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I. JESUS IS CONDEMNED TO DEATH

Opening with a trumpet solo evoking Pilate’s command, “Gardes, saisissez-vous de cet homme,” (“guards,
seize this man”) the music becomes suddenly tumultuous, depicting an agitated crowd shouting for the
release of Barrabas, and for Jesus to be put to death. The theme for “Barrabas” is the rhythm of the name,
(if pronounced BAR-ra-bas) played on trumpet stops. The crushing two-note climax, “To death,” which
precipitates the quick dispersal of the mob, is heard again in station XII.

II. Jesus RecEIvEs His cross
The March to Calvary begins, and the melodic theme of the Cross is heard repeatedly on reed registers; the
stumbling steps of Jesus are illustrated in the accompaniment.

II1. JESUS FALLS FOR THE FIRST TIME.

The march continues. Labored sounding two-note groups describe Jesus’ weariness. The theme for
Suffering is heard high in the treble. Finally Jesus™ strength fails and He falls under the weight of the cross.
In the last few bars, the theme of Redemption is heard for the first time, pianissimo.

IV. Jesus MEeTSs His MOTHER

A flute solo with string tone accompaniment depicts the Mater Dolorosa. The rather chromatic harmonies
of the accompaniment suggest her emotional turmoil. The same music will be heard again in Station XIII
as she receives her son’s lifeless body. The theme of Agony is heard because Mary’s suffering is great.

V. SimoN THE CYRENE HELPS JESUS TO CARRY THE CROSS

Dupré evokes here a completely different atmosphere. We are in the countryside. The piece opens with
pastoral sounding music played on flute stops. The listener might not be aware that this docile sounding
accompaniment is voiced in an awkward fashion as if to make the performer feel a burden. Simon, on

his way into the city from the countryside, lends reluctant assistance bearing the cross, and does not find
it easy at first. He is first depicted clumsily helping Jesus carry the cross and trying to get into step as the
procession moves. A series of canons between the outside parts depict Simon’s attempts to assist. Finally
the cross theme is heard united over a range of two octaves, above and below the accompaniment. Finally
he has synchronized his steps with those of Jesus. The Cross theme is inverted, and near the end there is a
brief appearance of the Redemption motif.

VI. Jesus AND VERONICA

Veronica comes out of the crowd to wipe Jesus’ brow with a cloth, evoking the melodic
theme of Compassion. The theme of the Cross is heard in the bass as Jesus pauses for a
moment. As the movement ends, the Redemption motif is heard again, beautifully
harmonized.

VII. JESUS FALLS A SECOND TIME

This station begins in the same slow, march-like rhythm heard at the beginning of the third station, but the
accompaniment soon becomes more agitated. This is a more grotesque event than the first fall and the horror
of the scene is matched with ever more grinding dissonance.

VIII. JESUS COMFORTS THE WOMEN OF JERUSALEM

There are some women present who feel pity for Jesus and the theme of Pity is a beautiful cantilena which
pervades the entire movement, and will be heard again in Station XIV. The theme for consolation is heard in the
tenor register played on a reed stop, representing Jesus’ voice.



IX. JESUS FALLS A THIRD TIME

The crowd, now exasperated by the slow pace of the procession, fervently clamors for blood, and shouts
insults. The principal theme here is Persecution- three repeated notes followed by an ascending diminished
triad. A busy chromatic accompaniment recalls a frenzied crowd. The third and final fall is sudden and
devastating, but now the place of execution, Calvary, has finally been reached and a brief period of calm
follows before the final indignities are inflicted.

X. Jesus 1s sSTRIPPED OF His CLOTHES

The executioners strip Jesus of His clothes, and throw dice for His seamless coat. Dupré accompanies this
scene with a rhythmic, sinister sounding piece played staccato on string stops. After a pause there follows
the music of the Incarnation as if to remind the listener that for this purpose Jesus had come into the
world. Jesus awaits His end, a pitiable figure indeed.

XI. Jesus 1s NAILED ON THE CROSS

Hammering fortissimo chords expressing the violent cruelty of the executioners become the theme of
Crucifixion. The theme for suffering (from Station III) is combined in longer phrases. The repetitive pedal
line is an extension of the Cross motif, inverted.

XII. Jesus pies uroN THE CROSS

The agony of the slow passing hours is represented with a still sounding introduction containing a theme
similar to that of Redemption. The dying Jesus speaks His seven last words. A sudden and violent
crescendo by the organ represents the earthquake, and the rending of the veil of the temple. The repetition
of the rhythmic theme representing the cry “to death!” from Station I (two repeated chords with a short-
long rhythm) is repeated and the peak of this dramatic outburst. Jesus has been put to death. An uneasy
stillness follows the final tremors.

