
Tenebrae  

The ministers enter the church in silence and proceed to their places. The Office then begins immediately with 
the Antiphon on the first Psalm. It is customary to sit for the Psalmody.  

First Nocturn  

Antiphon 1  

Zeal for your house has eaten me up; the scorn of those who scorn you has fallen upon me.  

Psalm 69:1-23 

1. Save me, O God, * 
    for the waters have risen up to my neck.  
  

2 I am sinking in deep mire, * 
    and there is no firm ground for my feet.  
  

3 I have come into deep waters, * 
    and the torrent washes over me. 

4 I have grown weary with my crying; 
my throat is inflamed; * 
    my eyes have failed from looking for my God.  
  

5 Those who hate me without a cause are more than the hairs 
                             of my head; 
my lying foes who would destroy me are mighty. * 
    Must I then give back what I never stole?  
  

6 O God, you know my foolishness, * 
    and my faults are not hidden from you.  
  

7 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. 

 

8 Surely, for your sake have I suffered reproach, * 
    and shame has covered my face.  
  



9 I have become a stranger to my own kindred, * 
    an alien to my mother's children.  
  

10 Zeal for your house has eaten me up; * 
    the scorn of those who scorn you has fallen upon me.  
  

11 I humbled myself with fasting, * 
    but that was turned to my reproach.  
  

12 I put on sack-cloth also, * 
    and became a byword among them.  
  

13 Those who sit at the gate murmur against me, * 
    and the drunkards make songs about me.  
  

14 But as for me, this is my prayer to you, * 
    at the time you have set, O LORD:  
  

15 "In your great mercy, O God, * 
    answer me with your unfailing help.  
  

16 Save me from the mire; do not let me sink; * 
    let me be rescued from those who hate me 
    and out of the deep waters.  
  

17 Let not the torrent of waters wash over me, 
neither let the deep swallow me up; * 
    do not let the Pit shut its mouth upon me.  
  

18 Answer me, O LORD, for your love is kind; * 
    in your great compassion, turn to me."  
  

19 "Hide not your face from your servant; * 
    be swift and answer me, for I am in distress.  
  

20 Draw near to me and redeem me; * 
    because of my enemies deliver me. 

 

21 You know my reproach, my shame, and my dishonor; * 
    my adversaries are all in your sight."  
  



22 Reproach has broken my heart, and it cannot be healed; * 
    I looked for sympathy, but there was none, 
    for comforters, but I could find no one.  
  

23 They gave me gall to eat, * 
    and when I was thirsty, they gave me vinegar to drink. 

Antiphon 2  

Let them draw back and be disgraced who take pleasure in my misfortune.  

Psalm 70  
  

1 Be pleased, O God, to deliver me; * 
    O LORD, make haste to help me.  
  

2 Let those who seek my life be ashamed 
and altogether dismayed; * 
    let those who take pleasure in my misfortune 
    draw back and be disgraced.  
  

3 Let those who say to me "Aha!" and gloat over me turn back, * 
    because they are ashamed.  
  

4 Let all who seek you rejoice and be glad in you; * 
    let those who love your salvation say for ever, 
    "Great is the LORD!"  
  

5 But as for me, I am poor and needy; * 
    come to me speedily, O God.  
  

6 You are my helper and my deliverer; * 
    O LORD, do not tarry. 

V. Deliver me, my God, from the hand of the wicked:  

R. From the clutches of the evildoer and the oppressor.  

All stand for silent prayer. The appointed Reader then goes to the lectern, and everyone else sits down.  

Lesson 1  

A Reading from Howard Thurman’s book Jesus and the Disinherited 
 



The basic fact is that Christianity as it was born in the mind of this Jewish thinker and teacher 
appears as a technique of survival for the oppressed. That it became, through the intervening years, 
a religion of the powerful and the dominant, used sometimes as an instrument of oppression, 
must not tempt us into believing that it was thus in the mind and life of Jesus. 'In him was life; and 
the life was the light of men.' Wherever his spirit appears, the oppressed gather fresh courage; for 
he announced the good news that fear, hypocrisy, and hatred, the three hounds of hell that track 
the trail of the disinherited, need have no dominion over them.    

