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Lord Jesus, you invite your disciples to take up their cross 
and follow you.  So often I bear my cross for a little while, 
determined to show you my love, and then realize that it’s too 
much for me.  And instead of asking for your grace, I cast aside 
my cross.  It happens again and again.

Now that I am praying this Way of the Cross, don’t let my heart 
grow cynical and wrinkled!  You walked this path to Calvary first 
and you’re walking with me every step of the way.  Give me 
faith never to lose sight of you and strength for the cross you 
have asked me to bear.

“Whom else have I in the heavens? None beside you delights me 
on earth. Though my flesh and my heart fail, God is the rock of my 
heart, my portion forever” (Ps 73:25-26).

Opening Prayer
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“He committed no sin, and no deceit was found in his mouth. When he was insulted, 
he returned no insult; when he suffered, he did not threaten; instead, he handed 
himself over to the one who judges justly. He himself bore our sins in his body upon 
the cross, so that, free from sin, we might live for righteousness. By his wounds you 
have been healed” (1 Pt 2:22-24).

I sit as your judge, Lord.  

Who are you?  Who are you for me?  With the high priests do I avidly plot your 
destruction?  They see you as a rival who must be obliterated, a false prophet 
whose lies must be silenced.  How dare you question their leadership and their 
holiness?

Pilate shoos you off to Herod, and when the problem returns, he is too big a 
coward to follow his conscience.

And I—do I choose freedom for you or for Barabbas?  Forgive me, Lord; so 
often I choose a kingdom of darkness over a kingdom of love.  Like Pilate, I too 
am a coward.

But how do you face your judges?  Why don’t you speak in your defense?  One 
word would have silenced them all.  Yet you accept the verdict as a free man—
not because of today’s trial.  Your true trial was last night in the garden, and 
there you received your sentence.  “Father, …not my will but yours…” (Lk 22:42).  
“May it be done to me according to your word”  (Lk 1:38).

Pilate’s condemnation is but an echo of what you already know: this cup is not 
to pass you by.

1. Jesus is Condemned to Death



“I am one who has known affliction under the rod of God’s anger, one whom he has 
driven and forced to walk in darkness, not in light; against me alone he turns his 
hand—again and again all day long” (Lam 3:1-3).

It’s so easy for me, Lord, to tell you that I will carry my cross alongside you, so 
easy to say that, though all others flee, I will stay and die with you.  Then, when 
the shadow of the cross looms over me and when the cock begins to crow… at 
that hour when you need me most, and when I can show how true my love is, I 
fail.  I turn.  I cast down my eyes.  Who is this man?  I do not know him.

But when your cross appears you do not hesitate to prove your love.  You will 
die for me, for an enemy of the cross.  This burden doesn’t scare you, Lord.  It 
doesn’t overwhelm your plan of redemption.  This is why you’ve abandoned 
heaven, why you’ve taken flesh and preached the Kingdom: to bring us back to 
the Father at any cost.

Your hour has truly come.  On your shoulders you bear my sin and your end—
our hope for a new beginning.

Your carpenter’s fingers run along the timber’s grain as you clutch your cross 
close to your thorny head.  Father! your heart cries, here is wood for the sacrifice, 
and here is the Lamb!
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2. Jesus is Burdened with the Cross



“Will the Lord reject us forever, never again show favor? Has God’s mercy ceased 
forever? The promise to go unfulfilled for future ages? Has God forgotten how to 
show mercy, in anger withheld his compassion?” (Ps 77:8-10).

You fall.  I close my eyes at the impact.  No man should have to bear such a 
burden!  Stop, Lord!  Throw aside your cross and escape as you have before.  
There is still time.

Your knees are bruised and your wrists begin to swell from the impact.  Will 
you die here, lying in the dust?  I run over to you, kneel down beside your head 
and whisper the confession bursting in my heart:  You know, Lord… your cross 
is so heavy because of me.  It’s my sins that weigh you down and crush you to the 
earth.  If only I had learned to love—if only I had chosen my ego just one time less—
perhaps your cross would be just a little lighter, just enough for you to go on and not 
fall.  If only…

But you bear your burden freely and accept every moment of suffering.  There 
is no evil you cannot take up, mold, and use for a good beyond anything I could 
ever understand.  “Where sin increased, grace overflowed all the more” (Rm 5:20).  
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3. Jesus Falls for the First Time



“For you drew me forth from the womb, made me safe at my mother’s breasts. Upon 
you I was thrust from the womb; since my mother bore me you are my God. Do not 
stay far from me, for trouble is near, and there is no one to help” (Ps 22:10-12).

