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To be read Monday, March 30, 2020 

Mark 15:16-20 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 26, 2012 

 

Then the soldiers led him into the courtyard of the palace (that is, the 

governor’s headquarters); and they called together the whole cohort. 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. After mocking him, they stripped him of the purple cloak and 

put his own clothes on him. Then they led him out to crucify him. 

 

These are the difficult scenes, this one and the ones to come. The scenes of 

Jesus’ humiliation, beating, and crucifixion. They are difficult to read or listen 

to and difficult to image. The suffering is intense, even inhuman. But why? 

Why, that is, does Jesus suffer so? 

 

Some have argued – relatively recently in the long history of the church – 

that Jesus is taking the punishment for sin that we – all humanity – rightly 

deserve. God, from this point of view, is like a just king who though he loves 

his servants yet must punish them for breaking the law of the realm lest the 

king’s justice be mocked. For humanity to take this punishment would be 

death, now and for all eternity. In fact, according to this theory, it would be 

worse than death – it would be eternal torment. And so Jesus – wholly 

innocent and blameless – stands in for us and take the beating we deserve. 

Each lash of the whip, each mock salute, each nail driven through hand and 

foot was intended for us. 

 

I understand why this theory is popular. It’s logical – we’re used to thinking in 

terms of debits and credits, of who owes what to whom. But it’s a cold, 

calculating logic that portrays God ultimately as victim to God’s own rules, 

incapable of genuine forgiveness or love until punishment has been ladled 

out and blood has been shed. 

 

That’s not a picture of God, finally, that I can stomach. Nor, quite frankly, is it 

biblical. We’re talking after all, about the God who calls light out from 

darkness and gives life to the death but who, suddenly, is incapable of 

genuine forgiveness? 

 



So, let me offer another picture of why Jesus is treated in this manner: 

because that’s what happens in the world. Each and every day, people 

suffer torment – sometimes physical, sometimes emotional, and sometimes 

spiritual. And so, God comes in love in order to live not only with us but also 

as one of us, taking on our lot and our life and experiencing all that we 

experience so as to understand us and stand with us completely and fully. 

 

In the person of Jesus, therefore, we discover not only that God understands 

us, not only that God loves us enough to take on our lot and our life, but also 

that all of this suffering, and even death itself, cannot put an end to God’s 

love. So that as Jesus is raised on the third day, we have hope that our 

suffering and even our own deaths will not define us or defeat us but that 

we, too, will be raised by God’s love. 

 

This view of the cross takes a little getting used to. It doesn’t operate by the 

same clear, cold, and simple logic of the other theory. But then again, love 

rarely does. 

 

Prayer: Dear God, when we look to Jesus let us see your love for us and all 

the world laid bare. And when we see him, remind us that nothing – not 

suffering, defeat, or even death itself – can keep you from us. In Jesus’ 

name, Amen. 

 

 

To be read Tuesday, March 31, 2020 

Mark 15:21 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 27, 2012 

 

 

They compelled a passer-by, who was coming in from the country, to carry 

his cross; it was Simon of Cyrene, the father of Alexander and Rufus. 

 

Christian tradition reports that Simon of Cyrene, the passer-by pressed into 

service by the Romans to carry Jesus’ cross, later became a Christian. This 

tradition stems from the fact that the sons of Simon are mentioned in the 

account, perhaps indicating that they may have been known to Mark’s 

community as believers. More colloquially, Mark might have written: “It was 

Simon of Cyrene – you know, Alexander and Rufus’ dad.” 

 



I find that to be an incredible thought – that somehow Simon becomes a 

Christian. The whole thing must have been, when you think about it, a 

terrible experience, an awful intrusion into his plans and life. 

 

Simon, we can imagine, is coming to Jerusalem along with throngs of other 

faithful Jews from around the Mediterranean world. They are returning to 

Jerusalem for Passover, making a pilgrimage back to the holy city of David 

to remember and re-enact God’s deliverance of the Israelites from Egypt. 

 

But there’s more going on this time than usual. There’s a commotion. 

Apparently, there’s been a trial and it’s become a public spectacle. Pilate, 

the governor, even involved the masses in his decision. The judgment was 

delivered – one, a patriot accused of murder, has been set free. One, a rabbi 

accused of treason, will be crucified. Crowds are still milling around, waiting 

and watching for the execution of the sentence. 

 

Because of all this, traffic into the city has slowed to a trickel. The roads into 

Jerusalem are normally clogged at this time of year, but now they’re almost 

at a standstill; no one can get through. Simon is caught up in one great and 

slowly moving mosh pit of fevered excitement, or is it dread? When around 

the corner comes the band of soldiers, pushing and prodding the gaunt 

figure of what must be the rabbi. He is nearly crushed under the weight of 

the cross. After a moment of anguished sympathy, all Simon can think is that 

he’s glad it’s not him. 

