
Come to my Cross 

 

The Person  

I am weary. Life is wearing me down. My burdens are heavy, and I do not 

have the strength to go on. Why must I carry such a heavy load when I am 

unable? I just want to lay down, and not get up again, I am so tired. Who will 

help me? Who will share the load that I carry?   

The Crucified  

Come to my cross. Look at me! I am gentle and humble of heart. My yoke 

is easy, and my burden is light, and in me you will find rest for your soul. 

You need not rely only on your own strength — I walk with you and I share 

your load. Come to my cross   

The Person  

I am alone, truly alone. There are people all around me, but they can’t reach 

the emptiness in my heart, that lonely place, that sorrowful place. I long for 

love and for life, but can’t find it or can’t accept it, and I live in isolation. 

I can’t reach out to others, even when I want to, and I can’t allow others truly 

into my life. I am imprisoned, alone. Who will understand me, reach out to me, 

befriend me?   

The Crucified  

Come to my cross. See how much I love you. I have given myself like this so 

I can be with you always. I am with you every moment of every day. You are 

not alone. You are loved more than you can ever know. My loving heart will 

teach you how to love again, and how to accept love. And when you walk with 

me, you walk with my disciples and friends. You were not made to be alone, 

and you are not alone. Live in my love. Come to my cross.   

The Person  

I am sick and in pain. I feel my body is failing. I mourn for my lost health, 

I long for healing. I took it all for granted when I was well, but now I have 

learned too late how important my health was. I find it hard not to wallow 

in self-pity, I find it hard to pray. Who can heal me?  

The Crucified  

Come to my cross. See my bruised and broken body. Know that this was done 

to me to fulfil ancient prophecy, so that by my suffering and death I might 

bring healing and life to the world. And I offer healing and life to you. By my 

wounds you are healed. By my dying and rising you come to everlasting life. 

One day you will be made whole, and you will laugh with joy. Come to my 

cross.   

  



The Person  

I am sinful, full of shame for what I have done, and for what I should have 

done, but failed to do. I feel so unworthy, unfit to stand in the presence 

of God. My will is so weak; I resolve not to sin again, but I do. I hurt others, 

I let myself down, and I do not live as God would have me live. How can 

I escape from my sin? Who will take this shame from me?   

The Crucified  

Come to my cross. Here, I carry your sins, so you do not need to. Here, if you 

let me, I take from you your guilt and your shame. I am the Lamb who was 

slain, the Lamb who takes away the sins of the world. My blood washes you 

clean, restores you to purity and grace, as often as you fall. Behold, I make 

all things new, and bring you to the glory of my Father’s kingdom. Come to my 

cross.   

 

 

Come to my cross  

Bring your sorrow and sadness;  

Come to my cross  

Bring your guilt and shame;  

Come to my cross  

Bring your fears and dreads  

Come to my cross  

Bring your doubts and confusion  

Come to my cross  

Bring your sickness and pain  

Come to my cross  

Bring your loneliness  

Bring your heart’s desire  

Bring your hopes and dreams  

Bring your loved ones in your heart  

Bring your longing for heaven  

Bring your desire to see God’s face  

Bring your whole life, just as it is.   

Come to my cross.       


