
GOD TALKS - Retribution. A Story Sermon written and told at Mt. Hope on July 27, 2014 by Rev. 
Steven Schafer. Texts: Isaiah 34: 3-10 and Matthew 5: 43 - 48. 
 
 When Gideon was in junior high school he was in a club. It wasn't really a club in the traditional 
way of thinking about clubs. They never had meetings. There was no official membership. There were 
no by-laws or initiation rites. In fact, the members actually tried to avoid one another if at all possible. 
He was in the "nerd" club. Well, that's not exactly true either. With the advent of multi-million dollar 
incomes of the country's most nerdy nerds, being a nerd is almost a desirable thing. Perhaps a better 
description of his club would be the "dork" club. It was made up of all the kids in his school who either 
had shoddy personal skills or those who dressed a bit oddly or those who were a bit homely or 
unkempt or not so smart or not too talented or clumsy or who, for any number of reasons, were not 
the cool kids. Now, this is a junior high, so being cool is terribly important but reaching that plateau is 
virtually impossible for all but a few. It was a junior high. 90% of the kids were in the club. 
 Gideon was fortunate. He was in the club but not the president. That would have been more 
than he could handle - king of the dorks. But even in dorkdom there is a pecking order. Unlike most 
pecking orders, however, this one is always inverted. The biggest dork - the king of the dorks - is at 
the bottom of the pile. The less dorky you are, the fewer dorks on top of you. If you are at or near the 
top of the pile you have the opportunity, some might even say the responsibility, to make life for those 
below you difficult (or more difficult than it already is). Why would one do such a thing to a club 
member? Simple. Because the possibility of changing club membership is held out like a carrot on a 
stick. MAYBE you can become one of the cool kids. It almost never happened, of course, but 
MAYBE. 
 When you are thirteen, life is about survival. And the best way to survive is to make sure those 
below you don't survive or, at least, suffer or look bad because only when they look bad can you 
possibly look good.  
 Gideon, being a pretty typical teen age boy, found himself solidly in the middle of the dork pile. 
There were kids dorkier below him and kids less dorky above him. All of them being picked on by 
someone up the food chain. The cool kids, however, had no one to beat them down. They were the 
elite. They were the ones who could do and get away with just about anything at Lawrence Welk 
Junior High. 
 
 Todd Harris was the big man on campus. That means that he was a nice looking kid - less 
acne than most of the other boys. He was as athletic as any thirteen year old can be. He was funny 
and smart. Teachers liked him. The girls liked him. The dorks - not so much. Todd got his kicks by 
picking on anyone who he could cow. He was pretty relentless but his persecutions - for the most part 
harmless - always got him laughs from his friends so there was no reason for him to even think about 
stopping. 
 One day, after gym class, Todd was in the boys locker room, showering and getting dressed 
with the rest of the class when he got an inspiration. He pulled out his cell phone and called out, "Hey 
- Nerd Herd - look here!" and he took a picture of a dozen or so guys in various stages of dress. In the 
foreground was Terry Jones in his underwear, jokingly showing off his biceps to a buddy. Terry was 
pretty skinny so the picture was destined to be quite funny - he had no biceps. But, of course, he was 
only wearing underwear so funny would probably be trumped by humiliation. Gideon was in the 
background with his back to everyone, heading for the shower with several others. He was naked but 
turned his head when Todd called out. The picture almost caused a riot as everyone attacked Todd 
for taking it. Todd quickly backed off and told them he'd delete it - "Watch." But instead of deleting it 
he hit the send button (no one ever knew whether accidently or intentionally) and it instantly arrived 
on his girlfriend's phone. 
 When Meredith got the picture from Todd she burst out laughing. "What was her hunk doing 
now?" she thought. "What a wonderful picture of all those losers." Without hesitation or thinking 
Meredith forwarded the picture to all her friends... And they to all their friends. Before the boys 
finished dressing and headed to their next class, practically the whole school had the infamous photo.  



