn’t a scream…it was 
a roar…from what world that roar came, I do not 
know…but it wasn’t this one. I got up from the rock and 
took a few paces toward the cross. There was 
something in Jesus eyes I had to see. But after a few 
steps I fell, the ground was shaking violently.  I got up 
and fell again… at the foot of the cross. I looked up at 
the face of the one taking his last breath.  I looked into 
those eyes and they were unquenchable…they were 
the eyes of God.  This was no carpenter” I whispered. 
“This was no peasant…this was no normal man.” I 
stood and looked around at the rocks that had fallen, 
the ground that had parted, the sky that had blackened. 
I turned and stared at the soldiers as they stared at 
Jesus with frozen faces.   It fell to me, a nameless 

foreigner to state what they all knew. “Surely he was 
the Son of God!” 

Music/Song 
 
Reader Matthew 27:57-61 
As evening approached, there came a rich man from 
Arimathea, named Joseph, who had himself become a 
disciple of Jesus. Going to Pilate, he asked for Jesus’ 
body, and Pilate ordered that it be given to him. Joseph 
took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth, and 
placed it in his own new tomb that he had cut out of the 
rock. He rolled a big stone in front of the entrance to the 
tomb and went away.  Mary Magdalene and the other 
Mary were sitting there opposite the tomb. 
 
Reflection by Mary the Mother of Jesus 
It was over.  Finished!  33 years of life, 3 years of 
ministry, 7 days of turmoil, 6 hours of agony, finally 
ended.  I couldn’t believe it.  This couldn’t have 
happened.  Jesus, my baby, my boy, my son was gone.  
I know that it sounds daft.  I had stood there and 
watched him die.  I had watched them drive the nails 
into his hands and feet.  I had witnessed his dying 
breath.  I lay there while Joseph of Arimathea carefully 
lifted his body down and placed him in my arms so I 
could hold him one last time. But I still couldn’t believe 
it.   I searched his face, peaceful now.  All traces of pain 
gone.  I held him close and remembered the night that 
he came into this world.  I remembered how overcome 
with love I was when I first stared down at his little face.  
I remembered his first steps, his first words, his first day 
of school.  So many good memories!  I remembered too 
the many signs that Jesus was different, special.  That 
he was destined for greatness.  I was warned that great 
sorrow would pierce my heart as it does now.  But, I 
must have faith – for my son Jesus was given to me by 
God.  We may have just buried him in a tomb, but this 
is not the end.  I must trust in God as I did once before.  
Even though I don’t understand, I must trust that God is 
at work in all this.   

Music/Song:   
 

Closing Prayer:                                                                                                                                                            
O God, without you we can do nothing.  You sent us 
your Son Jesus, who suffered greatly so that we would 
become one with you.  Help us in our own suffering to 
be one with him, to lean on his strength and believe 
with hopeful hearts.  Be with us in the journey of this 
Holy Week and into the future.  Help us to lessen the 
suffering of our sisters and brothers who yearn for the 
fullness of life that only you can give.  We pray this 
through Jesus Christ, who lives and reigns with you in 
the unity of the Holy Spirit, for ever and ever. Amen. 


