SILENT WITNESSES

#1 The Thorn

Ash Wednesday, 2009 – John 19:2

Excuse me! I wonder if you could give me just a few minutes of your time! I feel kind of silly talking to a thorn!
Hi!  I mean hello. I’m really not used to this idea of talking in front of people.
Please try.

How may a help you my friend?

It says in John chapter nineteen that, The soldiers twisted together a crown of thorns and put it on Jesus head. I understand that you witnessed some unusual happenings concerning Jesus of Nazareth. Is that true?

As a matter of fact I did….Well, it was terrible! I just can’t imagine how humans could treat another human being that way.
Just relate the facts, please, without editorial comment. Perhaps you could begin by telling us about yourself…

I’m sorry; I’m getting ahead of my story. Well, I am definitely not considered to be popular. In fact, I am often considered to be a pain. The only time people seem to want to find me is so that they can cut me down and burn me. The general opinion is that I, and my kind, are worthless and have no real purpose for living.

Come now, we all have some purpose. We weren’t created just to be. We were given life for a…well, for a purpose.

I have to confess that according to the standards of others I am not what you’d call desirable. There are other plants which have a beauty I wish I had. They are fragrant and pleasing to the senses. I just kind of stick our like the proverbial…sore thumb. I’m bare, pointed, grow every which way, and look like a haystack in a tornado. To add insult to injury, I’m not useful either.
What do you mean you’re not useful?

I don’t make the countryside look pretty. I’m not even good food for the animals. In fact, the animals try to avoid me. I often cause them pain and possible infection; what good is that?

I am worthless! No one cares about me! People take my name in vain, if they speak of me at all. When someone wants to describe a person as being ugly, they call him………………….                  a thorn among the roses. Or if someone has a nagging problem, they call it……………………   a thorn in the flesh! Now, with that kind of image, how can I be expected to consider myself worth anything at all? Wouldn’t you be depressed too?

My, you really are down, aren’t you? But please, just tell us what happened!

Oh, I’m so sorry. Let me start from the beginning…I was just hanging around on the vine, cutting the gentle breeze as it blew by me, when I noticed some soldiers coming across the field toward me. I saw them draw their swords as they got closer. I thought, Oh, no! This is it. Today is the last day of what used to be the rest of my life! I was right. They hacked and chopped and cut many of the vines down. The branch I was on was one of those cut and carried back to the barracks. I was surprised they hadn’t just set fire to us out in the field; that’s what people usually did. I thought, They have something special in mind.
Something special?

The next thing I remember was that someone was taking the branches that held us and was twisting them into a circle. We were being woven and wrapped in and out, and I was getting dizzy. What really struck me as peculiar was that we thorns were actually working together for a change, instead of each one pointing and going its own way. We were still a bit disorganized, but at least we formed a circle.

Was anything said while this was taking place?

As the men were working, I heard one of them say that they were making a crown. I looked around and saw no one making anything that looked like what I understood a fine crown to be… with jewels and gold and a beautiful shape. The closest thing to a crown shape was…wait a minute! You don’t think that they were shaping us into a circle in order to make a crown out of us so- called mean and ugly thorns, do you? Now that’s a sharp one! But that’s exactly what they were doing. I figured they’d been in the hot sun too long. They were serious. They were shaping us into a crown!
What happened then?
When they finished, the soldiers took their primitive attempt at crown making and carried us into a courtyard. Wow! Can you imagine what it was like to be going through all of this?

Here I am – a crude, rough, despised thorn – being made into a crown and taken right into the middle of the most important government building in the city. Now that’s something to make you sit up and take notice!

What did you notice?

I stretched as far as I could to get a good look at what was going on. It was hard for me to see since I had ended up on the bottom of the crown, pointing down. That’s always the case: on the bottom and aimed in the wrong direction. That’s the story of my life. Oh well, at least I was part of a crown. I need to learn to look for the good news (flowers) instead of always finding the bad news (weeds) and then feeling sorry for myself, I guess.

But what did you see when they carried you in?

I was able to see a large crowd gathered in the courtyard. My guess was that some king, or governor, or prince, or somebody really important was going to be crowned with this – I mean with us…now, wait a minute! Don’t you find this a bit unusual?
It’s more than unusual; it’s downright bizarre. But please, go on.

