
The St Raphael’s Community: Watch on the Evening of Maundy Thursday 
 
The first Quarter 
 
Mark 14. 12-31 
On the first day of Unleavened Bread, when the 
Passover lamb is sacrificed, his disciples said to 
him, “Where do you want us to go and make the 
preparations for you to eat the Passover?”  So he 
sent two of his disciples, saying to them, “Go into 
the city, and a man carrying a jar of water will 
meet you; follow him, and wherever he enters, 
say to the owner of the house, ‘The Teacher asks, 
Where is my guest room where I may eat the 
Passover with my disciples?’  He will show you a 
large room upstairs, furnished and ready.  Make 
preparations for us there.”  So the disciples set 
out and went to the city, and found everything as 
he had told them; and they prepared the 
Passover meal. 
 
When it was evening, he came with the 
twelve.  And when they had taken their places 
and were eating, Jesus said, “Truly I tell you, one 
of you will betray me, one who is eating with 
me.”  They began to be distressed and to say to 
him one after another, “Surely, not I?”  He said to 
them, “It is one of the twelve, one who is dipping 
bread into the bowl with me.  For the Son of Man 
goes as it is written of him, but woe to that one 
by whom the Son of Man is betrayed!  It would 
have been better for that one not to have been 
born.” 
 
While they were eating, he took a loaf of bread, 
and after blessing it he broke it, gave it to them, 
and said, “Take; this is my body.”  Then he took a 
cup, and after giving thanks he gave it to them, 
and all of them drank from it.  He said to them, 
“This is my blood of the covenant, which is 
poured out for many.  Truly I tell you, I will never 
again drink of the fruit of the vine until that day 
when I drink it new in the kingdom of God.” 
 
When they had sung the hymn, they went out to 
the Mount of Olives.  And Jesus said to them, 
“You will all become deserters; for it is written, ‘I 
will strike the shepherd, and the sheep will be 
scattered.’  But after I am raised up, I will go 
before you to Galilee.”  Peter said to him, “Even 
though all become deserters, I will not.”  Jesus 
said to him, “Truly I tell you, this day, this very 

night, before the cock crows twice, you will deny 
me three times.”  But he said vehemently, “Even 
though I must die with you, I will not deny you.”  
And all of them said the same. 
 
Psalm 69 
Save me, O God, for the waters have come up, 
even to my neck. 
I sink in deep mire where there is no foothold;  
I have come into deep waters and the flood 
sweeps over me. 
I have grown weary with crying; my throat is raw;  
my eyes have failed from looking so long for my 
God. 
Those who hate me without any cause are more 
than the hairs of my head; 
Those who would destroy me are mighty;  
my enemies accuse me falsely: must I now give 
back what I never stole? 
O God, you know my foolishness, and my faults 
are not hidden from you. 
Let not those who hope in you be put to shame 
through me, Lord God of hosts;  
let not those who seek you be disgraced because 
of me, O God of Israel. 
For your sake have I suffered reproach; shame 
has covered my face. 
I have become a stranger to my kindred, an alien 
to my mother’s children. 
Zeal for your house has eaten me up; the scorn of 
those who scorn you has fallen upon me. 
I humbled myself with fasting, but that was 
turned to my reproach. 
I put on sackcloth also and became a byword 
among them. 
Those who sit at the gate murmur against me, 
and the drunkards make songs about me. 
But as for me, I make my prayer to you, O Lord; at 
an acceptable time, O God. 
Answer me, O God, in the abundance of your 
mercy and with your sure salvation. 
Draw me out of the mire, that I sink not;  
let me be rescued from those who hate me and 
out of the deep waters. 
Let not the water flood drown me, neither the 
deep swallow me up;  
let not the Pit shut its mouth upon me. 
Answer me, Lord, for your loving-kindness is 
good;  
turn to me in the multitude of your mercies. 



Hide not your face from your servant;  
be swift to answer me, for I am in trouble. 
Draw near to my soul and redeem me;* deliver 
me because of my enemies. 
 
 
The second Quarter 
 
Mark 14. 32-50 
They went to a place called Gethsemane; and he 
said to his disciples, “Sit here while I pray.”  He 
took with him Peter and James and John, and 
began to be distressed and agitated.  And he said 
to them, “I am deeply grieved, even to death; 
remain here, and keep awake.”  And going a little 
farther, he threw himself on the ground and 
prayed that, if it were possible, the hour might 
pass from him.  He said, “Abba, Father, for you all 
things are possible; remove this cup from me; 
yet, not what I want, but what you want.”  He 
came and found them sleeping; and he said to 
Peter, “Simon, are you asleep?  Could you not 
keep awake one hour?  Keep awake and pray that 
you may not come into the time of trial; the spirit 
indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.”  And 
again he went away and prayed, saying the same 
words.  And once more he came and found them 
sleeping, for their eyes were very heavy; and they 
did not know what to say to him.  He came a third 
time and said to them, “Are you still sleeping and 
taking your rest?  Enough!  The hour has come; 
the Son of Man is betrayed into the hands of 
sinners.  Get up, let us be going.  See, my 
betrayer is at hand.” 
 
