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14 Moments with Jesus 

On The Way of The Cross 
 

 

 

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. 



The First Station: 

Jesus Is Condemned to Death 
 

The choking ache in my heart rises to my throat as I 

watch you, my dearest friend. Pilate has condemned you 

to death on a cross. Such an ignoble death for one so 

pure in every way. I want to cry out, “Why is this hap-

pening?” You are perfect. I am not. You do not deserve 

punishment; I do. I should stand in your place. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

What did our sins do to you? 



The Second Station: 

Jesus Bears His Cross 
 

Oh, my God in heaven, your Son bleeds from skin 

ripped off his bones after a wicked scourging. Blood 

trickles down his face as the thorns from a mocking 

crown press into his head. And now he is forced to carry 

his own cross to his crucifixion? Surely the weight is 

unbearable. What strength can he have left for this act? 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

My Jesus, how can I continue to sin  

when I witness your life and sacrifice for me? 



The Third Station: 

Jesus Falls the First Time 
 

I want to rush out from the gawking crowd to lift you 

when you stumble and fall. But I am afraid to let people 

know you are my friend. What would they do to me? 

Where was I when I could have made a difference? A 

thought of dread within me raises its ugly face:  was I 

afraid to stand up for you then, too? 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Have mercy on me. 



The Fourth Station: 

Jesus Meets His Mother 
 

A knot in my throat threatens to suffocate me when I 

turn to see your dear Mother. She is white with dread; 

her body quivers as she shares your agony. Your eyes 

meet and you look deep into the soul of each other. A 

slight sigh escapes your parched lips and she seems to 

stand a little straighter. You have each gained a moment 

of strength. Oh, that my heart would beat with yours, as 

does the heart of Mary. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Forgive me. 



The Fifth Station: 

Jesus is Helped by Simon 
 

Who is that man they grabbed from the crowd of by-

standers? He balks at first to be forced to help carry 

your cross. He does not know you as I do. If he did, he 

would be honored to offer his service. I am grateful that 

someone helps carry your cross. Oh, that it were me. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Cleanse me. 



The Sixth Station: 

Jesus and Veronica 
 

Sweet Veronica, how courageous of you to step into the 

procession of sadness to comfort our friend. I should be 

so brave. You gently wipe the blood from his eyes that 

he may see his way better. Thank you. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Make me whole and new as  

at the moment of my Baptism. 



The Seventh Station: 

Jesus Falls a Second Time 
 

No! Again you fall - even with someone helping. Of 

course, you do. How great a burden your broken body 

must carry. You carry not just the heavy wooden cross; 

you carry the sins of the world. Yet you rise up again 

and continue to your destiny. All of this for me? 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to sin no more. 



The Eighth Station: 

Jesus Speaks to the Women 
 

You would reach out to comfort the wailing women of 

Jerusalem if you could. Your hoarse voice still carries 

authority and calls out to them. Their hearts are breaking 

as is mine. Their hearts break as does yours for me. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to love you with all that I am. 



The Ninth Station: 

Jesus Falls a Third Time 
 

The stones of the way are slippery with your dripping 

sweat and blood; you fall a third time. My own grief is 

so heavy, I can barely stand as I watch the weight of 

your cross crush you. Yet you keep going - for us. My 

Jesus, what have I done? What have we done? 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to follow you.  



The Tenth Station: 

Jesus is  

Stripped of His Garments 
 

We reach Golgotha, the place of the skull, where the air 

is thick with the stench of death. Your bloodied skin is 

torn, your breath comes hard. Your head hangs for lack 

of human strength. Yet since the moment of your be-

trayal, you have not fought back, or cursed those who 

have cursed you. As they humiliate you by stripping 

you, and even cast lots to see who ‘wins’ your robe, you 

are quiet, like an unblemished lamb to slaughter. 
 

(silent reflection)  
 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to forgive as you forgive. 



The Eleventh Station: 

Jesus is Nailed to the Cross 
 

They pull your arms, past what seems humanly possible, 

to stretch you onto the cross beam. Your arms are kept 

steady by having your wrists tightly wrapped with cords 

to the wood. Then they drive an iron nail through each of 

your innocent hands. These are the arms and hands that 

fed the hungry, comforted the grieving, loved the unlov-

able, showed dignity to all. The cross beam is attached; 

then one of your feet is placed over the other, as if on a 

hinge. With violent force, a bigger nail is driven through 

your tender feet that only walked paths of righteousness.  

The cross is lifted high on which you hang – you, the One 

who came to save us all. I am bursting with my own 

shame and remorse. And what do you say once they have 

steadied you? “Father, forgive them.” 
 

(silent reflection)  
 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to love as you love. 



The Twelfth Station: 

Jesus Dies on the Cross 
 

After hours of agony and humiliation, your eyes meet 

those of your faithful Mother who stands at your feet. 

And you continue to care for the widow by asking your 

disciple to take her into his home, as his own Mother. 

You commend your spirit into our Father’s hands. One 

last gasp. It is finished. My body is numb. Hazy 

thoughts spin through my aching head like a raging dust 

storm. I brace myself to stand when I want to collapse. 

No, I could not have stood in your place. 
 

(silent reflection)  
 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to serve as you serve. 





The Thirteenth Station: 

Jesus is  

Taken Down from the Cross 
 

 

They lower the King of the Jews, the perfect Lamb of 

God, from the wood of the cross.  Your Mother sits on a 

nearby rock, waiting to hold once more the Child she 

brought into this world. They place your crumpled body 

into her arms. Swaying back and forth, she caresses 

your face, then carefully moves blood-crusted hair from 

your eyes, one piece at a time. She touches her finger 

first to her lips and then soothingly to each of your 

wounds. Her unending tears flood over you. The sky is 

dark, foreboding, and thunderous. The earth quakes.  

The teeming rain cannot wash away my pain. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father: 

Give me Grace to have mercy  

as you have mercy on us all. 





The Fourteenth Station: 

Jesus is Laid in the Tomb 
 

There you lie in an untouched tomb – the perfect Man 

who only cared, and gave, and forgave. The One who 

came to re-unite mankind with its Creator, the One who 

loved with every ounce of your being – even unto death. 

Forgive me. 

 

(silent reflection)  

 

Oh, my Jesus, born sweet, innocent and perfect,  

who only knew Love and obedience to Our Father, 

What did our sins do to you? 

My Jesus, how can I continue to sin  

when I witness your life and sacrifice for me? 

Have mercy on me. 

Forgive me. 

Cleanse me. 

Make me whole and new as  

at the moment of my Baptism. 

Give me Grace to sin no more.  

Give me Grace to love you with all that I am. 

Give me Grace to follow you.  

Give me Grace to forgive as you forgive,  

Give me Grace to love as you love, 

Give me Grace to serve as you serve. 

Give me Grace to have mercy  

as you have mercy on us all. 




