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Thank you for joining us for this evening’s worship at Llandaff Cathedral.  

The service is led by the Cathedral clergy. The music is performed by Ralph Thomas 
Williams and Stephen Moore (Piano).  

 

The Confession Stone 
Robert Fleming (1921-76) 

 
Robert Fleming was born in Prince Albert, Saskatchewan. He studied at age 15 with 
well-known English composer Herbert Howells at The Royal College of Music before 
winning a Canadian Performing Rights Scholarship in 1939 to study at Toronto 
Conservatory of Music. 
 
The Confession Stone is one of Robert Fleming’s best-known compositions 
demonstrating a great affinity for the voice with his facility of word setting and 
dramatization. This song cycle embraces songs of Mary, Joseph, Mary Magdalene, 
Jesus, Judas and God. The songs explore the poet’s (Owen Dodson) ideas of the 
thoughts of the characters “on that hard stone of confession on which most of us 
kneel sometime in our lives”. 
 
  



In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. 
Amen. 
 
Let us pray. 
 

Pour your grace into our hearts, we beseech you, O Lord, that as we have known 
the Incarnation of your son by the message of an angel, so his Cross and Passion we 
may be brought to the glory of his Resurrection; through the same Jesus Christ Our 
Lord. Amen. 
 
 
First Meditation 

Oh my boy: Jesus,  
my first and only son,  
Rock on my breast, my first and only one,  
my first and only son.  
 
O my Jesus: my first and only one.  
 
Born of God and born near his sun,  
bright boy: my only one:  
 
O my Jesus,  
rest on my breast, my first and only son:  
Oh my boy Jesus:  
Rest, shhh,  
you need the rest. 
 
 
We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
  



Come to your Temple here with liberation 
And overturn these tables of exchange 
Restore in me my lost imagination 
Begin in me for good, the pure change. 
Come as you came, an infant with your mother, 
That innocence may cleanse and claim this ground 
Come as you came, a boy who sought his father 
With questions asked and certain answers found, 
Come as you came this day, a man in anger 
Unleash the lash that drives a pathway through 
Face down for me the fear the shame the danger 
Teach me again to whom my love is due. 
Break down in me the barricades of death 
And tear the veil in two with your last breath. 

Cleansing the Temple  
©Malcom Guite     

 
 
Second Meditation 
Don’t pay attention to the old men in the temple.  
They have given up.  
Tell them what you told me:  
cast the sinners out, clean the house of God,  
load the rich with grief, prepare the poor with hope  
and, Jesus,  
don’t stop to play with Judas and his friends along the way.  
 
 
We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
 

  



Come close with Mary, Martha, Lazarus 
So close the candles stir with their soft breath 
And kindle heart and soul to flame within us 
Lit by these mysteries of life and death. 
For beauty now begins the final movement 
In quietness and intimate encounter 
The alabaster jar of precious ointment 
Is broken open for the world’s true lover, 
The whole room richly fills to feast the senses 
With all the yearning such a fragrance brings, 
The heart is mourning but the spirit dances, 
Here at the very centre of all things, 
Here at the meeting place of love and loss 
We all foresee, and see beyond the cross. 

The anointing at Bethany 
©Malcom Guite 

 
 
Third Meditation 

Jesus, did you know that Lazarus is back?  
Jesus, are you listening?  
Lazarus has come back.  
His grave is still open  
and Martha tells she heard  
three angels singing with three birds:  
their feathers brushed together. 
 
Jesus, are you hearing?  
Lazarus has returned to Bethany. 
Jesus, won’t you answer? 
Lazarus has come back and he’s calling for you.  
He says that death was gentle and woke him up early. 
Jesus, are you praying? 
Lazarus has returned. 
 

 
We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
 
  



Here is the source of every sacrament, 
The all-transforming presence of the Lord, 
Replenishing our every element, 
Remaking us in his creative Word. 
For here the earth herself gives bread and wine, 
The air delights to bear his Spirit’s speech, 
The fire dances where the candles shine, 
The waters cleanse us with his gentle touch. 
And here he shows the full extent of love 
To us whose love is always incomplete, 
In vain we search the heavens high above, 
The God of love is kneeling at our feet. 
Though we betray him, though it is the night, 
He meets us here and loves us into light. 

 Maundy Thursday 
©Malcolm Guite 

 
 
Fourth Meditation 

There’s a supper in Jerusalem tonight  
and I wish that I was there,  
I’d journey anywhere to be with Jesus: 
to stroke his hair,  
Remind Him, O my baby dear,  
I’d journey anywhere to be with Jesus tonight.  
 
There’s that supper in Jerusalem tonight  
and I could be right there.  
But I don’t dare to journey to Jerusalem tonight. 
O my Jesus, you’re eating in Jerusalem tonight,  
and I wish that I was there.  
O my boy, take care at that supper in Jerusalem tonight 
 
 
We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
  



This darker path into the heart of pain 
Was also hers whose love enfolded him 
In flesh and wove him in her womb. Again 
The sword is piercing. She, who cradled him 
And gentled and protected her young son 
Must stand and watch the cruelty that mars 
Her maiden making. Waves of pain that stun 
And sicken pass across his face and hers 
As their eyes meet. Now she enfolds the world 
He loves in prayer; the mothers of the disappeared 
Who know her pain, all bodies bowed and curled 
In desperation on this road of tears, 
All the grief-stricken in their last despair, 
Are folded in the mantle of her prayer. 