The soldiers carried us into the very center of the courtyard. All eyes were on us. I couldn’t see anyone who looked like a king or prince. In fact, the only one who even caught my attention was an itinerant preacher by the name of Jesus. He was on trial for blasphemy.    I had heard those making the crown say they thought he was innocent, but that Jesus didn’t stand a chance of getting a fair trial. They said Jesus needed to be taken care of – whatever that meant. Anyway, we were brought over to the preacher Jesus, and as we got closer I had a strange feeling come over me. I can’t explain it, but I know I felt it. Here I had been cut down, twisted and bent, and I should be getting weaker and weaker since my roots were back there in the field. But I was feeling stronger and better instead of weaker.

How do you explain that?

I haven’t understood any of this so far, so why try now? Two soldiers took us carefully in their hands and held us high for all to see. Some other soldiers put a very fine robe on Jesus and they all laughed and jeered him. Would you believe? -- some even spit on Him!

I mean to tell you, people hate us thorns, but no one ever spit on me! Then the soldiers holding us moved us toward the head of the man on trial. As they began to set us on his head, I couldn’t help but think that they really needed to be careful.

What do you mean, careful?

After all, if they set us down too hard, we might scratch and hurt him.

Oh, I see…

Now remember, I’m on the bottom of the crown and I could see us getting closer and closer to his scalp. I wished I had some brakes or could slow us down so we wouldn’t hit his head hard and hurt him…I got a glimpse of his eyes as we were being lifted by his face.

What about Jesus eyes?

They showed a love and caring that made me want to care about him and…well, if a thorn could …love him. The least I could do was try not hurt Jesus. But I had no control over the situation. The men brutally shoved us onto the head of this innocent victim. We thorns were pushed into Jesus scalp with a sense of hatred and ridicule, driving the crown deeper and deeper. How could they do this? How could men be so cruel to someone who showed only love in his eyes? In that split instant when I was forced into his forehead, I went through more emotions that any thorn has ever experienced. After the initial horror and disgust I felt toward those who used me in this inhumane way, I went through a change of feelings, a change of character and being.
I’m not really sure I know what you mean.

I told you how horrible it was to realize that I was inflicting pain on an innocent man…how I had personally hurt him and caused blood to roll down Jesus face.

Yes, I recall you said that…!

And yet, it’s impossible to describe what else I felt…but let me try. As the crown was being placed on his head – I was one of the first thorns to touch his flesh – at that instant there as a sense of life and living that surpassed even being attached to my roots in the field. It was a different and new life flowing around me. It caused me to feel warm…Now imagine that! –

A harsh, sharp, rigid thorn feeling warm and soft! It wasn’t my natural me; it was beyond the natural me. It was something that came from the blood of Jesus to me. Here I was inflicting pain on Jesus, and he was causing warmth, love, and peace of mind to flow into me at the same time. How illogical!

How strange!
How wonderful! He returned love for pain. He gave warmth in the freezing temperatures of hatred. Jesus poured out His blood in order to warm a worthless thorn like me. What kind of man was this? He was the Son of God. How blessed I have been to be able to touch the flesh of God’s Son. How thankful I am that I was separated from my former roots in order to be used to serve him. How thankful I am that my natural sharpness, stiffness, and worthlessness were transformed into warmth, comfort, softness, and immeasurable value by him. I didn’t deserve any of these gifts…. Well, that’s what happened…. At least that’s the way I witnessed it…
Is there anything else that you would like to say. We would be anxious to hear it!

I envy you humans! Oh, don’t get me wrong; I’m thankful and content with my role…but oh, how blessed you are! I know now that the same blood that spilled onto me has potential to wash all of you and change all of you who will simply receive Jesus blood as a free gift by faith. How blessed you are that you are invited to live with him….forever! Imagine an eternity to experience what I had for just a few moments! You see, Jesus, did all of that, and let it all happen, for you! If a thorn could pray, I’d pray that you would discover that gift and apply the blood of Christ to your life every day!
Thank you so much for your testimony!

Oh, by the way: if you find these changes difficult to believe, let me leave you with one final thought: Have you ever noticed that some thorn bushes have roses on them?
