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About Our Worship Services 
Maundy Thursday 

The English word Maundy for this service is derived through Middle English 
and Old French mandé, from the Latin mandatum (also the origin of the 
English word “mandate”), the first word of the phrase “Mandatum novum do 
vobis ut diligatis invicem sicut dilexi vos” or “I give you a new commandment, 
that you love one another. Just as I have loved you, you also should love one 
another.”	

On Maundy Thursday, we commemorate Jesus’ last meal with his disciples 
before his crucifixion: remembering how he taught his disciples to be servants 
to one another through the washing of feet and remembering Jesus’ command 
to the disciples to love one another.  

Good Friday 
 The Tenebrae, meaning “darkness” or “shadows,” dates from medieval times. In 
our observance, scripture, song, and silence lead us in a prolonged meditation on 
the events of salvation following the Last Supper through the entombment of 
Christ. With each progressive step of the Passion, the candles are extinguished until 
only the one Christ candle remains. When it, too, is removed from sight, we 
ponder the apparent victory of the forces of evil at the moment of Christ’s death. 
The Christ candle returns with its ray of promise for the third day.  
 

The cross is veiled in black, symbolic of the death of Christ, and of mourning. 

http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI
http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI


 
Holy Monday, April 6

In Good Company  
John 12:1-11 

 The week has begun. Jesus has entered to great cheers and reception, all the 
while knowing what lies ahead. The week has begun with a parade, but we know it 
ends in death. Jesus knows, too. 
 And so with palm branches still littering the streets, Jesus escapes to Bethany. He 
slips away to be with his friends, his close friends. At the home of siblings Mary, Martha, 
and Lazarus, Jesus can be himself. No grand parades here, just the company of people 
who know him well. People he can be himself with and relax. People who understand 
him. People he loves and people who love him. 
 Maybe it is that Mary understands more than she’s letting on with anointing Jesus’ 
feet with perfume. Does Mary sense that something is to come? Does she sense that 
Jesus needs to be cared for to endure what is to come? Perhaps like the angels that 
attended to him at the end of temptation, Mary is attending to him so that he might be 
able to walk the road that is ahead. This whole family is attending to him with their 
hospitality and welcome, dinner, companionship, encouragement. Maybe it’s no wonder 
that Jesus spends these moments at the beginning of the week in their company. He can 
rest. He can be loved. He can be himself. He can bear the weight of the things on the 
horizon with the help of his dear friends.  
 We can understand this because we know this to be true in our lives, too. Difficult 
times are easier to bear when we are keeping good company with those with whom we 
can be our true selves. Friends that allow us to be who we are. Family that knows us all 
about us and loves us. Dear ones who simply offer an invitation for us to be.  
 So we can once again endure this difficult week with Jesus, because we walk 
together. We can walk the painful road together. We will sit around the table together. 
We will watch the betrayal, abandonment, and death together. And we will wait in hope 
and celebrate new life together. 
 Even though this time of uncertainty is unwelcome, we wait and hope together. 
It’s not going to be easy. It’s not going to be pretty. But let us walk this week and the 
weeks to come together as God’s beloved community attending to one another’s needs. 

           -Rev. Ashley Gill Harrington, Starling Avenue Baptist Church

Holy Saturday, April 11
Jesus Broke 

John 19:38-42 

 It is all over.  Jesus has breathed his last.  The body has been wrapped and 
placed in the tomb of Joseph of Arimathea, with the help of Nicodemus.  Saturday 
was the Sabbath, the day of rest.  It was the day of reflection.  It is our time to reflect 
on what has just happened.   

 In Mark’s Gospel, the last we hear from Jesus was the cry, “My God, My God, 
Why Have You Forsaken Me!”  Then he was gone.  Jesus broke.   

 I had a professor at Southern Seminary whose name was Daniel Aleshire.  Dr. 
Aleshire taught my counseling course and one day he gave the most interesting 
devotional.  It was at Easter time, and the class was quiet as Dr. Aleshire began to 
share a story about his small two-year-old child. 

The parents had given this boy a pop-up book about Jesus.  He loved that 
book, but like most two-year-old’s, he tended to play rough with things.  One day, 
Aleshire’s son took a nap and when Dr. Aleshire returned to his son’s room he saw 
something.  There were pieces of the pop-up book everywhere.  The little boy held 
out his hands, holding some of the pieces he looked at his father’s eyes and said, 
“Jesus broke, Daddy.  Jesus Broke.”   