 

When all of sudden one of the centurions, perhaps fearful that his charge will 

drop dead on the way to the execution grounds, looks up, spots Simon, and 

grabs him, hauling him bodily from the crowd, forcing the crossbeam onto 

his shoulders and shoving him in the opposite direction he’d just come. Out 

of the city, toward the garbage heap that doubled as the Roman killing 

grounds. 

 

The rest is a blur of agony and fear, for Simon and for all those who came 

with him. Who knows what the Romans will do with him when they’re done? 

Who knows if he will see his family, if his family will see him, every again? 

All he knows is that he has to keep putting one foot in front of the other as 

he bears on his shoulders the instrument of execution for another man. 

 

This is speculation, of course. We don’t – can’t – know what it was like for 

Simon that day. We don’t know if he spoke with Jesus. Or if merely 

accompanying him someone changed his life. If he did, indeed, become a 



Christian, we don’t know when – that weekend or some months or years 

later when he hears word of Jesus’ resurrection. Yes, there’s a lot we don’t 

know. But we do know that he bore the cross of our Lord, and we know that 

that must have been a terrible experience, an awful intrusion into all that he 

had planned. 

 

And yet somehow, some way, Simon became a believer. That’s the way of 

the cross when you think of it. God doesn’t plan awful events for us; God 

doesn’t cause hardship and pain, not for any reason. And yet God is with us 

in that pain, refuses to abandon us, even intrudes into our hardship and 

suffering in order to bear it with us. And sometimes, sometimes something 

wonderful comes from it all. That’s the way of the cross…and the way of 

resurrection. 

 

Prayer: Dear God, when our way is dark or dreadful, remind us of your 

presence with us so that we, like Simon, may bear the hardships that come 

our way and not only persevere but also come to know you and your love 

better through them. In Jesus name, Amen. 

 

 

To be read Wednesday, April 1, 2020 

Mark 15:22 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 28, 2012 

 

 

Then they brought Jesus to the place called Golgotha (which means the 

place of a skull). 

 

We don’t know much about Golgotha with any certainty. It’s referenced in all 

four gospels, presumed to be a hill just outside the city gates, probably close 

enough to a major road that passers-by could see it and revile the criminals 

unfortunate enough to be executed there. The name in Greek is Kraniou 

Topos – “place of the skull” – and in Latin Calvariae Locus, from which we 

get the name “Calvary.” Behind each is the Hebrew word Gulggolet, “skull” 

from which comes “Golgotha” 

 

It may have gained its name because the small hill was shaped something 

like the skull-pan of the human head. It’s also been suggested that it was an 

execution site, given the name because of the skulls that remained there. If 

it was a place of execution – and by its location in proximity to the city, the 



roads, and graveyards near by (also referenced in the gospels), that seems 

possible – then it means that Jesus was executed as a criminal, an enemy 

of the state, someone who was meant to be made an example of. Not only 

that, but he was executed at the place those kinds of people are usually 

killed and disposed of. 

 

There is a fierce anonymity in this kind of death, as all the outcasts, 

criminals, and rejected of a certain time or place are often heaped together. 

Think of the various mass graves of WWII, or Stalin’s Russian, or the killings 

fields of Cambodia, or all the other places of monstrous death and 

destruction that have littered the history of the world. It’s as the executioners 

and tyrants of the world hope to bury the evidence of their treachery in the 

graves along with all the bodies. 

 

Jesus dies in like manner – forsaken, friendless, forgotten. It is horrible to 

imagine that our Lord was consigned to such a fate. 

 

And yet also appropriate. How else could God identity so completely with 

humanity except by being joined to those we consider most fully God-

forsaken – the lowest of the low, the ones we would forget if we could. Jesus 

is buried here, rejected, outcast, meant to be forgotten. 

 

Until God raised him from the dead. And in this kind of death, and in this 

kind of resurrection, we have God’s promise that God will not forget any of 

us, not the least to the greatest, not the popular or the rejected, not the poor 

or the rich, not the respected or the outcast – not any of us. In Jesus – the 

lamb led silently to the slaughter and the stone the builders rejected – God 

has joined God’s own self to us fully and complete so that wherever we may 

go, we know that Jesus has already been there. None of us, that is, can ever 

be, will ever be, truly God-forsaken, promising that where Jesus is now, we 

will also some day be. 

 

No, we don’t know much about Golgotha. But we do know it is the place 

where God embraced all that it means to be human and redeemed it; that is, 

redeemed us. Thanks be to God. 