Jesus meets his mother  
©Malcolm Guite 2012 

 
 
Fifth Meditation 
Cold and icy in my bed:  
laid on the ground of Jerusalem:  
every flower is withered,  
the birds have left their song,  
the sun wears a twisted eye.  
I’m alone with your dream of redemption, my Lord.  
 
Save Him, save our son.  
I’m his mother: save Him: 
Let me rock him again in my trembling arms. 
Save Him.  
I’ll receive the silver from Judas. 
Help him.  
 
Your word is all my world. 
I’ll receive the silver from Judas’ hand  
and spend it on nothing.  
Save Him, Jehovah,  
help Him, my God,  
Bless him, My Lord,  
redeem Him, my husband.  
Oh save Him, save Him, save our boy. 
  



We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
 
 
Men called you light so as to load you down, 
And burden you with their own weight of sin, 
A woman forced to cover and contain 
Those seven devils sent by Everyman. 
But one man set you free and took your part 
One man knew and loved you to the core 
The broken alabaster of your heart 
Revealed to Him alone a hidden door, 
Into a garden where the fountain sealed, 
Could flow at last for him in healing tears, 
Till, in another garden, he revealed 
The perfect Love that cast out all your fears, 
And quickened you with loves own sway and swing, 
As light and lovely as the news you bring. 

A sonnet for Mary Magdalene  
©Malcolm Guite 2012 

 
 
Sixth Meditation 
Everything is black,  
Air, water, sun, moon,  
all light, dirt is black.  
 
Heav’n is in mourning for our Son.  
The earth is dead, it will rise again, Almighty God. 
 
Now I understand what light is:  
it is our Son.  
It is Jesus, no longer trembling in my arms.  
It is the Christ.  
 
O my boy, Jesus,  
My first and only son,  
My first and only one.  
  



Now on my knees, with Joseph at my side,  
I ask thee:  
Send the resurrection now.  
Give the air and water and sun  
and the moon and the dirt:  
thy light again.  
Send the presence almighty God,  
send it even to evil ones.  
 

I see Jesus, in the clouds. 
Oh, Free him from death for life:  
We must be free to sing:  
Loose the birds for their songs,  
Bloom the flowers for their songs,  
Light Martha, whose brother came back from death.  
Light Mary Magdalene, light Gethsemane’s gardens:  
Light those walkways with lilies, 
and heal the wounds of Christ.  
 

Let me rise up into your starry sky and love our Son,  
and praise thee,  
and praise thee. 
Ah, comfort me in paradise. 
 

We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you. 
Because by your holy Cross you have redeemed the world. 
 
 

This darker path into the heart of pain 
Was also hers whose love enfolded him 
In flesh and wove him in her womb. Again 
The sword is piercing. She, who cradled him 
And gentled and protected her young son 
Must stand and watch the cruelty that mars 
Her maiden making. Waves of pain that stun 
And sicken pass across his face and hers 
As their eyes meet. Now she enfolds the world 
He loves in prayer; the mothers of the disappeared 
Who know her pain, all bodies bowed and curled 
In desperation on this road of tears, 
All the grief-stricken in their last despair, 
Are folded in the mantle of her prayer. 

Jesus meets his mother  
©Malcolm Guite 2012  



Seventh Meditation 
Oh my boy: Jesus,  
my first and only son,  
Rock on my breast, my first and only one,  
my first and only son.  
 
O my Jesus: my first and only one.  
 
Born of God and born near his sun,  
bright boy: my only one:  
 
O my Jesus,  
rest on my breast, my first and only son:  
Oh my boy Jesus:  
Rest, shhh,  
you need the rest.  
 
 
Almighty God, we pray you by the Passion of your beloved son to help us in all our 
trials, and to be the strength for our human weakness, through Christ who lives and 
reigns for ever. Amen.  
 
The Lord be with you 
And also with you. 
 
O saviour of the world, who by your cross and precious death has redeemed us:  
save us and help us we humbly beseech you O Lord. 
 
Christ crucified draw you to himself to find in him a sure ground for faith, a firm 
support for hope and the assurance of sins forgiven; and the blessing of God 

Almighty, the Father,  the Son and the Holy Spirit be with you this Holy Week and 
always. Amen. 



  



SERVICES DURING HOLY WEEK 
 

 
 
 
 

WENDESDAY of HOLY WEEK 
9.30am Holy Eucharist 

5.30pm Choral Evensong 
7.00pm Holy Week Reflection 

Moore  Via Crucis 
 

MAUNDY THURSDAY 
10.00am Chrism Eucharist 

7.30pm Sung Eucharist with Washing of Feet, 
Procession to Altar of Repose and Stripping of Altars 

Followed by The Watch of the Passion 
10.15pm Compline 

 
GOOD FRIDAY 

10.00am Good Friday Service for All Ages 
12.00pm The Preaching of the Passion 

The Reverend Canon Tim Jones 
Diocesan Director of Ministry & Discipleship 

1.15pm The Proclamation of the Passion  
and The Liturgy of the Day 

 
HOLY SATURDAY 

8.30pm Paschal Vigil and Choral Eucharist  
 

EASTER DAY 
8.00am Holy Eucharist 

9.00am All-Age Eucharist 
11.15am Procession and Choral Eucharist 

4.00pm Solemn Evensong 

 