For Joseph and Nicodemus, for the Disciples and the other followers, Jesus was 
broken.  It was all over and the world broke Jesus.  He who came to save, was 
destroyed by the very creation He made and sought to Love.  But there is hope, even 
in a place like a cemetery.  Even during the stillness of Easter Saturday.  Even our 
Night Traveler, Nicodemus must think there’s hope.  He shows up in the broad 
daylight of the afternoon to claim the body of a man who confused him and was just 
executed by the powers that be for the crime of treason against King and Kingdom.  
It’s the kind of thing that makes the disciples run into the dark to hide, but 
Nicodemus runs into the light because he finally gets it.  In Jesus’ brokenness, his 
stripes and sins are healed.   

 It’s enough to make one wait out the stillness of an Easter Saturday with hope 
of a brilliant new Dawn tomorrow. “Jesus broke. Thank God Jesus Broke,” was the 
thought dancing in Nicodemus’ head as he reflected on that previous day’s darkness 
and waited for Dawn’s new light. 

          -Rev. Dr. Mike Hatfield, Chatham Heights Baptist Church



Holy Tuesday, April 7
We Wish to See Jesus 

John 12:20-36 

“Now among those who went up to worship at the festival were some Greeks. They came to 
Philip, who was from Bethsaida in Galilee, and said to him, ‘Sir, we wish to see Jesus.’” 
 I once went to a church to preach as a visiting preacher. When I stepped up to the 
pulpit, carved in the wood on the back facing me was this phrase from our passage: “We 
wish to see Jesus.” It caught me off-guard; I suddenly felt a much heavier weight on my 
message. My work here was to bring Jesus to the congregation that day. Would my 
words be enough to bring Jesus into their midst? 
 Thankfully, when we read this passage, it isn’t an intermediary preacher needing 
to be concerned about her message getting through well. Jesus himself speaks up about 
who he is and who we are in him. Jesus responds to the request to be seen by 
explaining what it means to follow him. We must die, like grain does, before we can 
bear fruit. We must hate our own lives for the sake of eternal life. We must serve Jesus, 
and serve with Jesus, to be honored with Jesus by the Father. 
 Jesus goes on to explain that the hour has come. We are just a few days away 
from his imminent death, and Jesus knows it. He’s anguished by it. He prays to be 
delivered from it. But he knows it is coming and for good reason: “And what should I 
say—‘Father, save me from this hour?’ No, it is for this reason that I have come to this 
hour. ‘Father, glorify your name.’’” The voice of God enters to respond to that prayer: “I 
have glorified it, and I will glorify it again.” 
 God doesn’t enter the conversation to end the upcoming suffering. God simply 
recognizes that what’s coming will ultimately bring glory to God’s name. And Jesus 
teaches the group: “Now is the judgment of this world; now the ruler of this world will 
be driven out. And I, when I am lifted up from the earth, will draw all people to myself.” 
 There are so many broken systems in this world, systems that harm and oppress 
others. Jesus brings the hopeful word that those systems do not get the last word: God 
does. People come into the fold of God because this Light shines brightly enough to 
brighten our very beings. We are people of the Light, who tell and retell this story so 
that others might also see Jesus. 
 “Sir (or Madam), we wish to see Jesus.” 
 “Let me tell you a story, and let me show you this Light.” 
       – Rev. Dr. Libby Grammer, First Baptist Church

 Stand in awe of him, all you offspring of Israel! For he did not despise or abhor the 
affliction of the afflicted; he did not hide his face from me, but heard when I cried to him.  
 All the ends of the earth shall remember and turn to the Lord; and all the 
families of the nations shall worship before him.  

Hymn           Were You There? 

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? (x2) 
Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.  

Were you there when they crucified my Lord? 

Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree? (x2) 
Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.  

Were you there when they nailed Him to the tree? 

Were you there when the sun refused to shine? (x2) 
Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.  

Were you there when the sun refused to shine? 

Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb? (x2) 
Oh! Sometimes it causes me to tremble, tremble, tremble.  

Were you there when they laid Him in the tomb? 

Old Testament Lesson: Isaiah 52:13-53:12 

Hymn             When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 

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? 

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. 

The Scriptural Narrative of Betrayal & Passion 

The Service of Darkness 
               “I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness  
        but will have the light of life.” John 8;12b	

The gathering darkness is symbolic of the shadows that settled about our Lord as his enemies 
closed in upon him and his disciples deserted him. The candle left burning, removed from our 
sight, speaks to us of the One who remained faithful to the will of God in the darkest hour.  

