There were a number of sayings you learned on the playgroud in the 80's 


to address mean things said on the playground. 

 “I'm rubber,


 you are glue, 

what ever you say bounces off of me 


and sticks to you.”  

Or “Sticks and stones will break my bones, 


but words can never hurt me.”  

Both of which when said, 


seemed to help in the moment, 



but really have no basis in reality.  

Our text today 


is proof that words have power 


and can help or hinder a person.  

Now throughout Matthew, 


it has been clear that Jesus' words have power.  

But today, 


Matthew makes clear 



that our words have power as well.  


That they are not a powerless


empty uses of oxygen



 as my elementary chants would have you believe.

Today, 


we have the fourth group of people that Jesus stands before 



and holds trial upon.  

We have heard those with religious power speak their peace about Jesus, 


which they concluded Blasphemy!  

We have heard Pilate speak his peace on behalf of Roman and Political power, 


“He is innocent,” 



but not worth my position to do anything about. 

We have heard the Jewish people speak their peace, 


“Crucify Him!”  

And in case we thought there were loop holes for us as Gentiles 


who are just abiding within the system, 


minding our own business,


doing our own thing,



today we have the Roman soldiers, 




not the Roman power, 



but just those people who do what their bosses tell them, 




acting out upon Jesus.

Those of you who have seen Mel Gibson's Passion of the Christ, 


have had a full demonstration of the brutality of the soldiers.  

But Jesus' condition after all this is not Matthew's focus.  


All of the actions are factual, 



up until the mocking.  

They stripped him 


and put a scarlet robe on him,

 and then twisted together a crown of thorns 


and set it on his head. 


They put a staff in his right hand 


and knelt in front of him.”  

We don't hear about how Jesus reacts to this 


or how he is feeling after this.

Partly because none of this is too abnormally cruel.  


For the thorny crown was often weaved for a victor and a common act.  



The Statue of Liberty follows in this pattern.  

But it is the words that follow, 


the mocking words that have center stage.

“Hail, king of the Jews!”  


Nothing could have been more venomous 



coming from the Roman Soldiers mouths.  

And like most nasty words, 


they taste so sweet coming out in the moment, 



but upset the stomach later.  


As it was the Roman Soldiers who watch Jesus die 



and realize he must be the son of God.

The sweetness of taunting a leader of another Jewish rebellion, 


one who might have in sighted violence against them, 


one who made them not be able to walk the streets alone, 



for fear of violence.  


These Jewish subjects of Rome, 



who were not forced to serve in the army, 



like every other conquered nation, 


who had dreams of a Savior coming and overthrowing all that Rome was.  

One of their leaders, 


one who claimed to be the King of these stubborn people, 



stood before them.  

Now was the time to let all that frustration go.  
It is a moment we all dream of.  


When we are in an argument with someone, 



they come up with a snappy point, 


and later that evening, 



we think of the perfect response, 




but they are already at home in bed.  

But this time, 


the Roman soldiers are able to get it out.

“Hail, king of the Jews!” 


is poured out upon Jesus 



in ways he may have at one time imagined, 




a scarlet robe, 




a crown, 




a scepter, 




the whole Roman army bowing before him.  

Only to experience the moment in mockery 


before he is crucified.  

None of this was part of Pilate's orders.  


This is unresolved hate spewing out 



and Jesus is taking upon himself, 


not just our individual sins and brokenness, 



but nationalistic sin and brokenness.  

The hate and anger that comes 


when one group of people 



think that they are more important than another group.  

We see it come spilling out in this passage.  


As we have seen on the news recently, 



it starts out as words against someone, 



which breeds action.  


Once the words are spoken, 



the mocking escalates 




and now there is spitting on Jesus, 




and striking him on the head with the staff over and over.  

This is the boil over point.  

This is mob rule at its finest.  

This is evil unleashed.  

And then, 


just as quickly as it started, 


it dissipates.  

After mocking, 


they take off the robe, 


put back on his own clothes, 


and take him away to crucify him.  



Almost denying that they even did anything. 




Ignoring that justice and due process was ignored.  

He is on his way to die, 


who is he going to tell?  

He has already been condemned by his own people, 


why would they care if we abuse him?  

How quickly does our mind go here.  


You have done something bad, 

you suddenly find that many people now think that your human rights are non-existent.  
That basic needs are at the discretion of the captor.  

Once upon a time, 


we could pretend that this was other people, 


other impoverished countries where this happened.  

But today, there is no denying that this is us, 


the United States.  



The conditions and behavior at the border with Mexico 




falls into this type of action.  



The gunmen moving down citizens of other races and ethnicities 




is happening here.  

While this type of violence against our fellow man 


is becoming more common place in America,




there is a nugget of good news hidden amongst all of this.

That Good News is 


that Jesus experienced it too.  

So he knows what those who are being discriminated against,


 hurt, 


and killed are going through.  

God has felt the full brunt of our hate for one another.  

Along with that, 


is the redeeming news, 



that this type of hate was dealt with by Jesus on the cross.  

He endured the full spectrum of our fallenness, 


so that he might take all of that to the cross 


and pay for it all with his life.

Which means, 


we don't have to continue in it anymore.  


We have a choice to be free from it 



and live a different kind of life.  

It is a choice and gift from Jesus, 


but it does not mean that it will always be easy.  

For the taste of revenge is sweet.  


It is a flavor that we humans don't pass on very easily.  

I remember in college, 


I joined a service group called the “Knights.”  

It was as close as Gonzaga had to a fraternity.  


Which meant that we had to undergo an initiation process.  



So I have eaten a goldfish 



and carried around a large object in different outfits for a week.  

But the next year, 


when it was time to plan what the new classes initiation would look like, 



it was a difficult battle 




to not make their initiation worse than what we had endured.  

This mentality of lashing out for the pain we have suffered, 


can stop as soon as we realize that Jesus has already suffered enough.  



It can stop hazing initiations in colleges, 



it can stop the cycle of abuse in families.  

But it can only do so, 



when we realize that we are the type of people who do such things 


and we are the type of people who need help from Jesus to stop.

We may not be Roman Soldiers heckling a condemned prisoner.  

But even in our small town, 


we have had too many instances of bullying 



in our school in the last couple of years 




to pretend we don't need Jesus' help to love our fellow man.  


And I have heard enough stories to know 



that it has happened here since all of you were in elementary school.  

We have a propensity to attack the vulnerable, 


the downtrodden, 



whenever they reflect a place of pain in our life.  

We are prone to attack whenever we have not taken that pain to God 


and let him heal us from it.

My brother and I, 


used to talk about all the things we were going to do differently 



when we became a fathers.  

A 2000 mile road trip to Anchorage and back 


has reminded me that intentions and practice 



are not always the same thing.  

That I need help in coping with my frustrations 


just as much as my dad did. 

My prayer is that I might turn to Jesus 


instead of my impulses more and more.  

If we do not have such discipline, 


then we may find ourselves with a crowd of people, 



maybe not in a praetorium, 


but wanting to please everyone 



and deal with some pain, 


and act just like a Roman solider did to Jesus.  

There is only one thing that can prevent us from doing so, 


and it is realizing that Jesus has already paid the price for our hurt and pain, 

so no one else needs to 

and we can stand up to the crowd 


and remind them that he did the same thing for them, 


for us.  
