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FOREWORD

There isa deeperuestionat the heart othe Stations Why do they still matter in a world that feels
splintered, cynical, bloedharked and endlessly conflictedhe truth isthe Stationglo notbecome
less relevant ilour fractured ageThey become morso.

Thway of ikBenGtosenti martr&ld-sgioatiyt.e nlatmeiss wah a't
di sgui ses: power washing its hands while harm
conveni esncaei dndyw,stcumeds al i s;edb amdide sweragpdbwnd esc
suffering r eenndpeadehdysioaun icgelidibb ley we ak melsisleal talse i n
are crushed beneath systems ¢t heajvesit il dar e t

And ttddilal ,Grsucniocst only a mirror held up to vio
Si mon compel | eMeriomtioc as oliisdaa iniagtp ykb snpdatdeesr sy isn and
where | ove htahse nwo meev eorfagleer usal em r e f;u sJionsge pthh
Ari mat hea daring to honourThdésee dmealeo dwdaenmae b &n o
Theysmalelt s r egihatanmndg er r upt darhdke &neadceiinnseirsyt otfh al
must be sea&mramd,uncchuerdn e dc

Thet atail sms name whiant ower sdeih ®gewgius &t rei gn of nar

solipsism, the ease with whheplhyeo orirs ydiopudd =
how quickly we exsmodecwhdeémiewblahietys infrre@antensel
morality: outrage without <cost, compassion wi
real woundsrbéered off

The Via Crucisrefuses the lie that pain igbver ther@ It insists: This is human. This is us\nd yetit
also refuse despair.lt doessomething metamodern in the deepest sehdwlds the contradiction
without collapsing into cynicismit shows a God who does not solve sufferirmotely but enters it
andby doing s@redefines power as sejiving and rémaginesholiness ago-presence

In a time of propaganda and performanthe Waybecomes a practice of truthfulnesot truth as
argumentput truth agpresencestaying with what is realyith what hurtswith what we would rather
scroll past.

In our age okmotionalexhaustiorand spiritualdissonanceTheWayis alsoa practice of enduranck.
teaches us to keepoving forwardwhen we cannot see the endindien the stone is still sealegihen
the world feels like Good Friday with no Eastundayon the calendar.When moral confusion
religious bigotry and a lack of discernmeptevail theVia Crucisemerges aa practice of conscience.
It trains the heart to recognise the pattewts bignotes themselveandwho gainsfrom the suffering
of others who getscondemne@ndwho gets strippegwho gets silencecandwho gets forgottenAnd

it asks, quietly, relentlesslyWhere are your hands? Where are your feet?

The Wa y fowteenpausesare ultimately a meditationon integration. They refusethe splitbetween
belief and actionprayer and justicédheauty and griefTheybind them together with red thread not
neatly, not cleanlyhutin good faith

Int ha gger wgitveey of themaCheassroom of sofl eatcteen tni
chal leesngtee recogni steursmiatgs i ngmevi ¢ bmplti cit by w
pr ad&ti indeietsis e mimp it éesh e tdioom®an od § eamet he wor |l dé

ci
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but a pilgrimage to be enterédstep. B i handbreath by breath
until the story reads us back. = S

The Stations of the Cross do not as nticise ofixate uponsuffering.
They ask us to remain present to A . :
where love is resisted, stripped, faét%n d, silen
In these pages, the traditionéh Crucrs?s"non oure
yet approached through a metamodern an d theoy
a way of seeing that refuses bsttepti:lsrmnd ce
and chooses instead a fierce attentlveness N
to paradox, to fracture to mercy,

to the sacretbeckoni /ond the spm what
34"

Each st a with a
a red th eturns,
and gath k .

The images are 1
with a single red ti
not violence, but witne: L -

a thread that runs through the sequédikeea pulse beneath’?he skrr) of the world.
Hands and feet recur throughout:

hands that wash, bless, strike, restrain, receive;

feet that stumble, stand, falter, and finally fall still. ~
They remind us that faith is not only beliett is embodtede,s

Th¥i a Qdrsu cn ost .a,'taddereat
Through denral:,tehtthtag
to wash our. hamnld@dord:rﬂneeﬁin

v 15A Y.x’"?

~'fTh|sWay of the Crossands ata sealed S "_ :
We do not force it opeMor dowe rush the dawn.
We waiti because waiting, too, Erayer



FIRST STATION
Jesus iscondemned

Jesus, we come with open hands and unsteady feet.
By your cross, teach us to remain in the wound that heals.