Immediately, while he was still speaking, Judas, 
one of the twelve, arrived; and with him there 
was a crowd with swords and clubs, from the 
chief priests, the scribes, and the elders.  Now the 
betrayer had given them a sign, saying, “The one I 
will kiss is the man; arrest him and lead him away 
under guard.”  So when he came, he went up to 
him at once and said, “Rabbi!” and kissed 
him.  Then they laid hands on him and arrested 
him.  But one of those who stood near drew his 
sword and struck the slave of the high priest, 
cutting off his ear.  Then Jesus said to them, 
“Have you come out with swords and clubs to 
arrest me as though I were a bandit?  Day after 
day I was with you in the temple teaching, and 
you did not arrest me.  But let the scriptures be 
fulfilled.”  All of them deserted him and fled. 

 
Psalm 25 
 
O Lord, God of my salvation, I have cried day and 
night before you. 
Let my prayer come into your presence; incline 
your ear to my cry. 
For my soul is full of troubles; my life draws near 
to the land of death. 
I am counted as one gone down to the Pit; I am 
like one that has no strength, 
Lost among the dead, like the slain who lie in the 
grave, 
Whom you remember no more, for they are cut 
off from your hand. 
You have laid me in the lowest pit, in a place of 
darkness in the abyss. 
Your anger lies heavy upon me, and you have 
afflicted me with all your waves. 
You have put my friends far from me and made 
me to be abhorred by them. 
I am so fast in prison that I cannot get free; my 
eyes fail from all my trouble. 
Lord, I have called daily upon you; I have 
stretched out my hands to you. 
Do you work wonders for the dead? Will the 
shades stand up and praise you? 
Shall your loving-kindness be declared in the 
grave,  
your faithfulness in the land of destruction? 
Shall your wonders be known in the dark  
or your righteous deeds in the land where all is 
forgotten? 
But as for me, O Lord, I will cry to you;  
early in the morning my prayer shall come before 
you. 
 
Lord, why have you rejected my soul?  Why have 
you hidden your face from me? 
I have been wretched and at the point of death 
from my youth;  
I suffer your terrors and am no more seen. 
Your wrath sweeps over me; your horrors are 
come to destroy me; 
All day long they come about me like water; they 
close me in on every side. 
Lover and friend have you put far from me and 
hid my companions out of my sight.  
 
 
 
 



The third Quarter 
 
Mark 14. 51-72 
A certain young man was following him, wearing 
nothing but a linen cloth.  They caught hold of 
him, but he left the linen cloth and ran off naked. 
 
They took Jesus to the high priest; and all the 
chief priests, the elders, and the scribes were 
assembled.  Peter had followed him at a distance, 
right into the courtyard of the high priest; and he 
was sitting with the guards, warming himself at 
the fire.  Now the chief priests and the whole 
council were looking for testimony against Jesus 
to put him to death; but they found none.  For 
many gave false testimony against him, and their 
testimony did not agree.  Some stood up and 
gave false testimony against him, saying, “We 
heard him say, ‘I will destroy this temple that is 
made with hands, and in three days I will build 
another, not made with hands.’”  But even on this 
point their testimony did not agree.  Then the 
high priest stood up before them and asked 
Jesus, “Have you no answer?  What is it that they 
testify against you?” But he was silent and did not 
answer.  Again the high priest asked him, “Are 
you the Messiah, the Son of the Blessed 
One?” Jesus said, “I am; and ‘you will see the Son 
of Man 
seated at the right hand of the Power,’ and 
‘coming with the clouds of heaven.’” 
 
Then the high priest tore his clothes and said, 
“Why do we still need witnesses?  You have 
heard his blasphemy!  What is your decision?”  All 
of them condemned him as deserving 
death. Some began to spit on him, to blindfold 
him, and to strike him, saying to him, “Prophesy!”  
The guards also took him over and beat him. 
 
