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531 Hail, Thou Once Despised Jesus 

1 Hail, Thou once despisèd Jesus! 
    Hail, Thou Galilean King! 
Thou didst suffer to release us; 
    Thou didst free salvation bring. 
Hail, Thou universal Savior, 
    Bearer of our sin and shame! 
By Thy merit we find favor: 
    Life is given through Thy name. 

 
2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, 

    All our sins on Thee were laid; 
By almighty love anointed, 
    Thou hast full atonement made. 
All Thy people are forgiven 
    Through the virtue of Thy blood; 
Opened is the gate of heaven, 
    Reconciled are we with God. 

 
3 Jesus, hail! Enthroned in glory, 

    There forever to abide; 
All the heav’nly hosts adore Thee, 
    Seated at Thy Father’s side. 
There for sinners Thou art pleading; 
    There Thou dost our place prepare, 
Ever for us interceding 
    Till in glory we appear. 

 
4 Worship, honor, pow’r, and blessing 

    Thou art worthy to receive; 
Highest praises, without ceasing, 
    Right it is for us to give. 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits, 



    All your noblest anthems raise; 
Help to sing our Savior’s merits, 
    Help to chant Immanuel’s praise! 

Text (sts. 1, 3–4): Hymns Addressed to the Holy, Holy, Holy, Triune God, 1757, London, alt.; (sts. 2–
4): A Collection of Psalms and Hymns, 1760, London, alt. 
Text: Public domain 
 

 
 
Common Versicles LSB 229 

L O Lord, open my lips, 
C and my mouth will declare Your praise. 
  
L Make haste, O God, to deliver me; 
C make haste to help me, O Lord. 
  
C Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit; 

as it was in the beginning, is now, and will be forever. Amen. 
Praise to You, O Christ. Alleluia. 

 

Psalmody 

Reading Psalm 102 

1Hear my prayer, | O LORD;* 
let my cry | come to you! 
2Do not hide your face from me 
 in the day of | my distress!* 
Incline your ear to me; 
 answer me speedily in the day | when I call! 

3For my days pass a- | way like smoke,* 
 and my bones burn like a | furnace. 
4My heart is struck down like grass and has | withered;* 
 I forget to | eat my bread. 
5Because of my loud | groaning* 
 my bones cling | to my flesh. 
6I am like a desert owl of the | wilderness,* 
 like an owl of the waste | places; 
7I | lie awake;* 
 I am like a lonely sparrow on the | housetop. 



8All the day my enemies | taunt me;* 
 those who deride me use my name | for a curse. 
9For I eat ashes | like bread* 
 and mingle tears | with my drink, 
10because of your indignation and | anger;* 
 for you have taken me up and | thrown me down. 
11My days are like an evening | shadow;* 
 I wither a- | way like grass. 

12But you, O LORD, are enthroned for- | ever;* 
 you are remembered throughout all gener- | ations. 
13You will arise and have pity on | Zion;* 
 it is the time to favor her; 
 the appointed | time has come. 
14For your servants hold her | stones dear* 
 and have pity | on her dust. 
15Nations will fear the name | of the LORD,* 
 and all the kings of the earth will fear your | glory. 
16For the LORD builds up | Zion;* 
 he appears in his | glory; 
17he regards the prayer of the | destitute* 
 and does not de- | spise their prayer. 
18Let this be recorded for a genera- | tion to come,* 
 so that a people yet to be created may | praise the LORD: 
19that he looked down from his | holy height;* 
 from heaven the LORD looked | at the earth, 
20to hear the groans of the | prisoners,* 
 to set free those who were | doomed to die, 
21that they may declare in Zion the name | of the LORD,* 
 and in Jerusa- | lem his praise, 
22when peoples gather to- | gether,* 
 and kingdoms, to wor- | ship the LORD. 
23He has broken my strength in | midcourse;* 
 he has shortened | my days. 
24“O my God,” I say, “take me not away 
 in the midst | of my days—* 
you whose years endure 
 throughout all gener- | ations!” 
25Of old you laid the foundation | of the earth,* 
 and the heavens are the work | of your hands. 



26They will perish, but you | will remain;* 
 they will all wear out like a | garment. 
You will change them like a robe, and they will | pass away,* 
 27but you are the same, and your years | have no end. 
28The children of your servants shall | dwell secure;* 
 their offspring shall be established be- | fore you. 

C Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit; 
as it was in the beginning, is now, and will be forever. Amen. 
Praise to You, O Christ. Alleluia. 

 
Sit 
Office Hymn -   
450 O Sacred Head, Now Wounded 

1 O sacred Head, now wounded, 
    With grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded 
    With thorns, Thine only crown. 
O sacred Head, what glory, 
    What bliss, till now was Thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 
    I joy to call Thee mine. 