Responsory 1 In monte Oliveti  

V. On the mount of Olives Jesus prayed to the Father:  

R. Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me. The spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.  

V. Watch and pray, that you may not enter into temptation.  

R. The spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.  

Lesson 2  

Above and beyond all else it must be borne in mind that hatred tends to dry up the springs of 
creative thought in the life of the hater, so that his resourcefulness becomes completely focused on 
the negative aspects of his environment. The urgent needs of the personality for creative 
expression are starved to death. A man's horizon may become so completely dominated by the 
intense character of his hatred that there remains no creative residue in his mind and spirit to give 
to great ideas, to great concepts.”  

Responsory 2 Tristis est anima mea 

V. My soul is very sorrowful, even to the point of death;  

R. Remain here, and watch with me. Now you shall see the crowd who will surround me; you will flee, and I 
will go to be offered up for you.  

V. Behold, the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man is betrayed into the hands of sinners. 
 

R. You will flee, and I will go to be offered up for you.  

Lesson 3  

It has long been a matter of serious moment that for decades we have studied the various peoples 
of the world and those who live as our neighbors as objects of missionary endeavor and enterprise 
without being at all willing to treat them either as brothers or as human beings.”  

Responsory 3 Ecce vidimus eum  



V. Lo, we have seen him without beauty or majesty,  

R. with no looks to attract our eyes. He bore our sins and grieved for us, he was wounded for our 
transgressions, and by his scourging we are healed.  

V. Surely, he has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows:  

R. And by his scourging we are healed.  

When this Responsory is sung rather than recited, repeat all that precedes the Verse: 
Lo, we have seen . . . we are healed.  

Second Nocturn  

Antiphon 3  

The kings of the earth rise up in revolt, and the princes plot together, against the Lord and against 
his Anointed.  

Psalm 2  

1 Why are the nations in an uproar? * 
    Why do the peoples mutter empty threats?  
  

2 Why do the kings of the earth rise up in revolt, 
and the princes plot together, * 
    against the LORD and against his Anointed?  
  

3 "Let us break their yoke," they say; * 
    "let us cast off their bonds from us."  
  

4 He whose throne is in heaven is laughing; * 
    the Lord has them in derision.  
  

5 Then he speaks to them in his wrath, * 
    and his rage fills them with terror.  
  

6 "I myself have set my king * 
   upon my holy hill of Zion."  
  

7 Let me announce the decree of the LORD: * 
    he said to me, "You are my Son; 
    this day have I begotten you.  
  



8 Ask of me, and I will give you the nations for 
                             your inheritance * 
    and the ends of the earth for your possession.  
  

9 You shall crush them with an iron rod * 
   and shatter them like a piece of pottery."  
  

10 And now, you kings, be wise; * 
    be warned, you rulers of the earth.  
  

11 Submit to the LORD with fear, * 
    and with trembling bow before him;  
  

12 Lest he be angry and you perish; * 
    for his wrath is quickly kindled. 

 
13 Happy are they all * 

    who take refuge in him! 

Antiphon 4  

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

Psalm 22:1-21  

1 My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? * 
    and are so far from my cry 
    and from the words of my distress?  
  

2 O my God, I cry in the daytime, but you do not answer; * 
    by night as well, but I find no rest.  
  

3 Yet you are the Holy One, * 
    enthroned upon the praises of Israel.  
  

4 Our forefathers put their trust in you; * 
    they trusted, and you delivered them.  
  

5 They cried out to you and were delivered; * 
    they trusted in you and were not put to shame.  
  

6 But as for me, I am a worm and no man, * 
    scorned by all and despised by the people. 



 
  

7 All who see me laugh me to scorn; * 
    they curl their lips and wag their heads, saying,  
  

8 "He trusted in the LORD; let him deliver him; * 
    let him rescue him, if he delights in him."  
  

9 Yet you are he who took me out of the womb, * 
    and kept me safe upon my mother's breast.  
  

10 I have been entrusted to you ever since I was born; * 
     you were my God when I was still in my 
                             mother's womb.  
  

11 Be not far from me, for trouble is near, * 
    and there is none to help. 

 
12 Many young bulls encircle me; * 

    strong bulls of Bashan surround me.  
  

