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TIME OF REFLECTION  
“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. 

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, vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 

Men mock and taunt and jeer Thee, Thou noble countenance, 
Though mighty worlds shall fear Thee and flee before Thy glance. 
How art thou pale with anguish, with sore abuse and scorn! 
How doth Thy visage languish that once was bright as morn! 

Now from Thy cheeks has vanished their color once so fair; 
From Thy red lips is banished the splendor that was there. 
Grim death, with cruel rigor, hath robbed Thee of Thy life; 
Thus Thou hast lost Thy vigor, Thy strength in this sad strife. 

My burden in Thy Passion, Lord, Thou hast borne for me, 
For it was my transgression which brought this woe on Thee. 
I cast me down before Thee, wrath were my rightful lot; 
Have mercy, I implore Thee; Redeemer, spurn me not! 

Here I will stand beside Thee, from Thee I will not part; 
O Savior, do not chide me! When breaks Thy loving heart, 
When soul and body languish in death’s cold, cruel grasp, 
Then, in Thy deepest anguish, Thee in mine arms I’ll clasp. 

The joy can never be spoken, above all joys beside, 
When in Thy body broken I thus with safety hide. 
O Lord of Life, desiring Thy glory now to see, 
Beside Thy cross expiring, I’d breathe my soul to Thee. 

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, oh, leave me not alone, 
But take away mine anguish by virtue of Thine own! 

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 enfolds Thee. Who dieth thus dies well.” 

~“O Sacred Head, Now Wounded,” attributed to Bernard of Clairvaux in 1153,  
translated from Latin to English James W. Alexander in 1830 
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Worship through the Word 
 
SERMON – “Live Free and Suffer” – Kevin Schwartz 
 
SERMON PASSAGE – 1 Peter 2:18-24 (ESV)  
 

18 Servants, be subject to your masters 
with all respect, not only to the good and 
gentle but also to the unjust. 19 For this is a 
gracious thing, when, mindful of God, one 
endures sorrows while suffering unjustly.  

20 For what credit is it if, when you sin 
and are beaten for it, you endure? But if when 
you do good and suffer for it you endure, this 
is a gracious thing in the sight of God. 21 For 
to this you have been called, because Christ 
also suffered for you, leaving you an example, 

so that you might follow in his steps. 22 He 
committed no sin, neither was deceit found in 
his mouth. 23 When he was reviled, he did not 
revile in return; when he suffered, he did not 
threaten, but continued entrusting himself to 
him who judges justly. 24 He himself bore our 
sins in his body on the tree, that we might die 
to sin and live to righteousness. By his 
wounds you have been healed. 

 


