
 

______________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Welcome to St. Stephen’s Church and our lovingly offered virtual worship service. We are 
delighted that you are here in the spirit of community, even as we all cannot be physically 
together. Even though we will not hear you and you will not hear each other, God knows 
that we are doing this together and we do, too. 

 

April 9, 2020 

A Liturgy for Maundy Thursday 

 

 

The Servant-Girl at Emmaus by Veláquez 

 

 

 



The service begins with a few moments of to allow us silence to transition into worship. 
 

Bless the Lord who forgives all our sins. 
God’s mercy endures for ever. 
 

COLLECT OF THE DAY 

 

Almighty Father, whose dear Son, on the night before he suffered, instituted the Sacrament of 
his Body and Blood: Mercifully grant that we may receive it thankfully in remembrance of Jesus 
Christ our Lord, who in these holy mysteries gives us a pledge of eternal life; and who now lives 
and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, for ever and ever. Amen. 
 

THE GOSPEL         Luke 24:13-30  

 

The Holy Gospel of Our Lord Jesus Christ according to Luke. 
Glory to you, Lord Christ. 
      

Now that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles from 
Jerusalem. They were talking with each other about everything that had happened. As they 
talked and discussed these things with each other, Jesus himself came up and walked along with 
them; but they were kept from recognizing him. 
 

He asked them, “What are you discussing together as you walk along?” 
 

They stood still, their faces downcast. One of them, named Cleopas, asked him, “Are you the 
only one visiting Jerusalem who does not know the things that have happened there in these 
days?” 
 

“What things?” he asked. 
 

“About Jesus of Nazareth,” they replied. “He was a prophet, powerful in word and deed before 
God and all the people. The chief priests and our rulers handed him over to be sentenced to 
death, and they crucified him; but we had hoped that he was the one who was going to redeem 
Israel. And what is more, it is the third day since all this took place. In addition, some of our 
women amazed us. They went to the tomb early this morning but didn’t find his body. They 
came and told us that they had seen a vision of angels, who said he was alive. Then some of our 
companions went to the tomb and found it just as the women had said, but they did not see 
Jesus.” 
 

He said to them, “How foolish you are, and how slow to believe all that the prophets have 
spoken! Did not the Messiah have to suffer these things and then enter his glory?” And 
beginning with Moses and all the Prophets, he explained to them what was said in all the 
Scriptures concerning himself. 



 

As they approached the village to which they were going, Jesus continued on as if he were going 
farther. But they urged him strongly, “Stay with us, for it is nearly evening; the day is almost 
over.” So he went in to stay with them. 
 

When he was at the table with them, he took bread, gave thanks, broke it and began to give it to 
them. 
 

The Gospel of the Lord. 
Praise to you, Lord Christ. 
 

THE HOMILY  The Rev. Paula J. Toland 
 

This poem will be read during the homily.  
 

The Servant-Girl at Emmaus   
(A Painting by Velázquez)  
by Denise Levertov, in The Stream & the Sapphire: Selected Poems on Religious Themes 
  

She listens, listens, holding  
her breath.  Surely that voice  
is his – the one who had looked at her, once, across the crowd,  
as no one ever had looked?  
Had seen her? Had spoken as if to her?  
  

Surely those hands were his,  
taking the platter of bread from hers just now?  
Hands he’d laid on the dying and made them well?  
  

Surely that face - ?  
  

The man they’d crucified for sedition and blasphemy.  
The man whose body disappeared from its tomb.  
The man it was rumored now some women had seen this                

morning, alive?  
  

Those who had brought this stranger home to their table  
don’t recognize yet with whom they sit.  
But she in the kitchen, absently touching       

the winejug she’s to take in,  
a young Black servant intently listening,  
  

swings round and sees  
the light around him  
and is sure. 
 



THE PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE, FORM IV 
 

Let us pray for the Church and for the world. 
 

Grant, Almighty God, that all who confess your Name may be united in your truth, live together 
in your love, and reveal your glory in the world. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 
 

Guide the people of this land, and of all the nations, in the ways of justice and peace; that we 
may honor one another and serve the common good. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 
 

Give us all a reverence for the earth as your own creation, that we may use its resources rightly 
in the service of others and to your honor and glory. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 
 

Bless all whose lives are closely linked with ours, and grant that we may serve Christ in them, 
and love one another as he loves us. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 
 

Comfort and heal all those who suffer in body, mind, or spirit; give them courage and hope in 
their troubles, and bring them the joy of your salvation. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 
 

We commend to your mercy all who have died, that your will for them may be fulfilled; and we 
pray that we may share with all your saints in your eternal kingdom. 
 