While Peter was below in the courtyard, one of 
the servant-girls of the high priest came 
by.  When she saw Peter warming himself, she 
stared at him and said, “You also were with Jesus, 
the man from Nazareth.”  But he denied it, 
saying, “I do not know or understand what you 
are talking about.”  And he went out into the 
forecourt.  Then the cock crowed.  And the 
servant-girl, on seeing him, began again to say to 
the bystanders, “This man is one of them.”  But 
again he denied it.  Then after a little while the 
bystanders again said to Peter, “Certainly you are 

one of them; for you are a Galilean.”  But he 
began to curse, and he swore an oath, “I do not 
know this man you are talking about.”  At that 
moment the cock crowed for the second time.  
Then Peter remembered that Jesus had said to 
him, “Before the cock crows twice, you will deny 
me three times.”  And he broke down and wept. 
 
Psalm 22. 1-20 
My God, my God, why have you forsaken me,  
and are so far from my salvation, from the words 
of my distress? 
O my God, I cry in the daytime, but you do not 
answer; and by night also, but I find no rest. 
Yet you are the Holy One, enthroned upon the 
praises of Israel. 
Our forebears trusted in you; they trusted, and 
you delivered them. 
They cried out to you and were delivered;  
they put their trust in you and were not 
confounded. 
But as for me, I am a worm and no man, scorned 
by all and despised by the people. 
All who see me laugh me to scorn; they curl their 
lips and wag their heads, saying, 
‘He trusted in the Lord; let him deliver him; let 
him deliver him, if he delights in him.’ 
But it is you that took me out of the womb and 
laid me safe upon my mother’s breast. 
On you was I cast ever since I was born; you are 
my God even from my mother’s womb. 
Be not far from me, for trouble is near at hand 
and there is none to help. 
Mighty oxen come around me; fat bulls of Bashan 
close me in on every side. 
They gape upon me with their mouths, as it were 
a ramping and a roaring lion. 
I am poured out like water; all my bones are out 
of joint;  
my heart has become like wax melting in the 
depths of my body. 
My mouth is dried up like a potsherd; my tongue 
cleaves to my gums;  
you have laid me in the dust of death. 
For the hounds are all about me, the pack of 
evildoers close in on me;  
they pierce my hands and my feet. 
I can count all my bones; they stand staring and 
looking upon me. 
They divide my garments among them; they cast 
lots for my clothing. 



Be not far from me, O Lord; you are my strength; 
hasten to help me. 
Deliver my soul from the sword, my poor life 
from the power of the dog. 
 
 
The fourth Quarter 
 
The Stripping of the Sanctuary 
 
How lonely sits the city that once was full of 
people!  How like a widow she has become, she 
that was great among the nations!  She weeps 
bitterly in the night, with tears on her cheeks; 
among all her lovers she has no one to comfort 
her. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
The roads to Zion mourn, for no one comes to the 
festivals; all her gates are desolate, her priests 
groan; her young girls grieve, and her lot is bitter.  
Her children have gone away, captives before the 
foe.  Is it nothing to you, all you who pass by?  
Look and see if there is any sorrow like my 
sorrow. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
From on high he sent fire; it went deep into my 
bones; he spread a net for my feet; he turned me 
back; he has left me stunned, faint all day long.  
For these things I weep; my eyes flow with tears; 
for a comforter is far from me, one to revive my 
courage; my children are desolate, for the enemy 
has prevailed. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
All who pass along the way clap their hands at 
you; they hiss and wag their heads at daughter 
Jerusalem; ‘Is this the city that was called the 
perfection of beauty, the joy of all the earth?’  
The thought of my affliction and homelessness is 
wormwood and gall. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
 
 
 

The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, his 
mercies never come to an end; they are new 
every morning; great is your faithfulness.  ‘The 
Lord is my portion,’ says my soul, ‘therefore I will 
hope on him.’  The Lord is good to those who 
wait for him, to the soul that seeks him. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
It is good that one should wait quietly for the 
salvation of the Lord.  It is good for one to bear 
the yoke in youth, to sit alone in silence when the 
Lord has imposed it, to put one’s mouth to the 
dust (there may yet be hope), to give one’s cheek 
to the smiter, and be filled with insults.  For the 
Lord will not reject for ever. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, return to the Lord your 
God. 
 
The Dismissal 
When they had sung the hymn, they went out to 
the Mount of Olives.  Jesus prayed to the Father, 
‘Remove this cup from me; yet, not what I want, 
but what you want.’  He said to his disciples, 
‘Could you not keep awake one hour?  Enough!  
The hour has come; the Son of Man is betrayed 
into the hands of sinners.  Get up, let us be 
going.’ 
 
Christ was obedient unto death.  Go in his peace. 
 
 