The lash tears into your back as the riff-raff soldiery drive you forward.  You have 
lost so much blood… How will you ever take another tottering step onwards, 
much less climb the most terrible peak that so far has proved beyond any 
expedition ever sent by man?

Yet as you are about to let fall the cross and collapse in despair, as your knees 
begin to sag, a gaze grabs you and holds you up.  A tender set of eyes penetrate 
the shadows and lock onto yours.  There is at least one who yet loves you, one 
person for whom your sacrifice will not have been in vain.

She says no words, but her eyes speak to you calmly and insistently, Don’t you 
give up!  Am I not here who am your mother?  It is enough.  Your strength renewed, 
you stagger ahead.

But who gives your mother strength?  Who holds her up as she pours herself 
out sustaining you?  Who is there to weep for her heart, wounded by a sword?  

There is no drop of blood you shed that is not hers as well, no wound that does 
not tear her flesh.  For when you say This is my body, it is a body she has given 
you.  When you say This is my blood, it is a chalice she also fills.

In the power of the Holy Spirit, she continues her fiat.  May she also draw hope 
from her little children who love as best they can.
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4. Jesus Meets His Mother



“For to you has been granted, for the sake of Christ, not only to believe in him but 
also to suffer for him” (Phil 1:29).

The soldiers curse and urge—this agonizing march must not go on indefinitely, 
and you are already slowing again.  The centurion begins to eye the crowd and 
you look after him into a multitude of faces.  Everyone you see jeers at you and 
spits.  

Did that one spread his cloak before your donkey last Sunday?  Did she hear 
you preach at the Temple and nod as you bested the scribes?  And he—was not 
he one of the nine lepers who had never returned in gratitude for his cure?  So 
many faces, and not one who protests; not one who has not received a gift at 
your hands, heard words of life from your mouth.

The centurion picks the one man you have never seen before: because you have 
a blessing to offer him as well.  Simon is here on pilgrimage and dressed for the 
feast.  Heedless of his complaints, the guards thrust him towards you—towards 
you and your cross.  

How long did it take Simon to forget about his plans for the Passover and his 
ruined cloak; how long to realize, Lord, the gift he was receiving?   For the cross 
thrust upon me is grace, if you too are there.

MEDITATIONS ON THE WAY OF THE CROSS

5. Simon of Cyrene Helps Jesus to 
Carry His Cross



“[Love] does not rejoice over wrongdoing but rejoices with the truth. It bears all 
things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things… At present we see 
indistinctly, as in a mirror, but then face to face” (1 Cor 13:6-7,12).

 “Love bears all things… endures all things”: this is your cross, your burden and 
your gift.  “Love believes all things, hopes all things…” What is it you believe and 
hope?  That your sacrifice will not be in vain.  That we will one day be with you 
forever when every tear shall be wiped away.

You are not alone in your passion, Lord.  There are many souls who, with 
Veronica, do not turn away at the sight of your bruised face and broken nose, 
who will not deny you at the sight of your bloody diadem of thorns.  

“At present we see indistinctly, as in a mirror, but then face to face.”  Souls like 
Veronica know not to get lost in the shadows and the mirrors.  They know 
that beyond the cross your true face is hidden, and they long to see your glory.  
Through the cross they discern an echo of the face of the most beautiful of 
the sons of men, and “those who have not been told shall see, those who have not 
heard shall ponder it” (Is 52:15).

Veronica and those like her know how to live contemplating in faith the veil of 
your Passion.  They await Resurrection Sunday.
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6. Veronica Wipes the Face of Jesus



“For he commands his angels with regard to you, to guard you wherever you go. With 
their hands they shall support you, lest you strike your foot against a stone” 
(Ps 91:11-12).

A second fall.  A second defeat.  Your foot catches against a stone and you fall 
down once more.  And at this moment of greatest weakness you hear a voice.  I 
too have heard that mocking whisper, now trying to slip a mortal blade into the 
depths of your heart:

So here you are, fallen and dying.  Your friends deny you and the one you call Father 
has disowned you—you are no son of his!  You would not throw yourself down 
from the Temple, so I have CAST YOU DOWN.  “No evil shall befall you… For he 
commands his angels with regard to you… With their hands they shall support you, 
lest you strike your foot against a stone” (Ps 91:10-12).  Oh yes, so true.  Can you 
still believe that?