 
2 How pale Thou art with anguish, 

    With sore abuse and scorn! 
How doth Thy face now languish 
    That once was bright as morn! 
Grim death, with cruel rigor, 
    Hath robbed Thee of Thy life; 
Thus Thou hast lost Thy vigor, 
    Thy strength, in this sad strife. 

 
3 What Thou, my Lord, hast 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. 



 
4 My Shepherd, now receive me; 

    My Guardian, own me Thine. 
Great blessings Thou didst give me, 
    O Source of gifts divine. 
Thy lips have often fed me 
    With words of truth and love; 
Thy Spirit oft hath led me 
    To heav’nly joys above. 

 
5 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 for Thee. 

 
6 My Savior, be Thou near me 

    When death is at my door; 
Then let Thy presence cheer me, 
    Forsake me nevermore! 
When soul and body languish, 
    O leave me not alone, 
But take away mine anguish 
    By virtue of Thine own! 

 
7 Be Thou my consolation, 

    My shield, when I must die; 
Remind me of Thy passion 
    When my last hour draws nigh. 
Mine eyes shall then behold Thee, 
    Upon Thy cross shall dwell, 
My heart by faith enfold Thee. 
    Who dieth thus dies well. 

Text: attr. Bernard of Clairvaux, 1091–1153; German version, Paul Gerhardt, 1607–76; tr. The 
Lutheran Hymnal, 1941, alt. 
Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005396 

 



 

Readings 

 
III. The Palace of the High Priest 

     Those who had arrested Jesus brought him to the high priest’s house, 
where the scribes and elders were assembled. Peter followed him afar off, and 
so did another disciple. That disciple was known to the high priest and went in 
with Jesus into the palace of the high priest, but Peter stood outside at the 
door. So that other disciple, who was known to the high priest, went out and 
spoke to the doorkeeper and brought Peter in. He went in and sat with the 
servants to see the end. He was warming himself at the fire they had kindled 
in the middle of the courtyard. 
  
     Meanwhile, the chief priests and the whole council were seeking evidence 
that might make the case for a death sentence, but they could not find any. 
Many bore false witness against him, but their statements did not agree. Two 
stepped forward and said, “We heard him say, ‘I shall destroy this temple 
made with hands and after three days I shall build another, not made with 
hands.’” But even on this point their evidence did not agree. 
  
     Then the high priest stood up, moved to the center, and put this question to 
Jesus, “Do you have no answer? What is this evidence they have given against 
you?” But he was silent and gave no answer. 
     Again the high priest put a question to him and said, “Are you the Christ, the 
Son of the Blessed?” 
     Jesus said, “I am. You will see the Son of Man seated at the right hand of 
God’s power and coming with the clouds of heaven.” 
     The high priest tore his garments and said, “Do we still need any witnesses? 
You have heard this blasphemy. What is your opinion?” They all agreed that 
he was deserving of death. 
  
     Then some of them began to spit on him; they blindfolded him, struck him, 
and said to him, “Prophesy to us, O Christ, who is it that struck you?” The 
guards beat him as they took him away. 
  
     Meanwhile Peter was sitting outside in the courtyard. One of the 
maidservants of the high priest came and saw Peter warming himself. She 



looked at him closely as he sat in the light of the fire, and said, “You also were 
along with the man from Nazareth, that Jesus.” 
  
     Peter denied it and said, “I do not know what you mean.” He went out to the 
forecourt. 
     Another maidservant saw him there and said to those who were standing 
around, “This man was with Jesus of Nazareth.” 
     Peter denied it again with an oath, “I do not know the man.” 
     A little later those standing around said to Peter, “Surely you are one of 
them. You are a Galilean. Your accent gives you away.” 
     Peter started calling down curses on himself and swore, “I do not know the 
man.” 
  
     And immediately while he was still speaking, the cock crowed a second 
time, and the Lord turned and looked on Peter. Then Peter remembered that 
Jesus had said to him, “Before the cock crows twice, you will deny me three 
times.” Peter broke down, and went out, and wept bitterly. 
  
     As soon as it was morning the chief priests with the elders and the scribes 
held the court session with all the Sanhedrin. Then they bound him, led him 
away, and turned him over to Pilate. Then Judas, who had betrayed him, when 
he saw that he was condemned, was sorry and brought back the thirty pieces 
of silver to the chief priests and elders, saying, “I have sinned. I have betrayed 
innocent blood.” 
  
     They said, “What is that to us? That is your affair.” Judas threw down the 
pieces of silver in the temple and departed. He went and hanged himself. 
  
     The chief priests took the silver pieces and said, “It is not lawful to put them 
into the treasury, because it is the price of blood.” They took counsel and 
bought with them the potter’s field to bury strangers in. That is why to this 
day that field has been called “the field of blood.” 
  