13 They open wide their jaws at me, * 
    like a ravening and a roaring lion.  
  

14 I am poured out like water; 
all my bones are out of joint; * 
    my heart within my breast is melting wax.  
  

15 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.  
  

16 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.  
  

All stand for silent prayer. The appointed Reader then goes to the lectern, and everyone else sits down.  

Lesson 4  

A Reading from the Letter from Birmingham Jail by Martin Luther King, Jr. 
 



But more basically, I am in Birmingham because injustice is here …   
Moreover I am cognizant of the interrelatedness of all communities and states.  I cannot sit idly by 
in Atlanta and not be concerned about what happens in Birmingham.  Injustice is a threat to 
justice everywhere.  We are caught in an inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a single garment 
of destiny.  Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly.  Never again can we afford to live 
with the narrow, provincial “outside agitator” idea.  Anyone who lives inside the United States can 
never be considered an outsider anywhere within its bounds. 

Responsory 4 Tamquam ad latronem 

V. Have you come out as against a robber,  

R. with swords and clubs to capture me? Day after day I sat in the temple teaching, and you did not seize me; 
but now, behold, you scourge me, and lead me away to be crucified.  

V. When they had laid hands on Jesus and were holding him, he said:  

R. Day after day I sat in the temple teaching, and you did not seize me; but now, behold, you scourge me, and 
lead me away to be crucified.  

Lesson 5  

…though I was initially disappointed at being categorized as an extremist, as I continued to think 
about the matter I gradually gained a measure of satisfaction from the label.  Was not Jesus an 
extremist for love: “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, 
and pray for them which despitefully use you and persecute you.”  Was not Amos an extremist for 
justice: “Let justice roll down like waters and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream.”  Was not 
Paul an extremist for the Christian gospel: “I bear in my body the marks of the Lord Jesus Christ.”  
Was not Martin Luther an extremist: “Here I stand; I cannot do otherwise, so help me God.”  
…And Abraham Lincoln: “This nation cannot survive half slave and half free.”  And Thomas 
Jefferson: “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal…”  So the 
question is not whether we will be extremists, but what kind so extremists will we be?  Will we be 
extremists for hate or for love?  Will we be extremists for the preservation of injustice or the 
extension of justice?  In that dramatic scene on Calvary’s hill three men were crucified.  We must 
never forget that all three men were crucified for the same crime—the crime of extremism. Two 
were extremists for immorality, and thus fell below their environment.  The other, Jesus Christ, 
was an extremist for love, truth, and goodness, and thereby rose above his environment.  Perhaps 
the…nation and the world are in dire need of creative extremists. 

Responsory 5 Tenebrae factae sunt  

V. Darkness covered the whole land when Jesus had been crucified;  

R. and about the ninth hour he cried with a loud voice: My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? And he 
bowed his head and handed over his spirit.  

V. Jesus, crying with a loud voice, said: Father, into your hands I commend my spirit.  



R. And he bowed his head and handed over his spirit.  

Lesson 6  

There was a time when the church was very powerful in the time when the early Christians 
rejoiced at being deemed worthy to suffer for what they believed…Things are different now.   So 
often the contemporary church is a weak, ineffectual voice with an uncertain sound.  So often it is 
an arch-defender of the status quo.  Far from being disturbed by the presence of the church, the 
power structure of the average community is consoled by the church’s silent and often even vocal 
sanction of things as they are.  But the judgment of God is upon the church as never before.  If 
today’s church does not recapture the sacrificial spirit of the early church, it will lose its 
authenticity, forfeit the loyalty of millions, and be dismissed as an irrelevant social club with no 
meaning for the twentieth century.  Every day I meet young people whose disappointment with the 
church has turned into outright disgust. 

 

 

Responsory 6 Ecce quomodo moritur  

V. See how the righteous one perishes,  

R. and no one takes it to heart. The righteous are taken away, and no one understands. From the face of evil 
the righteous one is taken away, and his memory shall be in peace.  

V. Like a sheep before its shearers is mute, so he opened not his mouth. By oppression and 
judgment he was taken away: 

R. And his memory shall be in peace.  

Third Nocturn  

Antiphon 5  

I have become like one who has no strength, lost among the dead.  

