
 
 
 

6. Jesus scourged and crowned with thorns 
 
We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
Because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world 
 
Mark 15:17-19 
And they clothed him in a purple cloak; and after twisting some thorns into a crown, they put 
it on him.  And they began saluting him, ‘Hail, King of the Jews!’  They struck his head with a 
reed, spat upon him, and knelt down in homage to him. 
 
Meditation 
Blessed are the meek for they will inherit the earth. 
He stands in the heat, bowed, bent, exhausted.  Silent as they mock him, submissive as they 
shout, swear and strip him.  Still as they spit in his face and strike him.  Meek as they ram a 
cruel crown deep into his scalp.  His eyes look down, not wanting to look up into the face of 
the soldiers, not wanting them to see their reflection in his deep sadness, not wanting them 
to see what they have become, what humanity has become. 
Blessed are the persecuted for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
The laughter pierces more painfully than the thorns, the mocking bites deep into his soul.  
They play with him, dress him up, reduce him to an object.  But his anguish is not for 
himself, but for the hardness, the cruelty, the violence that fills their hearts and minds that 
they cannot hold back.  His is a cry of love, not hate.  His suffering is more than physical.  
His pain is as the pain of parents when a child turns on them in anger – suffering born in 
deep, deep love. 
Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute you and falsely say all kinds of evil 
against you. 
 
Prayer 
Lord Jesus, you faced the torment of barbaric punishment and mocking tongues: be with 
those who cry out in physical agony and emotional distress.  You endured unbearable abuse: 
be with those who face torture and mockery in our world today.  To you, Jesus, the King 
crowned with thorns, be honour and glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, no and for 
ever. 
Amen 
 