 

Prayer: Dear God, on this day we remember all those who are forgotten – all 

those whose stories will never be told, whose names will never be recorded 

– and we turn them over to you, trusting that you will remember and redeem 

them…and all of us. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

  



 

To be read Thursday, April 2, 2020 

Mark 15:23-24 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 29, 2012 

 

 

And they offered him wine mixed with myrrh; but he did not take it. And they 

crucified him, and divided his clothes among them, casting lots to decide 

what each should take. 

 

There is a chilling brevity to Mark’s description of Jesus’ crucifixion. Four 

words in English, “and they crucified him.” The activities before and after – 

giving him wine mixed with myrrh to deaden the pain of nailing him to the 

wood, dividing his clothes (why not, he wouldn’t need them) – are typical, 

almost mundane. While later Evangelists will imbue each action with 

theological and scriptural significance, Marks treats them with workmanlike 

disdain – this is what crucifixion looks like. 

 

It’s curious, when you think about it, that Mark gives so little attention to the 

crucifixion itself. Other writers testify to its brutality. Cicero, for instance – the 

popular statesman and orator who lived not quite a century before Jesus – 

called crucifixion “a most cruel and disgusting punishment.” It was, he 

continued, “a crime to put a Roman citizen in chains, it is an enormity to flog 

one, sheer murder to slay one; what, then, shall I say of crucifixion? It is 

impossible to find the word for such an abomination.” Josephus, the first-

century Jewish historian born shortly after these events, similarly called 

crucifixion “the most wretched of deaths.” 

 

Then why so little detail from Mark? I mean, this is hardly Mel Gibson’s 

portrayal of Jesus’ death, hardly reminiscent even of all the medieval 

crucifixes and paintings depicting the agony of crucifixion. 

 

But perhaps that’s not Mark’s point at all. If Mark were interested, that is, in 

stressing that Jesus is being punished for us – as many theologians today 

argue – then we might expect a blow-by-blow account of each lash of the 

whip, of each nail as it penetrates bone and sinew to pin his limbs to the 

cross. If Mark’s intent were to offer Jesus as a divine whipping boy – taking 

the beating God intended for us – we’d look for far more graphic detail. 

 



But that’s not Mark’s point. For Mark, Jesus identifies with us completely. 

Yes, crucifixion was cruel; but it was also relatively common. Alexander “the 

Great” is supposedly the one who brought this method of torturous execution 

from East to West, publicly putting thieves and murderers to death in this 

brutal way with the hope of discouraging such crimes. By Jesus’ day, the 

Romans had not only adopted this practice but made of it an art. It was a 

sign of imperial power, reserved for enemies of the state. “This,” Rome 

declared by the bodies hanging twisted in the air along their famed 

thoroughfares, “is what we do to those who oppose us.” 

 

Jesus dies an awful death, but he also dies a common one, the fate of any 

that turn a defiant face to power and imagine a world, a kingdom, that differs 

from the regime’s status quo. 

 

That’s Mark’s point – not that Jesus suffered more than anyone else, and 

surely not that he let his blood-thirsty Father beat the tar out of him for our 

sake – but only that in this place of utter and all-too-common abandonment 

and despair God comes. God’s presence is revealed, God’s mercy unveiled, 

and a new order and kingdom birthed is in and through the cross. It is a 

kingdom of equity, forgiveness, mercy, and compassion. (Which is why, of 

course, it scares the daylights out the tyrants of the day.) 

 

Four short words. But in and through them Mark not only describes one 

more person tragically crushed beneath the wheels of power but also 

whispers the promise of God that no one – absolutely no one – is 

Godforsaken. 

 

It is a horrible sight. It is an unexpected sight. It is a wondrous sight. 

 

Prayer: Dear God, in our times of despair, remind us that you have promised 

not to despise weakness but to honor it and not to condemn brokenness but 

to meet us in it. And reminding us of this, turn our faces that we might see 

and care for the need of those around us, that we may all be gathered 

together as children of the same heavenly Father and disciples of the same 

Crucified Lord. In Jesus’ name, Amen.  



To be read Friday, April 3, 2020 

Mark15:25-27 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 30, 2012 

 

It was nine o’clock in the morning when they crucified him. The inscription of 

the charge against him read, “The King of the Jews.” And with him they 

crucified two bandits, one on his right and one on his left. 

 

In case you were wondering why Jesus died, or how this teacher, preacher, 

and miracle worked so enraged those in power that they would seek his 

demise, these verses make it clear. 

 

Pilate isn’t trying to pick a little fight with the Jewish religious leaders by 

tacking the inscription “The King of the Jews” over Jesus’ head. I’ve often 

read it that way, largely because of John. The Fourth Evangelist has a 

strong sense of irony, and in his account, Pilate has inscribed over Jesus’ 

head the title “Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews.” To which the religious 

authorities protest, but Pilate insists (John 19:19-22). From John’s point of 

view, you see, Pilate – the one who hides behind the first-century equivalent 

of postmodern equivocation, asking “What is Truth” (18:38) – inadvertently 

tells the truth in his tri-lingual announcement. 