Matthew 27:24i 26
WhenPilate saw he wagetting nowhere, but that instead an uproar was starting, he took

water and washed his hands in front of the
6l tdéds your responsibility.é All the peopl ¢
Then he released Barabbasé and delivered J

~s
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Reflection
Water runs over skin,
but the world is not rinsed.

A basin, a gesture, a performarice
and still the red remembers.

It slips from the bowl,

finds the cracks in the stone,

crosses threshaddflows where itwants

Hands washed
And still the heart is not
still the will resists truth

Some things defy cleansing.

They can only b&éorne

AndJesust ands silent iin the verdictds shadow
receiving what we disown,

bearing what we would ratheall not mine

Prayer

Christ of the threshold,

meet me where | preterd beclean.
Unmask the small evasions

| blessas innocencand virtue.
Teach me to stay with what is true,
even when itmplicates me

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.

NotFRoured sihmeatdr aputny cthhr ough onhlr e td rpaagaansot her
crucitfhoer mf o wanfthhl s vi sual refrain, an emblem of
suffering does not erase what i s borne; i nst e
waiting.
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SECOND STATION
Jesustakesup his cross

Jesus, you lift what we refuse
By your cross, helpusbear | oveds. wei ght

Gospeli John 19:16 17
So they took Jesus; and carrying the cross by himself, he went out to what isheaféace
of the Skull.




Reflection

The wood is not only weightit is ayes

Not agreement with injusticbuta consent that costs
love that will not abandon

even thosevho seek tdoreak it.

His hands find the grain of the timbier

splinter, knot, roughness

as though the worl ddés cruelty
has become suddenly tactile,

inescapably close.

And still, he lifts it.

Not as spectacléNot asheroism

But as holyacceptancé

a burderborne

so thatpainis no longer enduredlone.

Thecrossis forcedupon him,
andsomething irthe world shifts:

not becaussufferingbegins,

but because love refuses to titsback.

Prayer

Jesus of the first step,

when theburdenarrives and the air changes
keep me frontlosingmy hands.
Keepmefrom fleeing

When my cross isetupon me,
grantme courage to lift what | can,
and grace to carry it withobitterness,
with no need tdlame

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.




THIRD STATION
Jesusfalls thefirst time

Jesus, you stumble beneath what should not be yours.
By your cross, meet us where strength fails

Gospel Echoi Mark 14:38
The spirit is indeed willing but the flesh is weak.

Reflection

The first fall is not failure.
It is flesh telling the truth.

The world has its myths of strength
its polished faces,




its speeches about resilierice
but the road is rough
andthe timber is real.

He stumblesinto the dust

without exclamation without drama,
without the comfort of being understood.
Kneesbruisestone.

Handsscrapagrit.

Thecross meetghe earth

And for amomentthe story
narrows to this

weight, breath, silence

No lesson.

No metaphor.

Only a body refusing tbe.

There are falls we hide,
falls wetransfigureor glorify;
falls weavoid or sanitise

But Jesugloes not bypass thall.
He enters it. And the ground itseliters
by the grace oflove that stays.

Prayer

Jesus who falls,

meet me in my first collapge

the moment | cannot keep up appearances.
When lhit the ground of my own limits,

do not let me turn it into shame.

Teach me the humility afust

andthe courage to rise again

without pretending | never fell.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.




FOURTH STATION
Jesusmeetshis mother

Jesus, love meets love amidst the cr owd ds. mal i ce
By your cross, teach us the courage to stay the course

Gospel Echoi Luke 2:34i 35
Then Si meon Thischildis testinekbaause, he f al | i ng amBod r
that the thoughts of many hearts will be reveake a sword will pierce your own soul tGo.

Reflection

There is a paithat cannot béealed
only witnessed.

No miracle interrupts this meeting.
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No speM@hewspl anati ons.
No rescue.

Only presence.

A gaze that holds
what cannot be fixed.
A love that has no leverage.

A mothero6s hands,
aching to lift him,

unable to change the road

and yet refusing to leave it.

The cross passes between them
like a shadowed threshold

This is the terrible holiness
of stayingclose

In theirsilence the world learns a different strength
not triumph,but communion.

Prayer

Mary, Mother of Sorrows,

teach me the courage of presence.

When | cannot change what is happening,
keep me from fleeing into numbness or noise.
Help me to lovewvithout corirol.

To stand neawith no needo solve.

And whenmy heartis pierced,

hold me inG o drdescy.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.

N N




FIFTH STATION
Simon of Cyrenéhelps Jesugarry the cross

Jesus, you receive help without protest or shame .
By your cross, draw us into shar ing the burdens of those around us .