-Observe a Moment of Prayerful Silence- 



Holy Wednesday, April 8
Going Out Into the Night  

John 13:21-32 

“So, after receiving the piece of bread, he immediately went out. And it was night.” 

 John’s Gospel is perhaps the most layered of the four.  Very likely the last one 
written, this portrait of Jesus is nuanced through many themes and symbols that add 
extra meaning beyond the surface of the story.  One such symbol is utilized again by the 
author in this very passage about Judas’ betrayal.   

 After Jesus identifies Judas as “the one who will betray me,” the apostle leaves the 
group and goes out into the night.  Night is often a symbol in John’s narrative as “non-
understanding” or “confusion.”  When I’m in the dark, I rely on most everything but 
sight to find my way and the way can become very confusing rapidly.  Why?  Because I 
can’t see fully what is visible in the light but disguised in the darkness. 

 Not that he is alone, the rest of the disciples will turn out to be just as bewildered 
in a few hours, but John takes great pains to mention Judas’ exit into the night/dark.  
Earlier in the saga, John 3 to be exact, that a very knowledgeable man named 
Nicodemus appears and asks Jesus some questions from his heart.  But he too leaves 
into the night from whence he came.  He will reappear two more times, most pointedly 
in John 19 as he joins Joseph of Arimathea to claim the body of Jesus, in the broad 
daylight and for all to see.   

 Judas chooses the night, rather than the Light of the World.  Why is a question 
countless writers, scholars and philosophers have long mused?  But the real question is 
the painful query.  “How much do I look like Judas?”  How often are we confronted with 
the truth of who we are by the Christ and decide the best route is the one out the door, 
into the night we choose for ourselves?   

 In Michael Card’s song, “Traitor’s Look,” he pens a haunting truth we all can glean 
from the tale of Judas.   

 Now Judas, don’t you come to close.  I fear that I might see. 
 The traitor’s look upon your face, might look to much like me. 
   (Immanuel, by Michael Card. Nelson Publishers,   

Nashville.  1990. pg. 155)  

 Perhaps the gravest sin is when we choose to the stay in the Night.  Despite being 
confronted with the Truth, we choose to believe what we wish to believe, or we act as 
WE WANT to act.  In other words, we walk into the Night, and like Judas, deep down, 
we know we are betraying the one we say we follow.  

     -Rev. Dr. Mike Hatfield, Chatham Heights Baptist Church 

Good Friday Service at 7:00 pm  
on Zoom (www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5 or 1-888-465-4499, Mtg ID 276-638-8861#), 

Facebook, & YouTube 

Prelude – Baxter Jennings, First Baptist Church 

Welcome – Rev. Dr. Libby Grammer, First Baptist Church 

Call To Worship          Embrace the Cross                       Elliot  
   Becky Collins, soprano & Libby Grammer, alto 

Invocation & Lord’s Prayer – Rev. Dr. Libby Grammer, First Baptist Church 

Opening Hymn          O Sacred Head Now Wounded 

O sacred Head, now wounded, with grief and shame weighed down,  
now scornfully surrounded with thorns, Thine only crown;  

how pale Thou art with anguish, with sore abuse and scorn!  
How does that visage languish which once was bright as morn! 

What Thou, my Lord, has suffered was all for sinners’ gain;  
mine, mine was the transgression, but Thine the deadly pain.  

Lo, here I fall, my Savior! ’Tis I deserve Thy place;  
look on me with Thy favor, and grant to me Thy grace. 

What language shall I borrow to thank Thee, dearest Friend,  
for this, Thy dying sorrow, Thy pity without end?  

O make me Thine forever, and should I fainting be,  
Lord, let me never, never outlive my love to Thee. 