XIII. Jesus’ BODY IS TAKEN FROM THE CROSS AND LAID IN MARY’S BOSOM

A fluid and unsettled sounding arabesque on flute stops evoking the whirling of ropes accompanies the
descent from the cross and the slow sliding movements by which the body is brought down. The theme of
the now-accomplished Redemption is present. Mary’s music from Station IV is heard again at the end of
this meditation as she holds the body of Jesus in her arms.

XIV. THE BODY OF JESUS IS LAID IN THE TOMB

Pity, the theme of the eighth station, is the dominant theme of the cortege preceding Jesus’ entombment.
The theme of suffering also accounts for a large portion of this final scene. The epilogue contains some
subtle musical inspiration. A heavenly stillness envelops the scene. The theme of suffering, is now
transformed into the Fruits of the Redemption. Flute melodies played high above illustrate the gates of
heaven opening to those who participated in the events of that first Good Friday. As pointed out by Marcel
Dupré’s biographer Graham Steed, the last two notes of the Flute melody in the final station, G# and B
natural are the same two notes, enharmonically changed and inverted that began the first station. The work
ends as if to say “As for the way of the wicked, he turneth it upside down.”

Following are eighteen themes or leit-motifs employed by Dupré in this work. Thirteen are melodic and six
are rhythmic.

Melodic Themes:

1. The Cross (Stations II, V, VI, XI)
Two (sometimes three) ascending or descending leaps of perfect fourths, preceded and
Jollowed by a major second, rising or falling as the case may be.



2. Suffering (Stations 111, IX, XIV)
A conjunct, descending triplet within the interval of a diminished fifth.

3. Redemption (Stations III, IV, V, VI, XIII)
An ascending group of four stepwise notes, the resulting interval of a fourth referencing the
‘cross” motif.

4. Mary (Stations IV, XII)
A descending major triad.

5. Compassion (Station VI)
Two disjunct intervals of the third, the second repeated.

6. Pity (Stations VIII, XIV)
An ascending group of four notes, preceded and followed by a dotted-note figure of repeated notes.

7. Consolation (Stations VIII, XII)
A perfect fifth, ascending, the second note dotted; drop of a fourth, rising to the major
third, sounded on a reed stop.

8. Persecution (Station IX)
Three repeated notes followed by an ascending diminished triad.

9. Incarnation (final section of Station X)

Minor thirds ascending, 2 by 2 with repetition of each second note, the repetition
conveying the idea of suffering accepted.
10.  Crucifixion (Station XI)

The Cross motif inverted, and extended to a third downward jump of a perfect fourth.
11. Agony

Similar to Redemption theme, with the second note dotted, and with a fifth note added to
the upward progression.

12.  'The Fruits of Redemption (Station XIV)
Suffering theme altered, the theme rising instead of falling.

13.  The Crowd (Station I)
Intervals of major and minor thirds and fourths rising chromatically by semitones.

Rhythmic Themes:

14.  Barrabas. (Station I)
The rhythm of the name. (pronounced BAR-ra-bas)

15.  The crowd’s chant “to death!” (Station I and XII)
The rhythm of these words. (two repeated chords with a short-long rhythm,)

16.  Stumbling Steps or Jostling (Station II)
lambic short note on the beat followed by a dotted note.

17.  Weariness (Stations III, VII, IX)
Descending seconds, with repetition of the second note, suffering accepted.

18.  Flagellation (Station X)
Pairs of triplets made up of a descending fourth followed by a rising seventh, the second
triplet starting on the last note of the first.

19.  The Ropes (Station XIII)
Four groups of triplets in a sliding chromatic outline.



The Way of the Cross by Paul Claudel
Translated by the Rev. John J. Burke, C.S.P.

PREMIERE STATION

Cest fini. Nous avons jugé Dieu et nous 'avons condamné & mort.
Nous ne voulons plus de Jésus-Christ avec nous, car il nous géne.
Nous n'avons plus d’autre roi que César ! d’autre loi que le sang et l'or !
Crucifiez-le, si vous le voulez, mais débarrassez-nous de lui ! quon l'emméne !
Tolle ! Tolle ! Tant pis ! puisqu’il le faut, qu'on I'immole et quon nous donne
Barabbas !

Pilate siége au lieu qui est appelé Gabbatha.

« N’as-tu rien a dire ? » dit Pilate. Et Jésus ne répond pas.