Silence 
 

Lord, in your mercy 

Hear our prayer. 



 

Heavenly Father, you have promised to hear what we ask in the Name of your Son: Accept and 
fulfill our petitions, we pray, not as we ask in our ignorance, nor as we deserve in our 

sinfulness, but as you know and love us in your Son Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 
 

THE LORD’S PRAYER 

 

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. 
For thine is the kingdom, 
    and the power, and the glory, 
    for ever and ever. Amen. 
 

PSALM 22 
 

The altar is stripped, the reserve sacrament is removed from the chancel, and an altar of repose 
is set. This liturgical act is a reminder to us of Jesus’ loneliness as he sat and prayed in the 
Garden of Gethsemane awaiting his apprehension.  The altar is bare until we celebrate Jesus’ 
resurrection that first Easter. 
 

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? * 

    and are so far from my cry 

    and from the words of my distress? 

  
O my God, I cry in the daytime, but you do not answer; * 

    by night as well, but I find no rest. 
  

Yet you are the Holy One, * 

    enthroned upon the praises of Israel. 
  

Our forefathers put their trust in you; * 

    they trusted, and you delivered them. 
  

They cried out to you and were delivered; * 



    they trusted in you and were not put to shame. 
  

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 rescue him, if he delights in him." 
  

Yet you are he who took me out of the womb, * 

    and kept me safe upon my mother's breast. 
  

I have been entrusted to you ever since I was born; * 

     you were my God when I was still in my 

                             mother's womb. 
  

Be not far from me, for trouble is near, * 

    and there is none to help. 
 

Many young bulls encircle me; * 

    strong bulls of Bashan surround me. 
  

They open wide their jaws at me, * 

    like a ravening and a roaring lion. 
  

I am poured out like water; 
all my bones are out of joint; * 

    my heart within my breast is melting wax. 
  

My mouth is dried out like a pot-sherd; 
my tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth; * 

    and you have laid me in the dust of the grave. 
  

Packs of dogs close me in, 
and gangs of evildoers circle around me; * 

    they pierce my hands and my feet; 
    I can count all my bones. 
  

They stare and gloat over me; * 

    they divide my garments among them; 
    they cast lots for my clothing. 
  

Be not far away, O LORD; * 

    you are my strength; hasten to help me. 
  



Save me from the sword, * 

    my life from the power of the dog. 
  

Save me from the lion's mouth, * 

    my wretched body from the horns of wild bulls. 
  

I will declare your Name to my brethren; * 

    in the midst of the congregation I will praise you. 
  

Praise the LORD, you that fear him; * 

    stand in awe of him, O offspring of Israel; 
    all you of Jacob's line, give glory. 
 

For he does not despise nor abhor the poor in their poverty; 
neither does he hide his face from them; * 

    but when they cry to him he hears them. 
  

My praise is of him in the great assembly; * 

    I will perform my vows in the presence of those who 

                             worship him. 
  

The poor shall eat and be satisfied, 
and those who seek the LORD shall praise him: * 

    "May your heart live for ever!" 
  

All the ends of the earth shall remember and turn to 

                             the LORD, * 

    and all the families of the nations bow before him. 
  

For kingship belongs to the LORD; * 

    he rules over the nations. 
  

To him alone all who sleep in the earth bow down 

                             in worship; * 

    all who go down to the dust fall before him. 
  
My soul shall live for him; 
my descendants shall serve him; * 

    they shall be known as the LORD'S for ever. 
  

They shall come and make known to a people yet unborn * 

    the saving deeds that he has done. 
 

 

The service ends in silence. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

St. Stephen’s Church 

“A diverse Episcopal parish, a life-giving sanctuary, a place where love begets love.  Seekers, 

doubters, and believers find a comfortable place in our midst.” 

  

119 Main Street, Millburn, NJ 07041 

973-376-0688 / ststephensmillburn.org 

Services:  Sundays 8 AM and 10 AM, and First Wednesday of the Month at 12 Noon 

  

Rector: The Rev. Paula J. Toland; Emergency Contact: 508-542-1327 

Music Director: Kim Williams; Organist: John Schucker 

 

Members of the Vestry 

Maryalice Chech: Warden, People & Programs; Roger Riedel, Property Warden 

Fran Taber: Finance & Investment; Don Stanford: Treasurer 

Kira Hanson: Parish Life & Personnel; Eugene Foley: Programs & Cemetery;  

Barbara Riedel: Recording Secretary & Clerk 

  

If you wish to receive the weekly e-newsletter, please contact the parish office at 

973-376-0688 or church@ststephensmillburn.org.  


