Scattered flock 10 28 21 O sacred head

Bible verses: John 19:1-15
19 Then Pilate had Jesus flogged with a lead-tipped whip. 2 The soldiers wove a crown of thorns and put it on his head, and they put a purple robe on him. 3 “Hail! King of the Jews!” they mocked, as they slapped him across the face. 4 Pilate went outside again and said to the people, “I am going to bring him out to you now, but understand clearly that I find him not guilty.” 5 Then Jesus came out wearing the crown of thorns and the purple robe. And Pilate said, “Look, here is the man!”
6 When they saw him, the leading priests and Temple guards began shouting, “Crucify him! Crucify him!”
“Take him yourselves and crucify him,” Pilate said. “I find him not guilty.”
7 The Jewish leaders replied, “By our law he ought to die because he called himself the Son of God.”
8 When Pilate heard this, he was more frightened than ever. 9 He took Jesus back into the headquarters[a] again and asked him, “Where are you from?” But Jesus gave no answer. 10 “Why don’t you talk to me?” Pilate demanded. “Don’t you realize that I have the power to release you or crucify you?”
11 Then Jesus said, “You would have no power over me at all unless it were given to you from above. So the one who handed me over to you has the greater sin.”
12 Then Pilate tried to release him, but the Jewish leaders shouted, “If you release this man, you are no ‘friend of Caesar.’[b] Anyone who declares himself a king is a rebel against Caesar.”
13 When they said this, Pilate brought Jesus out to them again. Then Pilate sat down on the judgment seat on the platform that is called the Stone Pavement (in Hebrew, Gabbatha). 14 It was now about noon on the day of preparation for the Passover. And Pilate said to the people,[c] “Look, here is your king!”
15 “Away with him,” they yelled. “Away with him! Crucify him!”
“What? Crucify your king?” Pilate asked. “We have no king but Caesar,” the leading priests shouted back. NLT

Song: O Sacred Head 
O Sacred Head, now wounded, with grief and shame weighed down, no scornfully surrounded with thorns, thine only crown: O sacred head what glory, what bliss till now was thine, yet, though despised and glory, I joy to call they mine.  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.  (words: Bernard of Clairvaux, music: Hans Hassler)

Prayer:
Thinking of the shame and suffering of your torture and sacrifice, Lord, we want to live as Paul challenged the Corinthians to live: “The love of Christ compels us. . .because he died for all, that we might live no longer for ourselves but for him who died for us and was raised again” (2 Cor. 5:14-15). Yours was the fathomless love; may ours be the response of unflinching love and honor You deserve. Amen.