« - Je ne trouve aucun mal en cet homme », dit Pilate, « mais bah !
Qu’il meure, puisque vous y tenez ! Je vous le donne. Ecce homo. »
Le voici, la couronne en téte et la pourpre sur le dos.

Une derniére fois vers nous ces yeux pleins de larmes et de sang !
Qu’y pouvons-nous ? pas moyen de le garder avec nous plus longtemps.
Comme il était un scandale pour les Juifs, il est parmi nous un non-sens.
La sentence dailleurs est rendue, rien n'y manque, en langages hébraique, grec
et latin.

Et l'on voit la foule qui crie et le juge qui se lave les mains.

DEUXIEME STATION

On lui rend ses vétements et la croix lui est apportée. « Salut », dit Jésus, «
Croix que j’ai longtemps désirée ! »

Et toi, regarde, chrétien, et frémis ! Ah, quel instant solennel

Que celui ot le Christ pour la premiére fois accepte la Croix éternelle !
O consommation en ce jour de 'arbre dans le Paradis !

Regarde, pécheur, et vois & quoi ton péché a servi.

Plus de crime sans un Dieu dessus et plus de croix sans le Christ !
Certes le malheur de 'homme est grand, mais nous n’avons rien 2 dire,
Car Dieu est maintenant dessus, qui est venu non pas expliquer; mais remplir.
Jésus recoit la Croix comme nous recevons la Sainte Eucharistie :

« Nous lui donnons du bois pour son pain », comme il est dit par le prophéte
Jérémie.

Ah, que la croix est longue, et qu'elle est énorme et difficile !
Qulelle est dure ! quelle est rigide ! que Cest lourd, le poids du pécheur
inutile !

Que Cest long a porter pas & pas jusqu’a ce qu'on meure dessus !
Est-ce vous qui allez porter cela tout seul Seigneur Jésus ?
Rendez-moi patient 2 mon tour du bois que vous voulez que je supporte.
Car il nous faut porter la croix avant que la croix nous porte.

TROISIEME STATION

En marche ! victime et bourreaux a la fois, tout s'ébranle vers le Calvaire.
Dieu quon tire par le cou tout & coup chancelle et tombe 2 terre.
Qu’en dites-vous, Seigneur, de cette premiére chute ?

Et puisque maintenant vous savez, quen pensez-vous ? cette minute
Ou l'on tombe et ot le faix mal chargé vous précipite !

Comment la trouvez-vous, cette terre que vous fites ?

Ah'! ce nest pas la route du bien seulement qui est raboteuse.

Celle du mal, elle aussi, est perfide et vertigineuse !

Il n'est pas que d’y aller tout droit, il faut s'instruire pierre 2 pierre,
Et le pied y manque souvent, alors que le coeur persévére.

Ah, Seigneur, par ces genoux sacrés, ces deux genoux qui vous ont fait faute 2 la
fois,

FirsT StATION

The end. And God by us is judged and sent to death.
‘We wish no more of Jesus Christ. He vexes us.

Our only king is Caesar; gold and blood our law.

Kill Him, if such your will, but free our sight of Him.
Kill Him! So much the worse for Him. If one must die,
Barabbas set thou free, but crucify the Christ.

On the high judgment-place Pilate the ruler sits.

“Speakest Thou not?” he cries. But Jesus answers naught.
Then to the crowd: “In Him I find no wrong: yet, bah!

He dies since you persist. I yield. Behold the man!”

Behold Him, clothed in purple, crowned with piercing thorns.

His blood-stained, tearful eyes meet ours in one last plea.
What can we do? We cannot keep Him with us now,

A scandal to His own; a folly unto us.

Sentence is passed; ‘tis writ in Hebrew, Latin, Greek —

The crowd still shouts; the judge still washes clean his hands.

SECOND STATION

They clothe Him once again. To Him the cross is brought.
“All hail”, cries Jesus Christ, “Long have I longed for thee.”
O see, my soul, and fear! Pregnant the solemn hour

When the eternal wood first pressed the Son of God.

Then Eden’s tree full-grown bore fruit in Paradise.

Behold, O sinful soul, the end thy sin has served.

God triumphs over crime; on every cross hangs Christ.
The sin of man is great; but we are silent, mute.

Heaven’s conquering God debates not, but fulfills.

Jesus accepts the cross as we receive Himself.

As Jeremiah said we give Him wood for food.

How huge that awful cross; how cumbersome and large;
Unyielding, painful, hard, a senseless sinner’s weight.
To bear it step by step till one shall die thereon!