Gospeli Mark 15:21
A certain man from Cyrene, Simon, was on his way in from the country, arcbthpglled
himto carry his cross.




Reflection

He is not askede is seized.

A stranger pulled from the edge of the réad
from his everydaylife i

into the raw centre of suffering.

The wood is thrust into his hands
like adecree

And yeti
in the strange alchemy of merty
compulsion becomes communion.

Two bodies beneath onedm
Two breathdeld in the same strain

Thecrossdoes not become lighter
it becomes shared.

And somewhere between reluctance and resolve
a human heart learns

what it did not comseeking

that love sometimes begins

as inconveniencas disruption,

asaburdennever chosei

andcontinuesbecause it has taken hold

Prayer

Jesuswhen compassion feels lika interruption
meet me there.

When love costs time, comfort, reputation
steady me.

Give me Simonds hands:
hands that take hold,

even when the will is late.

Help me carrythe loadwith you

And to discoverin the carrying

a mercy deeper than nepnsent

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.

N O




SIXTH STATION
Veronicawipes theface of Jesus

Jesus, violence does not erase your face .
By your cross, grant us the mercy of touch

Gospel Echaoi Matthew 25:35( 40
d wasé naked and you cl
theseé youddid it to me.

Reflection

A woman steps forward
when doing sois dangerous.

ot hed

me é
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Not with a speech\ot astrategy.
Nor with the illusion of fixing.
Only a clothand trembling courage.

She lifts her hands
toward the face struck,
spat onmisunderstood;ondemned.

For a momentthe machinery of violencpauses
at a singlehumanact:
the refusal to let suffering remain faceless.

Cloth touches skiii
and what is carried away not only blood andid,
but the lie that pain is impersonal.

And in that brief exchange

a mystery opens:

that compassion is not a feeling
but a threshold,

and the holy arrives

as a small, defiant gentleness
amidcruelty.

Prayer

Jesuswhen | want to keep my distance

from what is broken and unbearable,

draw me nearer.

Gi ve me Voetitudeni caods
acourageof quietcompassion

Help me touch the wounds of the world

without turning awaywithout making it about me,
with no needor applause.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals

NP




SEVENTH STATION
Jesusfalls a secondtime

Jesus, we come with open hands and unsteady feet.
By your cross, teach us to remain in the wound that heals.

Gospel Echaol Psalm 22:1415
d am poured out | ike watereé
to my jawsd

Reflection

The second fall is different.
The first fall surprise$ a sudden crack in the will.

N Z




But the secondrrivesasrecognition:
Thisis what the road is now.

The body remembers pain.
Breath shortens.
The heart hammers.

The ground rises

as though it has been waiting.
Dirt and dusenterthe mouth.
The world blurs at the edges.
Thecrossdrags its darlsmear
across stone.

And still 7

in the place where strength runs,out
something refuses to let go

aquiet refusato abandomwhat ishuman.

He falls againnto the samearth.
And the ground does not reject him
as if to say:

there is no depth of exhaustion
where God will not go with you.

Prayer

Jesuswho falls again,

meet me in the repeat of my weaknkss
in the same temptationhe same addictions,
the same griefs,

the same failures | thoughhadoutgrown.
When | am tired of myself,

do not grow tired of me.

Give me the grace to risgithout despair,
and to keepnoving forward

without pretending | am strong.

Amen.

Refrain

Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.

Draw me into the wound that heals

NT




EIGHTH STATION
Jesusmeets thevomen of Jerusalem

Jesus, you turn toward grief and compassion.
By your cross, help us remain in the wound that heals.

Gospeli Luke 23:27 28

A great number of the people followed him, and among them were women who were beating
their breasts and wailing for him. But Jesus turned to thathsaid daughters of Jerusalem,

do not weep for me, but weep for yourselves and for your chi@ren.

Reflection

They do what love doeshen it cannot intervene:
they weep.

NY




Their hands rise to their che$tsot asperformance
but as t he bodwhémswordsdail.e st

Even under theros® s  w,evegih éxhaustion,
Jesudurns toward theri

toward grieftoward witness,

toward thereckoning

held inside their tears.

He does not reject their sorrow.
He deepens,idraws it outward
from sympathyinto prophecy,
from the present wound

into the wounds that are coming.

Not from indifference butfrom truth
love refuses sentimentality.

There is a grief

that stays safely at the roadside
and there is a grighatawakens us.

He calls them

not only to mourn him,

but to see the world

that keeps crucifying the innocent.