Psalm 88  

1 O LORD, my God, my Savior, * 
    by day and night I cry to you.  
  

2 Let my prayer enter into your presence; * 
    incline your ear to my lamentation.  
  



3 For I am full of trouble; * 
    my life is at the brink of the grave.  
  

4 I am counted among those who go down to the Pit; * 
    I have become like one who has no strength;  
  

5 Lost among the dead, * 
    like the slain who lie in the grave,  
  

6 Whom you remember no more, * 
    for they are cut off from your hand.  
  

7 You have laid me in the depths of the Pit, * 
    in dark places, and in the abyss.  
  

8 Your anger weighs upon me heavily, * 
    and all your great waves overwhelm me.  
  

9 You have put my friends far from me; 
you have made me to be abhorred by them; * 
    I am in prison and cannot get free.  
  

10 My sight has failed me because of trouble; * 
    LORD, I have called upon you daily; 
    I have stretched out my hands to you.  
  

11 Do you work wonders for the dead? * 
    will those who have died stand up and give you thanks?  
  

12 Will your loving-kindness be declared in the grave? * 
    your faithfulness in the land of destruction? 

 
13 Will your wonders be known in the dark? * 

    or your righteousness in the country where all 
                             is forgotten?  
  

14 But as for me, O LORD, I cry to you for help; * 
    in the morning my prayer comes before you.  
  

15 LORD, why have you rejected me? * 
    why have you hidden your face from me?  
  



16 Ever since my youth, I have been wretched and at the 
                             point of death; * 
    I have borne your terrors with a troubled mind.  
  

17 Your blazing anger has swept over me; * 
    your terrors have destroyed me;  
  

18 They surround me all day long like a flood; * 
    they encompass me on every side.  
  

19 My friend and my neighbor you have put away from me, * 
    and darkness is my only companion.  
  

 

V. He has made me dwell in darkness:  

R. Like the dead of long ago.  

All stand for silent prayer. The appointed Reader then goes to the lectern, and everyone else sits down.  

Lesson 7 
 
A reading from the sermons of Archbishop Oscar Romero, martyr 
 
For the church, the many abuses of human life, liberty and dignity are a heartfelt suffering.  The 
church, entrusted with the earth’s glory, believes that in each person is the Creator’s image and 
that everyone who tramples it offends God.  As the holy defender of God’s rights and of God’s 
images, the church must cry out.  It takes as spittle in its face, as lashes on its back, as the cross in 
its passion, all that human beings suffer, even though they be unbelievers.  They suffer as God’s 
images. There is no dichotomy between God’s humans and God’s image.  Whoever tortures a 
human being, whoever abuses a human being, whoever outrages a human being abuses God’s 
image, and the church takes as its own that cross, that martyrdom. 

Responsory 7 Eram quasi agnus  

V. I was like a trusting lamb led to the slaughter.  

R. I did not know it was against me that they devised schemes, saying, Let us destroy the tree with its fruit; let 
us cut him off from the land of the living.  

V. All my enemies whispered together against me, and devised evil against me, saying: 

R. Let us destroy the tree with its fruit; let us cut him off from the land of the living.  



Lesson 8 
 
This is why the church has great conflicts: It accuses of sin.  It says to the rich: Do not sin by 
misusing your money. It says to the powerful: Do not misuse your political influence. Do not use 
your weaponry. Do not misuse your power. It says to sinful torturers: Do not torture. You are 
sinning. You are doing wrong. You are establishing the reign of hell on earth. 

Responsory 8 Velum templi  

V. The veil of the temple was torn in two,  

R. and the earth shook, and the thief from the cross cried out, Lord, remember me when you come into your 
kingdom.  

V. The rocks were split, the tombs were opened, and many bodies of the saints who slept were 
raised: 

R. And the earth shook, and the thief from the cross cried out, Lord, remember me when you come into your 
kingdom.  

Lesson 9 
 
How beautiful will be the day when all the baptized understand that their work, their job, is a 
priestly work, that just as I celebrate Mass at the altar, so each carpenter celebrates Mass at the 
workbench, and each metalworker, each professional, each doctor at the scalpel, the market 
woman at her stand, are performing a priestly office!  How many cabdrivers, I know, listen to this 
message there in their cabs; you are a priest at the wheel, my friend, if you work with honesty, 
consecrating that taxi of yours to God, bearing a message of peace and love to the passengers who 
ride in your cab. 
 