Dost Thou go forth to bear it, Saviour Christ, alone?

With patience may I bear what share Thou givest me.
Each one must bear the cross ere cross his comfort be.

THIRD STATION
He lingers not but presses on to Calvary’s height,
At once the victim and the executioner.

Then God, stricken in swift collapse, falters and falls.

What sayest Thou, O Lord, at this Thy primal fall?

And as Thou knowest it, what thoughts arise within,

When thus sin hurls its evil weight on helpless Thee?

What answer gives the ground which Thou Thyself hast made?
Other than virtue’s path uneven is and hard.

Roughened is evil’s way with windings treacherous.

Each turning must be made; each special roughness met.

The foot will often fail, though heart may persevere.



Par le haut-le-coeur soudain et la chute 4 'entrée de I'horrible Voie,
Par 'embuche qui a réussi, par la terre que vous avez apprise,
Sauvez-nous du premier péché que 'on commet par surprise !

QUATRIEME STATION

O MERES qui avez vu mourir le premier et 'unique enfant,
Rappelez-vous cette nuit, la derniere, aupres du petit étre gémissant,
Leau qu’on essaye de faire boire, la glace, le thermometre,

Et la mort qui vient peu & peu et quon ne peut plus méconnaitre.
Mettez-lui ses pauvres souliers, changez-le de linge et de brassiere.
Quelqu’un vient qui va me la prendre et le mettre dans la terre.
Adieu, mon bon petit enfant ! adieu, 6 chair de ma chair !

La quatrieme Station est Marie qui a tout accepté.

Voici au coin de la rue qui attend le Trésor de toute Pauvreté.

Ses yeux n'ont point de pleurs, sa bouche n’a point de salive.

Elle ne dit pas un mot et regarde Jésus qui arrive.

Elle accepte. Elle accepte encore une fois. Le cri

Est sévérement réprimé dans le coeur fort et strict.

Elle ne dit pas un mot et regarde Jésus-Christ.

La Mere regarde son Fils, 'Eglise son Rédempteur,

Son 4me violemment va vers Lui comme le cri du soldat qui meurt !
Elle se tient debout devant Dieu et lui offre son 4me 2 lire.

Il 0’y a rien dans son coeur qui refuse ou qui retire,

Pas une fibre en son coeur transpercé qui n'accepte et ne consente.
Et comme Dieu lui-méme qui est 13, elle est présente .

Elle accepte et regarde ce Fils qu’elle a congu dans son sein.

Elle ne dit pas un mot et regarde le Saint des Saints.

CINQUIEME STATION

Linstant vient ol ¢a ne va plus et 'on ne peut plus avancer.
Cest 1a que nous trouvons jointure et ot vous permettez
Quon nous emploie aussi, méme de force, a votre Croix.
Tel Simon le Cyrénéen qu’on attelle & ce morceau de bois.
Il empoigne solidement et marche derriere Jésus,

Afin que rien de la Croix ne traine et ne soit perdu.

SIXIEME STATION

Tous les disciples ont fui, Pierre lui-méme renie avec transport !
Une femme au plus épais de I'insulte et au centre de la mort

Se jette et trouve Jésus et lui prend le visage entre les mains.
Enseignez-nous, Véronique, a braver le respect humain.

Car celui a qui Jésus-Christ n’est pas seulement une image, mais vrai,
Aux autres hommes aussitdt devient désagréable et suspect.

Son plan de vie est & I'envers, ses motifs ne sont plus les leurs.

Il y a quelque chose en lui toujours qui échappe et qui est ailleurs.
Un homme fait qui dit son chapelet et qui va impudemment a confesse,
Qui fait maigre le vendredi et qu'on voit parmi les femmes a la messe,
Cela fait rire et ¢a choque, cest drole et Cest irritant aussi.

Qu’il prenne garde a ce qu’il fait, car on a les yeux sur lui.

Qu’il prenne garde a chacun de ses pas, car il est un signe.

Car tout Chrétien de son Christ est 'image vraie quoique indigne.
Et le visage qu’il montre est le reflet trivial

De cette Face de Dieu en son coeur , abominable et triomphale !
Laissez-nous la regarder encore une fois, Véronique,

Sur le linge o1 vous I'avez recueillie, la face du Saint Viatique.

Ce voile de lin pieux ott Véronique a caché

La face du Vendangeur au jour de son ébriété,

Afin qu'éternellement son image s’y attachat,

Qui est faite de son sang, de ses larmes et de nos crachats !