And still i he lets their tears be part of foairney,
keeping pace withis own.

Prayer

Jesuswhen | weep only at a distanaraw me closer.
When my sorrow is safepake it brave.

Help me grievavhat is broken

without turning grief into theatre,

and to let lament become love in motion
akindnesghat acts,

a truth that refuses denial.

Amen.

Refrain

Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.

Draw me into the wound that heals.

anguage
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NINETH STATION
Jesusfalls a third time

Jesus, when strength is spent, you do not let go
By your cross, help us trust when we canno longer stand .

Gospel Echai Isaiah 53:3'5
He was despised and rejectedé
his wounds we are healed.

a

man of

Reflection

The third fall isunsurprisng.
It is the end of strength.

suf
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The road has taken everythindpreath, balance, dignity
and still tdemandsnore.

Here, the body stops negotiating.

It simply yieldsto gravity,to earth

to the terrible honesty of limits.

Hands spread wide on the ground

not in defeat,

but because there is nothing left to give.

And thecrosspresses down

like theful wei ght of the worl doés refusal
to love.

Yet even heré at the lowest point of the road

Jesugdoes not turn awalyom being human.

He falls into the earth

as if to meet usvhere we finally admit

we cannot save ourselves.

And in thatyielding, a strange mercy begins:
not the mercy of escape,

but the mercy of accompanimént
Godrefusing to leave

even when we cannot stand.

Prayer

Jesuswhen | reach the end of my strength,

meet me there.

When | can no longer carmyhat life has placed upon me,
hold mei not with answers,

but with presence.

Help me surrender without despair,

and to rise again byour grace.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.




TENTH STATION
Jesus isstripped ofhis garments

Jesus, you are stripped & and still you do not withdraw.
By your cross, teach us dignity without disguise

Gospeli Mark 15:24
And theg divided his outer garment among them, casting lots for them to decide what each
one should take.

Reflection

They take what is left.

Not only clothi but privacy,dignity,
and the last thin veil




between the sufferingbodynd t he wor | doés

This is the violence beneath violence:
to turn a persomto an object,
a spectaclea thing to be divided.

Even here, suffering becomes commerce.
They gamble beneath him,

as though painveredivisible,

and bodies could be owned.

Hands pull fabric away
as if stripping can erase holiness,
as if exposure can uadninelove.

But Jesusloes not retreat

from being seen.

He stands in the open awth nothing to hide behind
no titles,no defence,

no armour of explanation.

Only skin.Breath.

Only the humanaid bare.

Here, in this placewhereshameexpects silence
an unfamiliartruth burns through:

God does not save by staying untouched,
but by entering the very wound

we spend our lives covering.

Prayer

Jesuswhen | am exposeidwhen my coverings fail,
when | cannot curate my image

meet me witbut turning away

Strip away what is falseithout stripping away my worth.

Help me standh truthwithout shame.
To trust that love remains
even wherthere isnothing left to hold.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals .LL
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ELEVENTH STATION
Jesus isnailed to thecross

Jesus, your hands are nailed open in love.
By your cross, help us forgive despite the cost

Gospeli Luke 23:33134
When they came to the place call ed Hathex, Sku
forgive them; for they do not know what they are d@ing.

Reflection

There is asound the world¢annever forget:
metalpiercingflesh,woodmeetingbody,
the blunt finality of the nail.

1]
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Pinned open are the hands that healed.
Restrained are the hantthatonceblessed
Now atherhandshold thepalmsteady,

as if mercy must be restrained

to fit ftedocty worl dos

Nothing left toshield him
Only the human exposed
Ecce homobehold the man

The red does not stay small.

It spreads a thintrickle finding the grain of timber,
etchingits witness into the wood.

The thread is no longer hidden.

Violence believeg hashad the last word.

Yet wordsrise from the wound
that no empire can translate:
forgive them.

The nailentersLove does not retreat
The wound opens
and God does not leave.

Prayer

Jesus, when | am held down

by fear, by force, by circumstante

meet me.

When my life is strippedf choice

do not let shame become my shelter.

Open my hands

not to surrender to evil, but to refuse its shape in me.
And when the wound sprealdsyondwhat | can contain,
let it notbecomeresentment

Make my mercy real, my truth steady,

my forgivenesslaring

Amen.

Refrain

Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.




TWELFTH STATION
Jesusdies on thecross

Jesus,you give your breath .into the Fatherds hands
By your cross, teach us to submit our breath to your grace.

