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The crowned.
Bible Reading: Matthew 27:27-30 (EHV) 27 Then the governor’s soldiers took Jesus into the Praetorium and gathered the whole cohort of soldiers [about 600 men] around Him. 28 They stripped Him and put a scarlet robe on Him. 29 They twisted together a crown of thorns and put it on His head. They put a staff in His right hand, knelt in front of Him, and mocked Him by saying, “Hail, King of the Jews!” 30 They spit on Him, took the staff, and hit Him repeatedly on His head.
It was all a big joke to them. The crowd of cruel Roman soldiers glared with contempt at the bruised and beaten Galilean man who feebly stood before them. He was an exhausted, famished, parched and gory mess. You can imagine their conversation: "And this guy is a king?!?!"  "Yeah, right!"  "Well, then, if He is a king, let's make Him look like a king!" So they put a crown on His head. They dressed Him in a royal robe. And they placed a scepter in His hand. Some joke this was!
This is the fourth in a series of devotions that will bring us right up to the altar. As we take another look at the chancel (altar area in church), we see vivid symbols of Lent. The picture above is the parament on the pulpit at Grace: a cross, a crown of thorns and the four letters "INRI".
Earlier in this Lenten devotional series we addressed the cross symbol. Remember the Apostle Paul's (and our) declaration: "We preach Christ crucified!" The cross, on which our Savior died, is where the ultimate price was paid to free us from a well-deserved eternity of suffering in hell. Our sin and guilt earns God's wrath; Jesus' loving sacrifice earns our peace and salvation.
As was previously addressed, the letters "INRI" are the abbreviation of the Latin phrase which Pilate had posted above Jesus' head on the cross: "Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews". In our verses for today, we hear the Roman cohort addressing Jesus as the King of the Jews, bowing to Him in mock worship. In their minds Jesus was a farce. But they played along, as if this was "dress-up time" that a little child might enjoy. The thorny crown those ruffians made for King Jesus was nothing like a crown that a king should wear. Woven of spiky thorns and beaten down into Jesus’ scalp, this was just a further display of their brutality and hatred toward Him. To this they added a purple robe and a stick "scepter" - it was all meant to further insult and torment Jesus. They beat Him on the head and spit in His face and sneered at Him, "Hail, King of the Jews!"
Although this seemed like the greatest prank they had ever witnessed, those Roman soldiers couldn't have been farther from the truth. No joke, this Jesus of Nazareth, whom they mockingly hailed as a king, actually IS the King of the Jews. What is more, Jesus is the King of everything! One day everyone will recognize and acknowledge that fact, either willingly or unwillingly as Scripture truly teaches: “at the name of Jesus every knee will bow, in heaven and on earth and under the earth” (Philippians 2:10).
As we view the disrespectful taunting of the soldiers in their cruel and merciless insulting of Jesus, we are reminded how we have mocked Him, too. In our misuse of His name; in our failure to use His name in prayer or as a Christian witness; in our half-hearted and distracted worship; in our cowardly and unfaithful lives of service to the Lord; in our despising of His suffering for our sins - we are no different than those vile and godless Roman soldiers. But the Holy Spirit carries out His work in our hearts through the Law and the Gospel. We see, confess and repent of our many sins which have mocked the King of the Jews. Now, with redeemed and sanctified hearts, we worship and praise our Savior-King, Jesus Christ, who once was crowned with thorns. He is now crowned in glory, and is preparing a place in His heavenly kingdom for everyone who bows to Him with a true and humble faith.

Prayer: 1) O sacred head, now wounded, with grief and shame weighed down, now scornfully surrounded, with thorns Your only crown, O sacred head, no glory now from Your face does shine; yet, though despised and gory, I joy to call You mine. 2) Men mock and taunt and jeer You, they smite Your countenance, though mighty worlds shall fear You and flee before Your glance. How pale You are with anguish, with sore abuse and scorn! Your eyes with pain now languish that once were bright as morn! 5) What language shall I borrow to thank You, dearest Friend? For this, Your dying sorrow, Your pity without end? Oh, make me Yours forever, and keep me strong and true; Lord, let me never, never outlive my love for You. Amen. (Christian Worship, Hymn 105 stanzas 1-2,5)
