
Great Ayton, Newton, Stokesley & Seamer

Service for PALM SUNDAY Sunday

Welcome by Rev Pev

A prayer of approach
Humble Lord, you chose to ride on a donkey into Jerusa-
lem, a beast of the field and dusty road; an animal used to
carrying heavy burdens, a creature overlooked by most –
used and abused. Help us to live simply too, to carry the
burdens of others; to notice and pay attention to those
ignored and unheard. Help us to follow in your footsteps.
Amen.

Prayer over the ‘palm’ crosses
Bless our crosses, loving God. May they help us to praise
you from our hearts today. May they help us understand
how much it cost you to die for us. As we live through this
Holy Week, and all the coming year, may it remind us that
you have promised to be with us always, and that we have
promised always to follow you. Amen.

The Gospel of the Palms Matthew 21.1-11
As Jesus and his disciples approached Jerusalem and came
to Bethphage on the Mount of Olives, Jesus sent two
disciples, saying to them, “Go to the village ahead of you,
and at once you will find a donkey tied there, with her colt
by her. Untie them and bring them to me. If anyone says
anything to you, tell him that the Lord needs them, and he
will send them right away.”

This took place to fulfil what was spoken through the
prophet:

 “Say to the Daughter of Zion,
  ‘See, your king comes to you,
 gentle and riding on a donkey,
  on a colt, the foal of a donkey.’”

The disciples went and did as Jesus had instructed them.
They brought the donkey and the colt, placed their cloaks
on them, and Jesus sat on them. A very large crowd spread
their cloaks on the road, while others cut branches from
the trees and spread them on the road. The crowds that
went ahead of him and those that followed shouted,

“Hosanna to the Son of David!”
“Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord!”
“Hosanna in the highest!”

When Jesus entered Jerusalem, the whole city was stirred
and asked, “Who is this?”

The crowds answered, “This is Jesus, the prophet from
Nazareth in Galilee.”

Hymn

Ride on! Ride on in majesty!
Hark! All the tribes hosanna cry!
O Saviour meek, pursue thy road
with palms and scattered garments strowed.

Ride on! Ride on in majesty!
In lowly pomp ride on to die:
O Christ, thy triumphs now begin
o’er captive death and conquered sin.

Ride on! Ride on in majesty!
The winged squadrons of the sky
look down with sad and wondering eyes
to see the approaching sacrifice.

Ride on! Ride on in majesty!
The last and fiercest strife is nigh:
the Father on his sapphire throne
awaits his own anointed Son.

Ride on! Ride on in Majesty!
In lowly pomp ride on to die;
bow thy meek head to mortal pain,
then take, O God, thy power, and reign.

The Prayer for the Day

True and humble king,
hailed by the crowd as Messiah:
grant us the faith to know you and love you,
that we may be found beside you
on the way of the cross,
which is the path of glory.  Amen.

Reading The Passion Narrative - overleaf.

Prayers & The Lord’s Prayer

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?

His dying crimson like a robe,
spreads o’er his body on the tree;
then am I dead to all the globe,
and all the globe is dead to me.

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
that were a present far too small;
love so amazing, so divine,
demands my soul, my life, my all.

Final Prayer

The Grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Love of
God and the Fellowship of the Holy Spirit be with
us all. Amen.

Notices



The Passion of Jesus Matthew 27.11-52

Narrator in Black, Jesus in Red, Pilate in blue, Crowd in Green, Pilate’s wife in Magenta

Jesus stood before the governor, and the governor asked him, “Are you the king of the Jews?”

“Yes, it is as you say,” 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 Feast to release a prisoner chosen by the crowd. At that time they had a
notorious prisoner, called 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 Christ?” For he knew it was out of envy 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 Christ?” 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, “Let his blood be on us and on our children!”

Then he released Barabbas to them. But he had Jesus flogged, and handed him over to be crucified.

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 and 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 robbers 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 robbers who were crucified with him also heaped insults on him.

From the sixth hour until the ninth hour darkness came over all the land. About the ninth hour Jesus cried out
in a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lama 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 stick, 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.