     In this way was fulfilled what was spoken by Jeremiah the prophet, saying, 
“They took the thirty pieces of silver, the price of him on whom a price had 
been set by the children of Israel, and gave them for the potter’s field.” 
 

Responsory  LSB 230 
L Teach me Your way, O Lord, that I may walk in Your truth. 



C Your Word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path. 
L Unite my heart to fear Your name that I may walk in Your truth. 
C Your Word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path. 
L Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit. 
C Your Word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path. 
 

Here may follow a sermon or catechesis.  

 Catechesis, Peter denies Jesus, Deacon Poe. 

Canticle 

 
Stand 

 
Antiphon (Common) LSB 231 

L Let my prayer rise before You as incense, 
C and the lifting up of my hands as the evening sacrifice. 
 

Magnificat LSB 231 
C My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God, my Savior; 
 for He has regarded the lowliness of His handmaiden. 
 For behold, from this day all generations will call me blessed. 
 For the Mighty One has done great things to me, and holy is His name; 
 and His mercy is on those who fear Him from generation to generation. 
 He has shown strength with His arm; He has scattered the proud in the 

imagination of their hearts. 
 He has cast down the mighty from their thrones and has exalted the lowly. 
 He has filled the hungry with good things, and the rich He has sent empty 

away. 
 He has helped His servant Israel in remembrance of His mercy as He spoke 

to our fathers, to Abraham and to his seed forever. 
 Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit; 

as it was in the beginning, is now, and will be forever. Amen. 
 

 
Offering 

 

Prayer.  The Evening Suffrages. 

 



Kneel/Stand 
 

Kyrie LSB 233 
C Lord, have mercy; 

Christ, have mercy; 
Lord, have mercy. 

 
Evening Suffrages LSB 282 

L O Lord, hear my prayer. 
C And let my cry come to You. 
 
L Holy God, holy and most gracious Father, 
C have mercy and hear us. 
 
C 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 and ever. Amen. 

 
C I believe in God, the Father Almighty, 

     maker of heaven and earth. 
  
And in Jesus Christ, His only Son, our Lord, 
     who was conceived by the Holy Spirit, 
     born of the virgin Mary, 
     suffered under Pontius Pilate, 
     was crucified, died and was buried. 
     He descended into hell. 
     The third day He rose again from the dead. 



     He ascended into heaven 
     and sits at the right hand of God the Father Almighty. 
     From thence He will come to judge the living and the dead. 
  
I believe in the Holy Spirit, 
     the holy Christian Church, 
          the communion of saints, 
     the forgiveness of sins, 
     the resurrection of the body, 
     and the life T everlasting. Amen. 

 
L Show us Your steadfast love, O Lord, 
C and grant us Your salvation. 
L Let Your priests be clothed with righteousness; 
C and let Your saints shout for joy. 
L Lord, keep this nation under Your care, 
C and guide us in the way of justice and truth. 
L Let the nations be glad and sing for joy, 
C for You judge the peoples with equity and guide the nations upon the 
earth. 
L Let the peoples praise You, O God; 
C let all the peoples praise You! 
L For the needy shall not always be forgotten, 
C and the hope of the poor shall not perish forever. 
L Create in me a clean heart, O God, 
C and renew a right spirit within me. 
L Hear my prayer, O Lord; 
C let my cry come to You. 
 
Let us pray. 
 
I thank you, my heavenly Father, through Jesus Christ, Your dear Son, 
that You have graciously kept me this day; and I pray that You would 
forgive me all my sins where I have done wrong, and graciously keep me 
this night. For into Your hands I commend myself, my body and soul, and 
all things. Let Your holy angel be with me, that the evil foe may have no 
power over me. Amen. 
 
 



L Let us bless the Lord. 
C Thanks be to God. 
 
L The Lord bless us, defend us from all evil, and bring us to everlasting life. 
C Amen. 
 

 
Hymn to Depart.   
632 O Jesus, Blessed Lord, to Thee 

1 O Jesus, blessèd Lord, to Thee 
My heartfelt thanks forever be, 
Who hast so lovingly bestowed 
On me Thy body and Thy blood. 

 
2 Break forth, my soul, for joy and say: 

What wealth is come to me this day! 
My Savior dwells within my heart: 
How blessed am I! How good Thou art! 

Text: Thomas Hansen Kingo, 1634–1703; tr. Arthur J. Mason, 1851–1928 
Text: Public domain 
 

Stand 
 

Benedicamus LSB 234 
L Let us bless the Lord. 
C Thanks be to God. 
 

Benediction LSB 234 
P The grace of our Lord T Jesus Christ and the love of God and the 

communion of the Holy Spirit be with you all. 
C Amen. 
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