 

John’s irony is absent from Mark. In Mark the inscription is not a title but a 

charge, an accusation. Pilate is accusing Jesus, that is, of treason, of 

claiming the power that is rightfully Caesar’s, of offering himself as a rival 

king. Similarly, the two “bandits” crucified with Jesus are referred to with a 

Greek word that doesn’t mean simply thieves, but members of a brutal – and 

probably seditious – gang. 

 

Jesus is dying, that is, as an enemy of the state. He so disrupted the civil 

and religious order that they wanted him dead. Why? By proclaiming that 

God is not on the side of the powerful – always the assumption of the 

powerful – but cares for all, and particularly for those in need, for those who 

have no one else to care for them. 

 

I write this, of course, as one of “the powerful.” Not a Caesar, or even a 

governor, of course; maybe not even in the “1%,” but close enough that it 

makes me uncomfortable. Perhaps you who are reading feel the same way. 

If Jesus dies for the lost, the forsaken, for those in need, what can we do? 

 



One way is to spiritualize the meaning of Jesus’ death. We are all in need at 

some point, all brought low, all feel forsaken. This is a legitimate 

interpretation. The existential sense of despair that each of us feels at 

various times – the loss of a loved on, the end of a relationship, loss of 

employment, struggles with depression – in these moments we feel, indeed, 

Godforsaken and are powerfully met in those times by the crucified Christ. 

Jesus dies for all. 

 

But we need not wait for those moments. Indeed, whatever our station in life, 

whenever we reach out to another in need, another who feels lost and 

forsaken, and especially those who are most vulnerable, we will meet the 

Christ who dies for all, and especially for those in greatest need. According 

to Mark’s account of our Lord’s Passion, as we will see, God is most clearly 

revealed in such moments and beckons not just our attention but 

participation. 

 

Prayer: Dear God, draw us to each other in our brokenness that we may 

meet each other in the solidarity of our need and discover you there, holding 

onto each and all of us, loving each and all of us, in the name and person of 

our Crucified Lord, Jesus the Christ. Amen. 

 

 

To be read Saturday, April 4, 2020 

Mark 15:29-32 
Posted by David J. Lose on Mar 31, 2012 

 

 

Those who passed by derided him, shaking their heads and saying, “Aha! 

You who would destroy the temple and build it in three days, save yourself, 

and come down from the cross!” In the same way the chief priests, along 

with the scribes, were also mocking him among themselves and saying, “He 

saved others; he cannot save himself. Let the Messiah, the King of Israel, 

come down from the cross now, so that we may see and believe.” Those 

who were crucified with him also taunted him. 

 

We are near the end, and it’s time to return to Isaiah. Recall we noted earlier 

how deeply Mark’s account of the Passion is shared by the “songs of the 

suffering servant” in Isaiah. Here we do well to remember one of the key 

passages: 

 



He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, 

yet he did not open his mouth; 

like a lamb that is led to the slaughter, 

    and like a sheep that before its shearers is silent, 

    so he did not open his mouth. 

By a perversion of justice he was taken away. 

    Who could have imagined his future? 

For he was cut off from the land of the living, 

    stricken for the transgression of my people (Is. 53:7-9) 

 

It’s not difficult to trace the arc of Jesus’ rapid descent. At the beginning of 

the week he is hailed by cheering throngs as the promised Messiah. Six 

days later he is utterly alone. Similar crowds have cried for his death and 

now deride him as he suffers it. His opponents hurl derision at him. Even 

those who suffer his fate manage still to taunt him. He is at the end. Or, even 

more, the bottom. He has drunk the cup of what it means to be human to the 

dregs. 

 

Why? 

 

Isaiah points the way. Jesus, like the suffering servant of whom Isaiah sings, 

is cut off from all that makes life sweet and good and pleasurable and a 

joy…he is entirely and utterly alone. 

 

And it’s here that Mark spends his ink. He offers so little detail, we noticed, 

about the grim elements of Jesus’ crucifixion. Yet in describing Jesus’ 

isolation, his utter abandonment by all, friend, foe, and fan alike, Mark gets 

graphic. Jesus is alone, all alone. 

 

And so the next time you feel like that…. Or the next time you see someone 

feeling like that…. We are invited – called, really – to remember that Jesus, 

God’s own Son, has felt like that, too. We may be near the end, but we are 

not alone. 

 

Prayer, Dear God, remind us, we ask, that you understand our ups and 

downs, our hopes and fears, and beautiful memories and deepest regrets, 

for you shared them in the person of your Son. Remind us that we are not 

alone and draw us closer together in your love. In Jesus name, Amen 
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