By Thy most holy knees whose weakness caused Thy fall,
By Thy heart straightened at the fearful way,

O Lord, by snare that trapped Thee and by earth that stung,
Save me from that first sin that takes one by surprise.

FourTtH StATION

Mothers, who saw in death your first and only born,
Recall that night, the infant’s last — his helpless groans,
The water he refused, the ice, the rising pulse,

And death advancing now with final surety.

Put on again his tiny shoes, his little clothes,

From thee he will be taken back to earth again.
Farewell, my infant sweet, and life of my own self.

This station fourth is Mary who accepts in full.

She waits for Him, the richness of all poverty.

The tears dim not her eyes; parched is her mouth.

In silence absolute she looks at Him Who comes.
Her heart accepts; accepts again. The cry is crushed
Nor slightest utterance finds in her strong heart.

She utters not one word. Her eyes are fixed on Christ.
The mother sees her Son, the Church her Saviour true.
To Him her spirit speeds — a dying soldier’s cry.
Before the eyes of God she opens her whole soul.

No part of it refusal knows nor drawing back.

And every fibre pierced, transfixed, accepts; consents.
As God is here in Will divine, so is her will.

Her heart accepts. She sees the Child her womb brought forth.

In holy silence now she sees the Saint of Saints.

FirTH StATION

The moment comes at length when one cannot go on.
And then we find our touch with Thee, for Thou
Dost use us, even unto force, to share Thy cross.

So Simon there was drawn to bear his share of it.
With strength he seized the wood and followed Thee
Lest portion of Thy cross should drag or suffer loss.

SIXTH STATION

Disciples all have fled. Peter denied Him thrice.
Hurling herself ‘gainst insults and the threat of death,
Veronica receives His Face between her hands.

Teach us, O woman brave, to conquer human fear.
To whom Christ is not an image but the truth,

Will come the questioning glance of other men.

He dwells upon a higher plane; he thinks apart.
Some strange love holds him distant; he is not the same.
An adult man, he says his beads; he tells his sins;
Friday he fasts; and with the women goes to Mass.
Of course he rouses laughter, yet he irritates.

Let him beware, for on him rests the eye of all.

Let him beware each step. He, sign and symbol is.
Each Christian, though unfit, is likeness true of Christ.
The face his soul doth show is reflex small

Of that true Face of God, debased yet glorious.

Let us behold again, Veronica, that veil

Which keeps in trust the Face of our Viaticum.

That sacred cloth imprints this Gatherer of grapes,
Lifted to ecstasy by His own harvest’s fruit,

So that this likeness ever more may witness be

Of how is mixed our spittle with His blood and tears.



SEPTIEME STATION

Ce nest pas la pierre sous le pied, ni le licou

Tiré trop fort, cest 'Ame qui fait défaut tout a coup.

O milieu de notre vie ! 6 chute que I'on fait spontanément !
Quand 'aimant n’a plus de péle et la foi plus de firmament,

Parce que la route est longue et parce que le terme est loin,

Parce que l'on est tout seul et que la consolation n’est point !
Longueur du temps ! dégoiit en secret qui s'accroit

De l'injonction inflexible et de ce compagnon de bois !

Cest pourquoi on étend les deux bras 2 la fois comme quelqu’un qui nage !
Ce rest plus sur les genoux qu'on tombe, Cest sur le visage.

Le corps tombe, il est vrai, et '4me en méme temps a consenti.
Sauvez-nous de la Seconde chute que 'on fait volontairement par ennui.

HurtiemME StaTION

Avant qu’il ne monte une derniére fois sur la montagne,

Jésus leve le doigt et se tourne vers le peuple qui I'accompagne,
Quelques pauvres femmes en pleurs avec leurs enfants dans les bras.
Et nous, ne regardons pas seulement, écoutons Jésus, car il est [a.
Ce nlest pas un homme qui léve le doigt au milieu de cette pauvre enluminure,
Clest Dieu qui pour notre salut n'a pas souffert seulement en peinture.
Ainsi cet homme était le Dieu Tout-Puissant, il est donc vrai !

Il est un jour ol Dieu a souffert cela pour nous, en effet !

Quel est-il dong, le danger dont nous avons été rachetés & un tel prix ?
Le salut de ’homme est-il si simple affaire que le Fils

Pour I'accomplir est obligé de sarracher du sein du Peére ?

S’il va ainsi du Paradis, qu’est-ce donc que I'Enfer ?

Que fera-t-on du bois mort, si 'on fait ainsi du bois vert ?

NEUVIEME STATION

« Je suis tombé encore, et, cette fois, c’est la fin.

Je voudrais me relever qu’il n’y a pas moyen.

