Stations of the Cross

OPENING SONG

Turn to the Living God

Refrain
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Turn, turn  to the liv - ing God, the God of heal-ing and
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com-fort, and with de-light, God will turn to
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you. With de - light, God will turn o you.

Verses

. For now is the time of fulfillment. The reign of our God is at hand.
Reform your life, turn from sin and believe this glorious news.

)

. Come, and return to the Lord. All you weary, bring your grieving hearts.
With kindness and mercy God’s compassion will fill your hearts with love.

%)

. Have mercy, O Lord, on your people. In your goodness wipe away our guilt.
Wash us clean, free us to become your living song of praise.

4. Come, sing with joy to the Lord. Listen with an open heart.
Hear God’s voice and follow: our good shepherd is guiding the way.

Text: Lor True, b.1961
Tune: Lori Tru
© 2003, GIA Py
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At the Cross Her Station Keeping
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1. At the cross her sta - tion keep-ing, Mar - y stood in
2. While she wait - ed in  her an-guish, See - ing Christ in
3. With what pain and  des - o - la-tion, With what no - ble
4. Ev - er pa-tient in  her yearn-ing, Thoughher tear-filled
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sor - row, weep - ing, When her Son was cru - ci - fied.
tor - ment lan - guish, Bit - ter sor - row pierced her heart.
res - ig na - tion, Mar - y walched her dy - ing Son.
eyes were burn - ing, Mar - y gazed up - on her Son.
5. Who, that sorrow contemplating, 10. Mother, may this prayer be granted:

On that passion meditating,
Would not share the Virgin’s grief”!

That Christ’s love may be implanted
In the depths of my poor soul.

6. Christ she saw, for our salvation, 11. At the cross, your sorrow sharing,
Scourged with cruel acclamation, All your grief and torment bearing,
Bruised and beaten by the rod. Let me stand and mourn with you.

7. Christ she saw with life-blood failing, 12. Fairest maid of all creation,
All her anguish unavailing, Queen of hope and consolation,
Saw him breathe his very last. Let me feel your grief sublime.

8. Mary, fount of love’s devotion, 13. Virgin, in your love befriend me,
Let me share with true emotion At the Judgment Day defend me.
All the sorrow you endured. Help me by your constant prayer,

9. Virgin, ever interceding,
Hear me in my fervent pleading:
Fire me with your love of Christ.

14. Savior, when my life shall leave me,
Through your mother’s prayers receive me
With the fruits of victory.

15. Let me to your love be taken,
Let my soul in death awaken
To the joys of Paradise.

Text: Stabat nmater dolorosa: Tacopone

Todi, 1230-1306; rans. by Anthony G. Petti, 1932-1985, € 1971, Faber Music, Lid
Tune: STABAT MATER, 88 7; Mainz

sanghich, 1661; harm, by Richard Proulx, 1937-2010

Reprinted with permission under ONE LICENSE #A-734418

LITTLE FLOWER CATHOLIC CHURCH - Lent, 2021

CLOSING SONG

What Wondrous Love |s This
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l. What won-drous love is this, O my soul, O my soul
2. To God and to the Lamb I will sing, I will sing;
3. And  when from death I'm free, [I'll sing on, I'll sing on;
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What won -drous love is  this, O my soul!
To God and to the Lamb I will sing.
And when from death I'm free, T'll sing on.
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What won-drous love is this that caused the Lord of  bliss
To God and to the Lamb, who is the great [ AM,
And when from death I'm free, T'll sing and joy - ful be,
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To bear the dread-ful curse for my soul, for my soul;
While  mil-lions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing;
And  through e - ter - ni - 1ty I'll sing on, I'll sing  on;
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To bear the dread - ful curse for my  soul!
While mil - lions join  the theme, I will sing.
And through e - ter - ni - ty I'll sing  on.
Text: Alexander Means, 18011883
Tune: WONDROUS LOVE, 12912 12 9; Southern Harmony, 1835; harm. from Cancare Damine, 1980