Responsory 9 Sepulto Domino  

V. When the Lord was buried, they sealed the tomb,  

R. rolling a great stone to the door of the tomb; and they stationed soldiers to guard him.  

V. The chief priests gathered before Pilate, and petitioned him:  

R. And they stationed soldiers to guard him.  

Antiphon 6  

They shall mourn for him as one mourns for an only child; for the Lord, who is without sin, is 
slain.  

Psalm 143  



LORD, hear my prayer, 
and in your faithfulness heed my supplications; * 
    answer me in your righteousness.  

  
2 Enter not into judgment with your servant, * 

    for in your sight shall no one living be justified. 
 
3 For my enemy has sought my life; 

he has crushed me to the ground; * 
    he has made me live in dark places like those who 
                             are long dead.  
  

4 My spirit faints within me; * 
    my heart within me is desolate.  
  

5 I remember the time past; 
I muse upon all your deeds; * 
    I consider the works of your hands.  
  

6 I spread out my hands to you; * 
    my soul gasps to you like a thirsty land.  
  

7 O LORD, make haste to answer me; my spirit fails me; * 
    do not hide your face from me 
    or I shall be like those who go down to the Pit.  
  

8 Let me hear of your loving-kindness in the morning, 
for I put my trust in you; * 
    show me the road that I must walk, 
    for I lift up my soul to you.  
  

9 Deliver me from my enemies, O LORD, * 
    for I flee to you for refuge.  
  

10 Teach me to do what pleases you, for you are my God; * 
    let your good Spirit lead me on level ground.  
  

11 Revive me, O LORD, for your Name's sake; * 
    for your righteousness' sake, bring me out of trouble.  
  

12 Of your goodness, destroy my enemies 
and bring all my foes to naught, * 
    for truly I am your servant. 



 

 

Antiphon 7  

From the gates of hell, O Lord, deliver my soul. The Song of Hezekiah [Isaiah 38:10-20]  

1  In my despair I said, “In the noonday of my life I must depart; * my unspent years are 
summoned to the portals of death.”  

2  And I said, “No more shall I see the Lord in the land of the living, * never more look on my 
kind among dwellers on earth.  

3  My house is pulled down and I am uncovered,* as when a shepherd strikes his tent.  

4  My life is rolled up like a bolt of cloth,* the threads cut off from the loom.  

5  Between sunrise and sunset my life is brought to an end; * I cower and hope for the dawn.  

6  Like a lion he has crushed all my bones; * 
like a swallow or thrush I utter plaintive cries; I mourn like a dove.  

7  My weary eyes look up to you; * 
Lord, be my refuge in my affliction.”  

8  But what can I say? for he has spoken; * it is he who has done this.  

9  Slow and halting are my steps all my days,* because of the bitterness of my spirit.  

10  O Lord, I recounted all these things to you and you rescued me; * when entreated, you 
restored my life.  

11  I know now that my bitterness was for my good,* 
for you held me back from the pit of destruction, you cast all my sins behind you.  

12  The grave does not thank you nor death give you praise; * nor do those at the brink of the 
grave hang on your promise.  

13  It is the living, O Lord, the living who give you thanks as I do this day; * and parents speak of 
your faithfulness to their children.  

14 You, Lord, are my Savior; *I will praise you with stringed instruments all the days of my life, in 
the house of the Lord.  

Ant. From the gates of hell, O Lord, deliver my soul.  



O Death, I will be your death; O Grave, I will be your destruction.  

V. O Death, I will be your death; 
R. O Grave, I will be your destruction.  

My flesh also shall rest in hope: You will not let your holy One see corruption.  

All stand. During the singing of the following Canticle, the candles at the Altar, and all other lights in the 
church (except the one remaining at the top of the triangular candlestick), are extinguished.  

Christus factus est  

V. Christ for us became obedient unto death, even death on a cross;  

R. therefore God has highly exalted him and bestowed on him the Name which is above every name.  

A brief silence is observed. The following Psalm is then said quietly. If it is sung, it is customary to monotone 
alternate verses.  

Psalm 51  

1 Have mercy on me, O God, according to your 
                          loving-kindness; * 
    in your great compassion blot out my offenses.  
  

