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Because, dear Christ, your tender, wounded arm

Bends back the brier that edges life's long way,

That no hurt comes to heart, to soul no harm,

I do not feel the thorns so much today.

Because I never knew your care to tire,

Your hand to weary guiding me aright,

Because you walk before and crush the brier,

It does not pierce my feet so much tonight.

Because so often you have hearkened to

My selfish prayers, I ask but one thing now,

That these harsh hands of mine add not unto

The crown of thorns upon your bleeding brow.



Luke 23:33-49

When they came to the place that is called The Skull, they crucified Jesus there

with the criminals, one on his right and one on his left.  Then Jesus said,

"Father, forgive them; for they do not know what they are doing." And they

cast lots to divide his clothing. And the people stood by, watching; but the

leaders scoffed at him, saying, "He saved others; let him save himself if he is

the Messiah of God, his chosen one!" The soldiers also mocked him, coming up

and offering him sour wine, and saying, "If you are the King of the Jews, save

yourself!" There was also an inscription over him, "This is the King of the

Jews." 

 One of the criminals who were hanged there kept deriding him and saying,

"Are you not the Messiah? Save yourself and us!" But the other rebuked him,

saying, "Do you not fear God, since you are under the same sentence of

condemnation? And we indeed have been condemned justly, for we are getting

what we deserve for our deeds, but this man has done nothing wrong." Then

he said, "Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom." He replied,

‘Truly I tell you, today you will be with me in Paradise."

 It was now about noon, and darkness came over the whole land until three in

the afternoon, while the sun's light failed; and the curtain of the temple was

torn in two. Then Jesus, crying with a loud voice, said, "Father, into your

hands I commend my spirit." Having said this, he breathed his last. When the

centurion saw what had taken place, he praised God and said, "Certainly this

man was innocent." And when all the crowds who had gathered there for this

spectacle saw what had taken place, they returned home, beating their breasts.

But all his acquaintances, including the women who had followed him from

Galilee, stood at a distance, watching these things. 

Isaiah 53:4-5

Surely he has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows;

yet we esteemed him stricken, smitten by God, and afflicted.

But he was wounded for our transgressions;

    he was bruised for our iniquities;

upon him was the chastisement that made us whole,

    and with his wounds we are healed.



Prayer

O sacred Head, now wounded,

with grief and shame weighed down;

now scornfully surrounded

with thorns, thine only crown;

O sacred Head, what glory,

what bliss 'til now was thine!

Yet, though despised and gory,

I joy to call thee mine.

What thou, my Lord, hast suffered

was all for sinners' gain:

mine, mine was the transgression,

but thine the deadly pain.

Lo, here I fall, my Savior!

'Tis I deserve thy place;

look on me with thy favor,

vouchsafe to me thy grace.

What language shall I borrow

to thank thee, dearest Friend,

for this, thy dying sorrow,

thy pity without end?

O make me thine forever;

and should I fainting be,

Lord, let me never, never

outlive my love to thee.

Attributed to Bernard of Clairvaux (1090-1153)