But you are your Father’s Son.  You will let nothing turn you from him.  Before 
you had replied, quoting God’s scripture, his word: “You shall not put the Lord 
your God to the test” (LK 4:12).

You are the Father’s Word, you are his Answer.  And you have not yet finished 
speaking your silent message of love.

Again you take a deep ragged breath and push.  “Who may go up the mountain of 
the Lord?” (Ps 24:3). Again you slowly set the cross to your shoulders and force 
yourself to your knees and then to your feet.  Towards Calvary, “to your holy 
mountain, to the place of your dwelling, that I may come to the altar of God...” 
(Ps 43:3-4).
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7. Jesus Falls for the Second Time



“Hear, you women, the word of the Lord, let your ears receive the word of his mouth. 
Teach your daughters a dirge, and each other a lament” (Jer 9:19).

Some of the women of the city gather to mourn your death.  Their tears are 
sincere—an oasis of pity lost amidst the shouts and insults.  But you see and are 
grateful.  And you never lose a chance to do good.  You too have wept for them, 
for their children and for their city, for their nation and for their world.

May my heart cry with yours at the terrible cost of unbelief!  “Jerusalem, 
Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and stone those sent to you, how many times I 
yearned to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, 
but you were unwilling! Behold, your house will be abandoned…” (Lk 13:34-35).

You suffer knowing that your gift might not be enough to win passage into some 
hearts.  Anyone who condemns you, who refuses you, condemns himself in 
the same act.  You tell the women to weep for their children, for they are your 
children too.
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8. Jesus Meets the Holy Women



“Do not rejoice over me, my enemy! though I have fallen, I will arise; though I sit in 
darkness, the Lord is my light” (Mic 7:8).

Why, Lord?  Why must you fall again?  Why must you remain quiet as they insult 
you, when you could silence them with a word?  One word would be enough!  
And then they would know that you really are God.  Why don’t you prove your 
divinity?

But your ways are not my ways, Lord, and I forget myself.  “I have spoken but did 
not understand; things too marvelous for me, which I did not know” (Job 42:3).  You 
have taken our flesh, and now you must prove without a doubt that you are 
man.  You are the Son of Man, one of us.  And with us you will drink the full cup 
of our punishment.  You will fall however many times it takes to prove that there 
is no suffering you have not borne, no wound that does not have a place on 
your cross.

You do not fall and die to prove that you are God—for that we must wait until 
Easter Sunday.  You fall to prove that God is love.

“Whoever is without love does not know God, for God is love. In this way the love of 
God was revealed to us: God sent his only Son into the world so that we might have 
life through him” (1 Jn 4:8-9).
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9. Jesus Falls for the Third Time



“[The poor] pass the night naked, without clothing; they have no covering against the 
cold” (Job 24:7).

You have already lost your health, your followers, your reputation, and your 
liberty.  They have tormented you, mocked you, but now they rip and tear away 
at your last shred of dignity.  You have nothing left.  Though they cannot break 
your spirit, they will torment you however they can.

There stands the dreamer!  You who would destroy the Temple and rebuild it in three 
days!  You claimed God for Father and now you are nothing!  He shivers in the cold.

“They said to one another : ‘Here comes that dreamer! Come now, let us kill him and 
throw him into one of the cisterns … We will see then what comes of his dreams.’ 
So when Joseph came up to his brothers, they stripped him of his tunic, the long 
ornamented tunic he had on; then they took him and threw him into the cistern” 
(Gen 37:19-20,23-24).

Yes, Lord, we are your brothers who treat you so!  And how can our Father 
forgive such a terrible crime unless you plead on our behalf?  Beg him to have 
mercy on us, and clothe us in white robes, washed in the blood of the Lamb.
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10. Jesus is Stripped of His Garments 



“To the victor, who keeps to my ways until the end, I will give authority over the 
nations. He will rule them with an iron rod” (Rev 2:26-27).

At your birth, the wise men of the East paid homage to a baby that no one 
considered a king except through eyes of faith.  And they brought tributes: 
frankincense for your holiness, myrrh for your humanity, and gold.  Gold for a 
king.

Now all the world acclaims you in mockery: Jesus of Nazareth, king of the Jews.  
They do not believe the words they speak.  (I believe—help my unbelief!)  In 
place of frankincense they offer curses, no myrrh besides the sour wine they 
touch to your lips with a sponge.  And instead of gold, they put hard iron in your 
hands: the right, the left, and then through your feet.