Car on ma pressé comme un fruit et ’homme que j’ai sur le dos est trop lourd.
Jai fait le mal, et 'homme mort avec moi est trop lourd !
Mourons dong, car il est plus facile d’étre 4 plat ventre que debout,
Moins de vivre que de mourir, et sur la croix au dessous. »
Sauvez-nous du Troisieme péché qui est le désespoir !

Rien nest encore perdu tant qu’il reste la mort a boire !

Etj’en ai fini de ce bois, mais il me reste le fer !

Jésus tombe une troisi¢éme fois, mais c’est au sommet du Calvaire.

DixieME StaTION

Voici l'aire ot le grain de froment céleste sest égrugé.

Le Pére est nu, le voile du Tabernacle est arraché.

La main est portée sur Dieu, la Chair de la Chair tressaille,

L' Univers en sa source atteint frémit jusqu’au fond de ses entrailles !
Nous, puisquils ont pris la tunique et la robe sans couture,

Levons les yeux et osons regarder Jésus tout pur.

Ils ne vous ont rien laissé, Seigneur,ils ont tout pris,

La véture qui tient 2 la chair, comme aujourd’hui

On arrache sa coule au moine et son voile 4 la vierge consacrée.

On a tout pris, il ne lui reste plus rien pour se cacher.

Il n'a plus aucune défense, il est nu comme un ver,

Il est livré a tous les hommes et découvert.

Quoi, Cest la votre Jésus ! il fait rire. Il est plein de coups et d'immondices.
I reléve des aliénistes et de la police.

Tauri pingues obsederunt me.Libera me, Domine, de ore canis.

Il w'est pas le Christ, Il nest pas le Fils de 'THomme, Il nest pas Dieu.
Son évangile est menteur et son Pére n'est pas aux cieux.

Clest un fou ! C’est un imposteur ! Qu’il parle ! Qu'il se taise !

SEVENTH STATION

No stone has caused it, nor a halter drawn

The soul itself grows weak and suddenly we fall.

O years of middle life! O sin of one’s own will!

The days their purpose lack; our faith sees no beyond.
For very long the way, and far, far off the end.

Alone, alone we drift and comfort draws not near.

O heavy-weighted time! Disgust that sickens self

The more because the shadow of the cross endures.
And then we stretch our arms, for one must swim or die.
Ah, no! not to our knees we fall but on our face.

Our body fails, ‘tis true; the fall is of the soul.

Save us, O Lord, from hell of our own weariness.

EiGgHT STATION

Ere on the hill’s steep side He climbs one further step,

He lifts His hand o’er those who followed Him

In tears — some women poor, each carrying her own child.
Let us look on and listen, too, for Jesus speaks.

The lifted Hand shows Him Who, Man, is more than man.
This scene reveals the God Who suffered for our sake.

And, since He is our God, His act is for all time.

This day in very truth God suffers for our sins.

From what, then, and at what a price has He saved us?

Our tongue is beggared when we say “for this the Son

‘Wias forced to tear Himself from His own Father’s side.”

If this the price at which were saved, what then is hell?

If our sick souls ask this, what of the Christless dead?

NINTH STATION

Again [ fall; prostrate I lie. This marks the end.

I could not if T wished it once more raise myself.

I lie as fruit that’s crushed. I bear a weight too great.

I have done wrong. My dead self weighs on me.
Come, death! Easier ‘tis to grovel than to stand.

I welcome death beneath, not on, this wretched cross.
Save us, O Lord, from this last fall, this last despair.
And now one only thing remains — to drink the cup of death.
The cross is lifted but the iron still must pierce.

A third time Jesus falls; but Calvary’s height is reached.

TeNnTH STATION

Behold the threshing floor where grain divine is bruised.
The Father is revealed; the tabernacle rent.

A hand is laid on God and all flesh suffers shock.

Fear paralyzes all creation’s deepest depths.

And now let us take heart to lift our eyes to Him,

Disrobed, of seamless garment stripped, Jesus all pure.
Nothing is left to Thee, for they have taken all.

They plucked the robe from Thee, as yesterday

They snatched from monk his cowl, from virgin nun her veil.
Nothing is left wherewith he might beclothe Himself.

In naked helplessness, as naked as a worm,

Without defence He stands, exposed to sight of men.

What, this your Christ? This mocked, derided one?

This wretched man begrimed, a mass of wounds and sores,
A subject He for alienists and for the courts?

“Fierce bulls besiege me. Lord, deliver me from savage dogs.”
He is not Christ, nor Son of Man; He is not God.