2 Wash me through and through from my wickedness * 
    and cleanse me from my sin.  
  

3 For I know my transgressions, * 
    and my sin is ever before me.  
  

4 Against you only have I sinned * 
    and done what is evil in your sight.  
  

5 And so you are justified when you speak * 
    and upright in your judgment.  
  

6 Indeed, I have been wicked from my birth, * 
    a sinner from my mother's womb.  
  

7 For behold, you look for truth deep within me, * 
    and will make me understand wisdom secretly  
  



8 Purge me from my sin, and I shall be pure; * 
    wash me, and I shall be clean indeed.  
  

9 Make me hear of joy and gladness, * 
    that the body you have broken may rejoice.  
  

10 Hide your face from my sins * 
    and blot out all my iniquities. 

 
11 Create in me a clean heart, O God, * 

    and renew a right spirit within me.  
  

12 Cast me not away from your presence * 
    and take not your holy Spirit from me.  
  

13 Give me the joy of your saving help again * 
    and sustain me with your bountiful Spirit.  
  

14 I shall teach your ways to the wicked, * 
    and sinners shall return to you.  
  

15 Deliver me from death, O God, * 
    and my tongue shall sing of your righteousness, 
    O God of my salvation.  
  

16 Open my lips, O Lord, * 
    and my mouth shall proclaim your praise.  
  

17 Had you desired it, I would have offered sacrifice, * 
    but you take no delight in burnt-offerings.  
  

18 The sacrifice of God is a troubled spirit; * 
    a broken and contrite heart, O God, you will not despise.  
  

19 Be favorable and gracious to Zion, * 
    and rebuild the walls of Jerusalem.  
  

20 Then you will be pleased with the appointed sacrifices, 
with burnt-offerings and oblations; * 
    then shall they offer young bullocks upon your altar. 

After the Psalm, the remaining candle is taken from the stand and hidden beneath or behind the Altar, or in 
some other convenient place. 



The Presider says the Collect without chant, and without the usual conclusion.  

Almighty God, we pray you graciously to behold this your family, for whom our Lord Jesus Christ 
was willing to be betrayed, and given into the hands of sinners, and to suffer death upon the cross.  

Nothing further is said; but a noise is made, and the remaining candle is brought from its hiding place and 
replaced on the stand.  

By its light the ministers and people depart in silence.  

 

 

Howard Washington Thurman (November 18, 1899 – April 10, 1981) was an American author, 
philosopher, theologian, educator, and civil rights leader. As a prominent religious figure, he 
played a leading role in many social justice movements and organizations of the twentieth century. 
Thurman's theology of radical nonviolence influenced and shaped a generation of civil rights 
activists, and he was a key mentor to leaders within the civil rights movement, including Martin 
Luther King Jr.  

Thurman served as dean of Rankin Chapel at Howard University from 1932 to 1944 and as dean 
of Marsh Chapel at Boston University from 1953 to 1965. In 1944, he co-founded, along with 
Alfred Fisk, the first major interracial, interdenominational church in the United States.  

The Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. 

Baptist Minister, Martyr, 1968 

The Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. (1929-1968) was an ordained Baptist minister who, from 
1955 until his assassination in 1968, led a campaign of non-violent resistance against racial 
oppression and injustice in the U.S.  King's campaigns helped effect passage of the Civil Rights 
acts of 1964, 1965, and 1968.  Convinced that racism, poverty and militarism were 
interconnected, King dedicated the last years of his life to the struggle for economic justice for the 
poor and to opposition to the Vietnam War. 
 

Oscar Romero 

Archbishop of San Salvador, Martyr, 1980 

Oscar Arnulfo Romero y Galdamez was born in a small village in El Salvador in 1917. Ordained 
priest, he was known as a quiet and unassuming pastor. By 1977, amidst the political and social 
turmoil suffered by his country, he was therefore seen as a neutral choice to be its Archbishop. 
Courageously, however, he began to speak out against violence and his homilies supported the 
demands of the poor for economic and social justice. He refused to be silenced and continued to 
preach even under threat of assassination. On March 24 in 1980, whilst presiding at Mass, 
Archbishop Romero was assassinated by a gunman. He has since been widely regarded as a martyr 
for the faith. 
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