You need no one to force you down for the nails, but your hand reaches out 
toward its final place of rest and toward the iron we will drive through it.

This is my body, you cry, given up for you!
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11. Jesus is Nailed to the Cross



“This is why the Father loves me, because I lay down my life in order to take it up 
again. No one takes it from me, but I lay it down on my own. I have power to lay it 
down, and power to take it up again” (Jn 10:17-18).

Usually I cling to my life with a clenched fist, Lord, and yet despite my efforts it 
somehow always slips through my fingers.  I cling to the life I want to live, to a 
future with mountains yet to climb and an ever-elusive happiness dangling just 
outside my grasp.

I cling.  You offer.  You teach me that my life is a gift to be given to others, and 
that only the Father’s hands are strong and sure enough to receive my life and 
make it come fully alive.

Your last moments on earth are not filled with a desperate power struggle, but 
you entrust yourself to the Father’s hands.  This is your leap in the dark.  But you 
know that your Father will be there to catch you.

“‘Father, into your hands I commend my spirit.’  Having said this, he breathed his 
last” (Lk 23:46).  These words say nothing if not Abba, Daddy, I did it—all of it.  
Now take me home.

And in this moment you place all those you love in his hands as well.  Their faces 
flash before you: your mother, John and the other apostles, your disciples, your 
enemies… and me.  

“My Father, who has given them to me, is greater than all, and no one can take them 
out of the Father’s hand” (Jn 10:29).

Into your hands I commend my spirit.  What else is there to offer?  The gift has 
been wholly given, and the sacrifice is complete.
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12. Jesus Dies on the Cross



“Can a mother forget her infant, be without tenderness for the child of her womb?” 
(Is 49:15).

He is gone.  You look from the cross to John, one of the many children he’s given 
you.  But he is gone.  You will not speak to him again before shroud and tomb 
conceal him—not even that consolation remains.  

Yet what is it you whisper, Mother?  What is your groaning prayer as they 
remove the nails and slowly lower his body towards your arms?  Fiat.  Let it be 
done to me as you will it.  Even now.  Even here.

Humanity has devoured his flesh and become drunk on his blood—in their blind 
stupidity and passion they have killed God’s son and yours.  Yet, as Jesus, you 
also forgive them.  You also say that they did not know, and you pray for their 
salvation.

Your arms receive him and all else ceases to exist as, like so many years ago in 
Bethlehem, you rock your baby.

Now he does not need your strength, and your encouragement cannot help him 
anymore.  His mission is fulfilled—it is finished.  But yours is not.  We, your new 
children, need your support as we place one foot after another along the path 
he has marked, as we follow him to Calvary.
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13. Jesus is Taken Down from the Cross



“And she gave birth to her firstborn son. She wrapped him in swaddling clothes and 
laid him in a manger” (Lk 2:7).

Hush!  Your child sleeps!  As you laid him in that bed of straw so long ago, now 
you gently lay him to rest on his bed of stone.  And did you, like then, sing 
him soft a lullaby—a song of peace and light at last—while your own heart 
wandered through shadows?

Your loving watch warns away any angel who might wish to appear with the 
sound of trumpet blast—for the tomb is a place of silence, and heaven’s Prince 
is sleeping.

And you wept as “Jesus wept” (Jn 11:35) before the tomb of Lazarus, believing 
and hoping in life after death, but drinking the chalice to the dregs.  

May your tears fall on my heart, Mother.  May they penetrate my heart of stone 
and purify me through your suffering.

…

Sleep on, my sweet Prince of Peace—sleep on, for you have earned your rest.  I 
will keep watch over you, longing for that coming dawn, when your Father will 
gently shake your shoulder and whisper, Son, it’s time to get up...
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14. Jesus is Laid in the Tomb



Lord Jesus, I’ve walked and prayed with you along your path 
to Calvary.  Mold my heart through suffering and shape it to 
become more like yours.  Give me strength to bear my cross, 
because only with your grace can I hope to go on.

Your words are spirit and they are life; they are breath and life.  
Jesus!  Be the love that moves me and the air that fills me.

I know that the tomb is not the end.  My hope rests with you, 
and with you it will rise.  Amen. 

“God gave us eternal life, and this life is in his Son” (1 Jn 5:11).
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Concluding Prayer
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