His gospel is a lie; His Father’s not in heaven.



Le valet d’Anne le soufflette et Renan 'embrasse.

Ils ont tout pris. Mais il reste le sang écarlate.

Ils ont tout pris. Mais il reste la plaie qui éclate !

Dieu est caché. Mais il reste ’homme de douleur.
Dieu est caché. Il reste mon frére qui pleure !

Par votre humiliation, Seigneur, par votre honte,

Ayez pitié des vaincus, du faible que le fort surmonte !
Par 'horreur de ce dernier vétement qu'on vous retire,
Ayez pitié de tous ceux qu'on déchire !

De 'enfant opéré trois fois que le médecin encourage,
Et du pauvre blessé dont on renouvelle les bandages,
De 'époux humilié, du fils prés de sa mére qui meurt,
Et de ce terrible amour qu'il faut nous arracher du coeur !

ONZIEME STATION

Voici que Dieu n’est plus avec nous. Il est par terre.

La meute en tas 'a pris 4 la gorge comme un cerf.

Vous étes donc venu ! Vous étes vraiment avec nous, Seigneur !
On S'est assis sur vous, on vous tient le genou sur le coeur.

Cette main que le bourreau tord, cest la droite du Tout-Puissant.
On a lié 'Agneau par les pieds, on attache 'Omniprésent.

On marque 2 la craie sur la croix sa hauteur et son envergure.

Et quand il va gotiter de nos clous, nous allons vois sa figure.

Fils Eternel, dont la borne est votre seule Infinité,

La voici donc avec nous, cette place étroite que vous avez convoitée !
Voici Elie sur le mort qui se couche de son long,

Voici le trone de David et la gloire de Salomon,

Voici le lit de notre amour avec Vous, puissant et dur !

Il est difficile & un Dieu de se faire & notre mesure.

On tire et le corps a demi disloqué craque et crie,

Il est bandé comme un pressoir, il est affreusement équarri.

Afin que le Prophéte soit justifié qui I'a prédit en ces mots :

« Ils ont percé mes mains et mes pieds. Ils ont énuméré tous mes os. »
Vous étes pris, Seigneur, et ne pouvez plus échapper.

Vous étes cloué sur la croix par les mains et par les pieds.

Je nai plus rien & chercher au ciel avec 'hérétique et le fou.

Ce Dieu est assez pour moi qui tient entre quatre clous.

DouzieME StaTioN

Il souffrait tout a 'heure, c’est vrai, mais maintenant il va mourir.
La Grande Croix dans la nuit faiblement remue avec le Dieu qui respire.
Tout y est. Il n’y a plus qu’a laisser faire 'Instrument

Qui du joint de la double nature inépuisablement,

De la source du corps et de 'ame et de 'hypostase, exprime et tire
Toute la possibilité qui est en lui de souffrir.

Il est tout seul comme Adam quand il était seul dans 'Eden

Il est pour trois heures seul et savoure le Vin,

Lignorance invincible de ’homme dans le retrait de Dieu !

Notre hote est appesanti et son front fléchit peu a peu.

Il ne voit plus sa Mére et son Pére 'abandonne.

Il savoure la coupe et la mort lentement qui 'empoisonne.

N’en avez-Vous donc pas assez de ce vin aigre et mélé d’eau,

Pour que Vous Vous redressiez tout & coup et criiez : Sitio ?

Vous avez soif, Seigneur ? Est-ce 4 moi que Vous parlez ?

Est-ce moi dont Vous avez besoin encore et de mes péchés ?
Est-ce moi qui manque avant que tout soit consommé¢ ?

A fool! A fake! Why speaks He? What holds His tongue?

The High Priest’s servant strikes: a French Renan betrays.
They left Thee stripped, but there remains Thy robe of blood;
They left Thee naught, but still that gaping wound is Thine.
Though God be hid away, here stands the Man of grief.
Though God be hid, I see my Brother here Who weeps.

By Thy humiliation, Lord, by Thy deep shame,

Pity the vanquished ones who to the stronger yield.

And by Thy ghastly clothing at the final hour,

Great pity have on all by bitter anguish pierced —

The little child who thrice must bear the surgeon’s knife;

The wounded man whose wounds must be with pain re-dressed;
The husband shamed; the son who mourns a mother dead —
Have pity on that love which our hearts must uproot.

ELEVENTH STATION

Our Lord no longer stands with us, but prone He lies,
Thrown like a wounded stag amid the hunting pack.
Thou hast come down to us; to our own level reached.
One man sits on Thine arm; a knee is on Thy chest.

