
The First Station of the Cross 

They led Him from Caiaphas, the high priest. 

Dragged away in chains and shame. 

Claimed blasphemy! Not in the least.  

Pilate washed his hands of blame. 

 

They said they knew the truth. 

Though all God’s prophets, dread. 

Their actions wrung with Roman brute. 

Their God they mocked and struck His head. 

 

Still not enough to satisfy them, 

They sought, in vain, to destroy Him. 

With Roman law, they did condemn. 

They forced a sentence so grim. 

 

His death decree His life bequeath. 

Jesus is condemned to death. 

 

We adore You, O Christ, and we praise You. 

Because by Your Holy Cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and One Hail Mary. 

 

The Second Station of the Cross 

When Pilate had Him scourged, 

And hearts began to bleed so great a loss. 

Every lash and wail, our sins, did purge.  

So free He gave; so great His cost. 

 

O Mother, do you listen? 

Love cries out in agony. 

For our sins, God has given. 

Saints of God embrace His ecstasy. 

 

Our Savior marches to the altar. 

His dress is purple; His crown is thorns. 

And even though, He’s bound to falter. 

What beauty waits the face of scorn. 

 

God’s wedding feast and divorce.  

Jesus takes up His cross. 

 

We adore You, O Christ, and we praise You. 

Because, by Your holy cross, You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Third Station of the Cross 

Behold the man who carries his cross. 

He bears his burden in pain. 

He dares to love without cost.  

Despite his suffering and shame. 

 

No one loves without loss. 

We spend our lives in faithful hope. 

Embracing our absolving cross, 

We pray for grace to cope. 

 

Love must be our consolation. 

For they will curse your lonely fate. 

But heaven sang My Lamentations, 

And paved in blood this narrow gate. 

 

Beneath the weight of our crime, 

Jesus falls the first time. 

 

We adore You O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary 

 

The Fourth Station of the Cross 

O Mother, look and see. 

Don’t take my pain to heart. 

I cannot bear your agony.  

Full of grace, thou art. 

 

Remember what we’ve seen. 

The mystery of a virgin’s birth, 

Your God became a human being 

And all creation groans on earth. 

 

This is the time of fulfillment. 

See, I make all things new. 

For sinners shall repent. 

Their sins confess and death undo. 

 

What love they bore each other. 

Jesus meets His mother. 

 

We adore Your O Christ and we praise you. 

Because by Your holy cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Fifth Station of the Cross 

His journey steepened to Golgotha. 

The Romans saw Him weaken. 

When even cries, He did not utter. 

No more could they have beaten. 

 

They seized a rugged passer-by. 

Simon of Cyrene was his name. 

A countryman, he did comply. 

They forced into their game. 

 

What blessing can befall us? 

Look deep within each tragedy. 

And lift your faith to trust. 

You’re right where you can learn from me. 

 

Your hardship, don’t be quick to toss. 

Simon is forced to carry the cross. 

 

We adore You O Christ and we praise You. 

Because, by Your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

  

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary 

 

The Sixth Station of the Cross 

There was nothing now to draw us to him. 

So marred was His appearance. 

His light had grown so dim. 

Still love could see our blessed assurance. 

 

Blood and sweat flowed, mingled down. 

Here love and mercy meet. 

And in our weeping, we could drown. 

Our bleeding hearts with passion beat. 

 

In this, Thy Holy Image shines. 

So we can see Thee in the poor. 

To bring to light what hate confines. 

With mercy, open every door. 

 

With love and tenderness and grace, 

Veronica wipes Jesus’ face. 

 

We adore You O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Seventh Station of the Cross 

With their afflictions, He was afflicted. 

And their sins, they did not cease. 

A world in din, their souls addicted. 

Slaves to sin, they have no peace. 

 

Take His yoke upon your shoulder. 

His yoke is easy and His burden light. 

The love you seek is much colder. 

A doubtful plight, dressed in night. 

 

He can help you lighten your load. 

Trust in Him whenever you fall. 

You can help Him walk this road. 

For love of you, He gave His all. 

 

No sin can stop His climb. 

Jesus falls the second time. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray: one Our Father and Hail Mary 

 

The Eighth Station of the Cross 

Open your hearts and weep. 

