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The Tenth Station:  Jesus is stripped of his garments.
	
In some ways to get to this point is a relief because you know this is almost over.  In other ways it 
is terrifying because you know the worst pain possible for man to endure is still waiting for you.  By 
now your bloodied cuts have dried into your garments, because of this they act as a layer of skin for 
you since so little of your own remains.  As the soldiers strip you bear it is not the nakedness that is 
painful but rather the vicious tearing of your skin.  The cuts that had closed, now reopen and once 
again a river of blood runs all over your body.  You are stripped of your dignity as a man, for even 
animals are given a swifter, less painful death. 
Pause
How often have I judged others by the way they look or what they are wearing?  Do I find my own 
self-worth and self-identity by the clothes I wear or the way I look?  

	 Pause
Jesus, help me to look past the outside of others.  Help me not to judge them by how they look or 
what they wear.  Help me to find my self worth and identity in you. 

The Eleventh Station:  Jesus is nailed to the cross.
	
Lying down on wood is not foreign to you.  The first place you were laid when you came into this 
world was a wooden manger.  There you were laid in love and now it is out of love that you lay here 
on this wooden cross.  The soldiers pull your right arm out beside you and then horrific pain flows 
through your entire body.  The nail pierces not only your hand but also your whole body.  The soldier 
pounds it in, only stopping to wipe your blood off his own face.  Again the nail is driven into your 
other hand and the pain jolts your entire body.  Pain shoots up your legs as they nail your feet.  
Pause
In reflection, I am angered by the soldiers.  I can’t understand why they are doing this to you and 
yet what is hardest to realize is that not only am I in the crowd watching all of this, but I’m also one 
of them nailing you to the cross.  How many times has my sin become a strike of the nail into your 
body?  How often do I turn away from your mercy?

	 Pause
Jesus, I’m sorry for nailing you to the cross with my own sin.  Help me to seek your forgiveness and 
mercy for the times that I sin.

The Twelfth Station:  Jesus dies on the Cross.

Above your head is the inscription, ‘King of the Jews’.  As you use every last ounce of life left in you 
to lift your body so that you can speak, you do not look the part.  Yet, every word out of your mouth 
is one of love, truly from another kingdom. The faces of all humanity must flash before your eyes as 
one by one you recount whom you are doing this for.  And finally you say, ‘Father, into your hands I 
commend my spirit...it is finished.’  You breathe your last and it looks as though this is the end.

	 Long Pause

Jesus, help me never forget your love for me.  Help me to know that you died for me.  Fill me with 
comfort in knowing that I never suffer anything you don’t understand.

		



24ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA ALPHA OMEGA 

Lent

The Thirteenth Station:  Jesus is taken down from the Cross.

The first arms that held you in this world are also the last.  Your mother was told a sword would 
pierce her heart the day she presented you as an infant to the Father.  Now as she holds your body 
that is mangled beyond recognition she sees not only the man she now holds, but also the child she 
held and her heart is pierced.  Your comfort to her will come but in this moment she has only the 
Father to be with her in her sorrow and pain.  All hope seems gone.  
Pause
How many times have I lost hope in you?  How often have I doubted your ability to be God in my life 
over all things?

	 Pause
Jesus, help me to trust in you.  Help me to place all of my hope in you and give me peace in knowing 
that you are Lord over all things.

	

The Fourteenth Station:  Jesus is placed in the tomb.

You are laid to rest by Joseph of Arimethea, Mary Magdalene, Mary your mother and a few other 
women.  As your body is anointed, Mary Magdalene remembers your eyes penetrating her heart.  
Tears stream down her face along with the others there as they too remember your love.  They wrap 
your body in clean linens and lay it in a new tomb.  The stone is rolled over the entrance and now it 
surely is the end.  Up to this point, death is final. While those you have lived with, laughed with and 
cried with are in their heightened sorrow believing all is over, you are conquering sin and death.  
Pause
How many times has death felt like the end?  When I’ve lost a loved one it can be so hard to 
remember your victory.  How often do I miss the opportunities to say, “I love you’ to those special 
people in my life? Do my family and friends know how I feel about them?

	 Pause
Jesus, help me always remember that death is not the end.  Give me the strength to say the words, 
‘I love you’ to those people in my life that I do love.  Help me to love every person not just in words 
but also with my actions.

	 Jesus, I love you, I need you, and I trust you.
	 Amen.						       