Psalter Litany: Psalm 22 - Rev. Dr. Mike Hatfield, Chatham Heights Baptist Church  
 My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? Why are you so far from helping me, 
from the words of my groaning? O my God, I cry by day, but you do not answer; and by 
night, but find no rest. 
 Yet you are holy, enthroned on the praises of Israel. In you our ancestors 
trusted; they trusted, and you delivered them. To you they cried, and were saved; 
in you they trusted, and were not put to shame.  
 Yet it was you who took me from the womb; you kept me safe on my mother’s breast. 
On you I was cast from my birth, and since my mother bore me you have been my God.  
 Do not be far from me, for trouble is near and there is no one to help.  
 A company of evildoers encircles me. They stare and gloat over me; they divide my 
clothes among themselves, and for my clothing they cast lots.  
 But you, O Lord, do not be far away! O my help, come quickly to my aid!  

http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI
http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI





Maundy Thursday, April 9
Maundy Thursday, John 13:34 

This Holy Week is different.  What an understatement!  There will be no Palm Sunday 
in the Park, no procession of palms, no foot washing, no Lord’s Supper together around the 
table, no increasingly dark sanctuary as the Passion is remembered, no sunrise service, no 
flowered cross.  Perhaps your list of “no” Palm to Easter Sunday traditions is different than 
mine, but I suspect we do all have several things we will be missing this week.  There is 
something we did before to remember, observe, and celebrate that we are not doing this 
year.  And that is sad.  Gravely sad.  Things are different, and it is not okay. 

When Jesus met with his disciples in the upper room on that long ago Thursday night, 
things were about to become very different for all of them, too.  In a matter of hours, two 
of those dining together will be dead, while the rest will abandon Jesus, one by the outright 
denial (three times!) that he knew him.  Things were about to be very different.  And it was 
sad, gravely sad. 

But in anticipation of the horror to come, Jesus did not retreat in despair.  Jesus did 
sorrowfully request pity from his friends.  No.  He got down in front of each of those 
gathered together to wash their feet.  He humbled himself before each one to simply yet 
powerfully demonstrate his love for them.  He loved them.  The betrayer.  The denier.  The 
deserters.  He loved them.  All of them.  For all of them, their world was about to be turned 
upside down.  Everything was about to change.  And Jesus’ message to them?  An “I love 
you”.  An act to show he loved them.  A sign that no matter what happened, Jesus loved 
them.  And his love would never die. 

Jesus’ love would never die because he would always be with them.  But, too, Jesus’ 
love would live on forever through the love the disciples shared with each other.  With 
everyone.  No matter what, Jesus’ love would always be with them. 

And so it is for us.  As we worship apart.  As we physically distance ourselves from each 
other.  As our world is turned upside down.  In all of it, God’s love that we know through 
Jesus Christ our Lord is always with us.  No matter what happens, God is with us. 

But to make it especially real, to show that God is real, to demonstrate we are always 
held in Jesus’ love, we can love each other.  We can call.  We can Skype.  We can honk our 
horn in others’ driveways.  We can embrace the people in our house.  We can send 
reassuring notes. 

Even though all is different, we can still know God’s love.  We can still show God’s love.  
We, with Jesus, can demonstrate, that nothing, nothing, nothing will ever be able to 
separate us from God’s love. -Rev. Brian Harrington, Starling Avenue Baptist Church

Good Friday, April 10
The Good in Gethsemane 

John 18:1-19:42 
 There’s never been a worse (or better?) name for an observance than “Good 
Friday.” Historically, of course, “Good” was a term that meant “pious” or “holy,” but it 
has come later to only mean a kind of happy virtuousness. Good Friday is a Holy day, 
must like our other days of Holy Week. But while it is far from “good” in the happy 
sense, it is “good” for so many other reasons. 
 In our Gospel lesson, we read the story of Jesus’ final night with the disciples. He 
enters the garden (a place called “Gethsemane” in Matthew). He is likely praying (as 
our other Gospels recount), when Judas Iscariot enters the place and crashes the party 
with a gang of religious folks out for blood. 
 Jesus asks the group, “Whom are you looking for?” and the group answers, “Jesus 
of Nazareth.” And Jesus replies, “I am he.” The Greek here Ego eimi literally just means, 
“I AM.” Now, if you remember your Exodus stories (Exod. 3:14), God uses this same 
response to Moses: “I AM that I AM.” Jesus also uses that phrase throughout the Gospel 
of John, “I am the vine,” “I am the light of the world,” “I am the good shepherd.” Jesus 
is someone / something totally new, totally different, totally holy – and wholly other. 
 And indeed, he was embodying God’s love for us as he endured arrest, denial, 
interrogation, insults, condemnation, suffering, and ultimately death as we read in this 
passage – all as the disciples scattered in fear and the women and John gathered at the 
cross to mourn.  
 There’s a sense in this passage that the mocking is strong – mocking this new kind 
of Kingdom Jesus was preaching, mocking the rabbi who dared take on the religious 
and cultural authorities. There is no king but the emperor; there is no one able to 
forgive sins but God. 
 Yet – unbeknownst to almost everyone, there was in fact a person, God-with-us, 
Immanuel, who was there among them, forgiving sins even as he hang dying. There was 
in fact a new King, one who was reigning through his decision to give up his spirit and 
be a servant of all. 
 Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus in this passage are the ones who gather up 
Jesus’s body and lay him in the tomb. This horrible day has ended. We hold this fear 
and pain and worry with the disciples. 
 For, whether we know the Good to come or not, this day’s darkness remains real 
to us, and we sit with it and remember. 
       - Rev. Dr. Libby Grammer, First Baptist Church