Cry from the depth of your soul. 

Let tears run down your cheek. 

Weep for the young and the old. 

 

Weep for your sons and daughters. 

Weep for the living and the dead. 

Moan and groan for all who falter. 

No need to raise your head.  

 

But dry your eyes for Me. 

Rid your hearts of sadness. 

I am the Lamb who sets you free. 

And leave no room for hardness. 

 

As He wept over Jerusalem, 

Jesus consoles the women. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Ninth Station of the Cross 

Here I am Lord. 

I come to do Thy will. 

In heaven and earth adored. 

Thy promise, I will fulfill. 

 

Sinners shall come back to You. 

Tepid souls shall grow fervent. 

Thy sacrifice of love so true,  

Thy poor and humble servant. 

 

Now Mercy shall forever fall. 

And raise up those bowed down. 

Thy church to sinners call. 

The humble wear Thy crown. 

 

Love tested now prime. 

Jesus falls the third time. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross, You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 

 

The Tenth Station of the Cross 

So much sin, we hope to cover. 

So much within that grieves our lover. 

Do we think that God can’t see us? 

And pray in spite of our vain lust. 

 

Who will bring the truth to our eyes? 

Who will expose us for our lies? 

From the soles of our feet to our head, 

Can we look at what we dread? 

 

It was our sins that He bore. 

In His flesh, so ripped and scored. 

Exposed to shame and pain once more, 

Love that cannot be ignored. 

 

Our pride laid bare our spirit rent 

Jesus is stripped of His garments. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross, You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Eleventh Station of the Cross 

He came to the place of the skull, 

Golgotha, where He was crucified. 

Their mobbing cries came to a lull, 

In hope they’d soon be satisfied. 

 

They pierced His hands and feet. 

The innocent bleeds and cries in our sight. 

How long they bear our silence’s defeat. 

We watch we glare, it’s not our fight. 

 

I can count all My bones. 

They laid Me on this wood of sacrifice. 

Still You, My God, have heard My groans, 

And My suffering did suffice. 

 

For Love that fears no loss. 

Jesus is nailed to the cross. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross, You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 

 

The Twelfth Station of the Cross 

On Calvary’s rock our Savior stood, 

In agony, Love’s ecstasy, on God-forsaken wood. 

Oh my abandoned Christ, in Thy plea for mercy, 

Let me find new strength of faith, when I too cannot see. 

 

We often stand alone in grief. 

But, we are guilty like the good thief. 

Sometimes innocence can be our comfort. 

But many times it’s Thee, we fail to support. 

 

Forgive me God, for the sake of Thy Son. 

Remember me, when Thou hast won.  

And I will never boast in my flesh. 

But be Thy mercy, Thy souls refresh. 

 

Refine our hearts till sin is dross. 

Jesus dies on the cross. 

  

We adore you O Christ and we praise You. 

Because by Your holy cross, You have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary. 



The Thirteenth Station of the Cross 

In evening’s dying light, 

His suffering now over. 

The Spirit of the Lord took flight. 

Thus began our Passover. 

 

Her firstborn’s life had ended. 

His body pierced and bled. 

The Son of Man descended. 

The Virgin caressed His head. 

 

Descending first to rise, 

To set the captives free, 

Those in darkness, open their eyes, 

Mere mortals could not see. 

 

God’s mystery runs its course. 

Jesus is taken down from the cross. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise you. 

Because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 

 

Pray one Our Father and one Hail Mary 

 

The Fourteenth Station of the Cross 

Joseph of Arimathea sought the body of our Lord. 

Still in a daze as in a cloud, 

He wrapped Him in a linen shroud. 

Nearby, his empty tomb, a room assured. 

 

A burial place for Thou to rest, 

Now holy ground that Thou hast blessed. 

A short delay for death’s destruction. 

Thy Holy One, not see corruption. 

 

Our lives are filled with empty tombs, 

Hewn out in hardships here on earth. 

We wait for our rebirth, 

We’re born again as from the womb. 

 

Restless death is doomed.  

Jesus is laid in the tomb. 

 

We adore you O Christ and we praise you. 

Because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 
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