Gospeli Luke 23:44i 46
It was now about noon, and darkness came oveeitiee land Then Jesus, cryi
a loud voice, saidfather, into your hands | commend my sgitaving said this, he breathed
his last.

— ———

There is a: SIlenGe that is notper_c_e
but absence. \‘\

The air thickensThe sky tum.{gl?me

Hands that we

are now held opeim the @
the choiceo let ga
Feet that walked the r
no longer move, -
and the dust settles

as though time itself ha

This is not the triumph of suﬂsﬂg
This is the griefof God
entering a human end.
And still i in the heart of this undomg
a strangdaithfulnessremains:
into your hands.
Not certainty. Noexplanation. :
Only trust placed like a seed into dadl:

Prayer :

Jesus, when the world goes dark in Btay near.

When | cannot se¢s meaning, — « ¥ED

teach me the mercy tdtting ga SEa = £ 3 Y
Help me placeny lifei nt o t he Hat her 6s hands
not as escapéut as trust. '

And when | stand beside death,

give mealove that remainsven when words fall silent.

Amen.

1]
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Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.

THIRTEENTH STATION
Jesus igakendown from thecross

Jesus, you are received into human hands .
By your cross, teach us that kindness does not release its hold.

Gospeli Mark 15:4271 46
Joseph of Ari mat heaé regueested hbeo | bdo dyy Ritafe W2k el saut
surprisedto hear that he was already dead. Summoning the centurion, he asked if Jesus had
already diedWhen he learned fromelzenturion that this was so, he gave the body to Joseph

So,Joseph boughgomeinen cloth andook down the bog.

ee



Reflection

Now the hands returin

not to strikenot to fastennot to hold down.
Only to receive.

The body is loweredvith the care of grief
slow, trembling, reverernt

as if love must learn again

how to touchafter so much harm.

Blood and dustweight andwvoundi

the ache of what cannot be unddéne
all gathered into armhat can only hold
what they could not save.

This is the mercyhat arrivesafter the ending,
yet refuses to abanddine one who suffered.
And here, in the aftermath,

the sacred is not thunder.

It is linen. Hands.

The unbearable tenderness

of carrying what is gone.

Thecrossis empy. The world exhales.
And sorrow becomes prayerspokenwith extendedarms.

Prayer

Jesusteach me the mercy of aftermath

the love that staywhen nothing can be fixed.

When tle crowd has moved on

and the risk is no longer shared,

Grant me the couragelike Josephi to step forward anyway.
When | stand in the ruinsf what has been lost,

give me hands that do ndbse

arms that can carry grigfithout deslation

and a heart that remains opmren when it breaks.

Amen.

Refrain
Jesus, shape my hands for mercy; steady my feet in truth.
Draw me into the wound that heals.




FOURTEENTH STATION
Jesus idaid in thetomb

Jesus, we lay you in the tomb, and we do not rush the laying .
By your cross, teach us the faithfulness of waiting

Gospeli Luke 23:53'56
Then he wrapped e s u s i adbeantingn clothand laid it in atomb cut in the rockonein
whichno-onehad yet been laid.

Reflection

The hands have learnachewgentleness.
Not thetendernessf beginnings,

but the gentleness of endinigslow, careful,
as if love must move softly

in the presence of death.

1]
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Linen is folded and
stone receives what it cannot keep.

Int o t he kkeaping hés dar
into silencejnto the sealed pause

between promise and fulfilment

the body is placed.

Here the world saydinished.

Here the heart saygone.

And yetlove does notvithdraw.
It does not explaior hurry.
it tendsto what remains.

The tomb is a thresholib onechooses
and still they cross itearing grief like amall flame
into the dark.

The stone will close.

The silence will deepen.

But the sacred is not absent hére
only hiddenlJike a seed beneath sail,
waiting.

Prayer

Jesuswhen all | have is silencégach me to stay.
When grief seals the mouth of hope,

keep love alive in me

not as certaintyhut as faithfulness.

Bless the places in my liiaat feel like tombs,
the endings | cannot undo,

the darkness | cannot interpret.

And in the sealed spaces of waiting,
grantme the couragto trust

your hidden work.

Amen.

(A moment of slence)
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A FIFTEENTH PAUSE
Waiting

We have walked the old road ag&in

not as reenactmermipt as theatrer escapge
butasencounter

a remembrancthat changes

the one who remembers.

Love does not become less holy in the dark.

It becomes more honest.

Here before the tomb,

the sacred is not an idea held at a distance,
butheld as it is:

a bodygiven toearth

hands under strain,

feetthat have learnetthe cost of love.
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