The hand that twists Thy Hand contorts the Hand of God.
The weakling Lamb tied by the feet is God in bonds.

Thy length of arm, Thy height are chalked upon the cross.
When He will taste the nails, His Face will be revealed.
The Son eternal, without measure, infinite,

Has emptied Self into this human mould He craved.
Behold in him Elias on the boy outstretched.

Behold this, David’s throne; this, pride of Solomon.
Behold His nuptial couch with us so strong, so hard.
How God is straightened when He takes our human form.
The cross is placed. His Body, dislocated, cracks.

As by a heavy wine press He is crushed and torn.

With truth the prophet David said in ancient days

“My hands and feet are pierced. Revealed My every bone.”
O Saviour, Thou wert bound; escape was not for Thee.
Upon the Cross the nails held Thee by hands and feet.

I seek no further now with heretic and fool.

This God, by these four nails constrained, suffices me.

TWELFTH STATION

He suffered, it is true; but now He suffers death.

The huge cross trembles darkly as our Saviour breathes.
Earth’s power is done. To Him must now be left the work
That He alone can do. That Body and that Soul

In this One Person, God, have power without end.
Exhaust they must and will each unknown way of pain.
Alone He is, as Adam was in Eden’s land.

Three hours alone, His Soul alone has drunk the Wine.
O ignorance unknown of God’s own hidden life!

Our Host is wearied and His Head falls lower still.

He sees not Mary; and His Father, too, has gone.

He drains the cup. He drinks the slow-advancing death.
And yet He has not had enough of bitter drink,

For His own voice all suddenly exclaims: “T thirst!”
And in Thy thirst, O Lord, am I the one addressed?
Hast Thou, O Christ, still need of me and of my sins?
For me dost Thou await ere all be perfected?



TREIZIEME STATION

Ici la Passion prend fin et la Compassion continue.

Le Christ n’est plus sur la Croix, il est avec Marie qui I'a regu
Comme elle 'accepta, promis, elle le recoit, consommé.

Le Christ qui a souffert aux yeux de tous de nouveau au sein de sa
Meére est caché.

LEglise entre ses bras & jamais prend charge de son bien-aimé.

Ce qui est de Dieu, et ce qui est de la Mére, et ce que '’homme a fait,
Tout cela sous son manteau est avec elle 4 jamais.

Elle I'a pris, elle voi, elle touche, elle prie, elle pleure, elle admire ;
Elle est le suaire et 'onguent, elle est la sépulture et la myrrhe,
Elle est le prétre et 'autel et le vase et le Cénacle.

Ici finit la Croix et commence le Tabernacle.

QUATORZIEME STATION

Le tombeau ou le Christ qui est mort ayant souffert est mis,

Le trou a la hate descellé pour qu’il y dorme sa nuit,

Avant que le transpercé ressuscite et monte au Peére,

Ce nest pas seulement ce sépulcre neuf, cest ma chair,

C’est '’homme, votre créature, qui est plus profond que la terre !
Maintenant que son coeur est ouvert et maintenant que ses mains sont percées,
Il n'est plus de croix avec nous ot son corps ne soit adapté,

Il n'est plus de péché en nous ou la plaie ne corresponde !

Venez donc de l'autel ot vous étes caché vers nous, Sauveur du monde !
Seigneur, que votre créature est ouverte et quelle est profonde !

THIRTEENTH STATION

The Passion ends. Mercy, its fruit, forever reigns.

Down from the cross, He lies within His mother’s arms —
Calvary perfected her will of Nazareth.

The Christ Who, lifted up, bore openly the shame,

His mother takes once more alone unto herself.

And in those arms the Church guards well her well-beloved.
What God sent forth, what Mary gave, what man has done —
All, all is now within her heart forevermore.

She holds Him, sees and weeps, and in her tears adores.

She cerement and ointment is, and tomb and myrrh;

Altar and priest alike; chalice and cenacle.

The tabernacle door is gateway to the cross.

FOURTEENTH STATION

That tomb wherein the suffering Christ, now dead, was laid,
That sepulchre unsealed in haste that He might sleep

Before He rose again and with His Father reigned,

Is not a mere new burial-place — ‘tis our own flesh,

“Tis man, your creature, Lord, more one with Thee than earth.
Thy heart is open and Thy hands are deeply pierced;

Thou hast received, endured our bodies” every pain.

No sin but is o’erreached by Thy almighty wounds.

From altar here where Thou dost hide Thyself, come, Lord!
Our hearts are open thrown. Come, Lord, and fill their depths.
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