Maundy Thursday Service at 7:00 pm  
Zoom (www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5 or 1-888-465-4499, Mtg ID 276-638-8861#)   

& Facebook  
As you prepare to worship at home, gather elements for communion (bread, juice, 

whatever you have available) to be used later in the service. 
Prelude – Rev. Ed Spencer, Starling Avenue Baptist Church 

Welcome – Rev. Brian Harrington, Starling Avenue Baptist Church 

Psalter: Psalm 116:1-2,12-19 - Rev. Ashley Gill Harrington, Starling Avenue Baptist 

Call To Worship – Rev. Dr. Mike Hatfield, Chatham Heights Baptist Church 

 The Lord said to Moses and Aaron in the land of Egypt,  
 This shall be a day of remembrance for you. (Exodus 12:1, 14)  
 We will celebrate it as a festival to the Lord throughout all generations. 

 For I received from the Lord what I also handed on to you. (1 Corinthians 11:23, 26) 
 As often as we eat this bread and drink this cup,  
 we proclaim the Lord’s death, until he comes. 

Invocation & Lord’s Prayer – Rev. Dr. Mike Hatfield 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name,  
thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven.  
Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses,  

as we forgive those who trespass against us.  
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.  

For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen. 

Opening Hymn    Come Ye Sinners, Poor and Needy 

Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, weak and wounded, sick and sore;  
Jesus ready stands to save you, full of pity, love, and power. 

Refrain: I will arise and go to Jesus, He will embrace me in His arms;  
in the arms of my dear Savior, O there are ten thousand charms. 

Come, ye thirsty, come, and welcome, God’s free bounty glorify;  
true belief and true repentance, every grace that brings you nigh. Refrain 

Come, ye weary, heavy laden, lost and ruined by the fall;  
if you tarry till you’re better, you will never come at all. Refrain 

Let not conscience make you linger, nor of fitness fondly dream;  
all the fitness He requireth is to feel your need of Him. Refrain 

Old Testament Lesson: Exodus 12:1-14 - Rev. Brian Harrington, Starling Avenue Baptist 

Hymn         What Wondrous Love is This? 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul!  
What wondrous love is this, O my soul!  

What wondrous love is this that caused the Lord of bliss  
to bear the dreadful curse for my soul, for my soul,  

to bear the dreadful curse for my soul. 

When I was sinking down, sinking down, 
when I was sinking down, sinking down, 

when I was sinking down beneath God’s righteous frown, 
Christ laid aside His crown for my soul, for my soul,  

Christ laid aside His crown for my soul. 
To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing;  

to God and to the Lamb, I will sing.  
To God and to the Lamb who is the great “I Am,”  

while millions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing;  
while millions join the theme, I will sing. 

And when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on;  
and when from death I’m free, I’ll sing on.  

And when from death I’m free I’ll sing and joyful be;  
and through eternity, I’ll sing on, I’ll sing on; 

and through eternity, I’ll sing on. 

Gospel Lesson: John 13:1-7, 31b-35 - Rev. Dr. Libby Grammer 

Anthem          In Remembrance  
          Mary Helen Cameron, soprano; Libby Grammer, alto;  
            David Cameron, tenor; William Underwood, bass 

Communion  
              Using your gathered elements for communion (bread, juice, whatever you have  
                                      available), listen for guidance to partake together. 

Benediction  

Closing Hymn         Blest Be the Tie That Binds 

Blest be the tie that binds our hearts in Christian love;  
the fellowship of kindred minds is like to that above. 

Postlude — Rev. Ed Spencer 

http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI
http://www.bit.ly/2QrE9T5?fbclid=IwAR08HFCqq7BAdheoZ4zqo6xzPbnEaH8peIKkZieRi-mwIkwnp2nDFF6FPvI