 The humiliation was almost beyond description. Every boy pictured was laughed at, pointed at, 
jeered, ridiculed, teased. By the end of the day even the principal had seen the picture and knew this 
was serious business. He went on the intercom and addressed the issue. He told the students that 
this was a serious breech of Lawrence Welk etiquette and would not be tolerated. He demanded that 
all students delete the photo from their phones or computers or anywhere else it might exist, that 
whomever took the photo would be discovered and dealt with, that such inappropriateness would not 
be tolerated in his school. But really, what could he do? He had no real authority to MAKE kids delete 
anything. Most did anyway. Some didn't. The teasing got quieter for fear of the principal's wrath, but it 
didn't stop by any means. 
 The exposed parties, Gideon and Terry and the others: James and Tim and Mike and Jeff and 
Sammy (the ones who were clearly identifiable) formed a bit of an alliance. They were friends before 
but now they had bonded over their humiliation in a pretty powerful way. Tim started the discussion 
around their table at lunch. "What are we gonna do to get back at Todd and Meredith?"  
 "Todd is just a jerk who took the picture," said Mike. "Meredith is the one who made it go viral. 
She's the b*/x% (bleaped out word) who did all this." 
 "Yeah," joins in Jeff. "Let's get her back. Revenge is sweet. We could go with the classic 
whoopee cushion. We could bomb her with water balloons. How about gum on her chair?" 
 "Whoa," said Terry. I don't believe in revenge. We shouldn't do anything." 
 "Are you nuts," said Gideon. "She humiliated all of us. She deserves our retribution. Terry - 
you're the one they all laugh at the most with that goofy muscle pose." 
 "I can't. I won't," said Terry. 
 "Why not. You a pacifist or something?" piped in James. 
 "Actually, I am," said Terry. "I'm a Quaker. We don't believe in violence. We teach turning the 
other cheek." 
 "Really," said Gideon. "A Quaker like in oatmeal?" 
 "Well, some Quakers do dress strangely, I suppose. We believe in the peace taught by Jesus." 
 "So, let me get this straight... You have no desire to hurt Meredith in some way - to get back at 
her? You are willing to just let her get away with it?" asked Tim, incredulously.  
 "Of course I want to hurt her. I'm human. I just can't. I won't. You guys do what you want. I'm 
out of here," and Terry picked up his lunch tray and headed out. 
  
 "That's crazy talk," said Sammy. "If we don't do something to get even, we'll be a laughing 
stock until we die. This isn't going away. And whatever we do, it has to be better than gum on her 
seat. You've got to be more creative, Jeff." 
 
 After some lengthy brain storming with some truly bizarre ideas being brought to the table - 
ideas that, hopefully, only a junior high boy can concoct, one came up that seemed perfect and 
equitable. They named their revenge plan "The Humiliation of Meredith Stevens." 
 
 The first week of school Mrs. Prince, the English teacher, had made an assignment. All 
students were to set up a personal and private blog on a secure server (she would show them how) 
and were to make weekly entries throughout the semester. She said that, when she was a teen, she 
kept a diary (none of them had ever heard of such a thing). She said it is for recording your innermost 
thoughts. Diaries, she said, had locks on them to keep them private and personal. She told them that 
passwords served the same purpose. She said that, at the end of the semester she would ask each 
student to show her their blog. She would not read anyone's blog but would issue a grade only on 
evidence of having done the assignment. If she finds that there are eighteen entries - one for each 
week - they would get an 'A.' Fewer postings would lower one's grade. There were lots of flaws in that 
system, she knew, but Mrs. Prince believed that any writing was good writing and could only benefit 
her students. But she also knew that some of her students found writing the most impossible task on 
earth. So she told them that they could, instead of writing a blog, they could create a video blog in 



which entries would be of they, themselves speaking into their computer's camera. Those could be 
posted and would count as entries. 
 
 Mike had the idea. They would hack into Meredith's blog and make one of her most private 
entries public. It was mean. It was dirty. It was sneaky. It wasn't nice in any sense. It was perfect. 
 
 Mike went to the internet and Googled 'most popular passwords' and up came links to lists. he 
discovered that the most popular password in the world is '123456.' The second most popular is the 
word 'password.' Mike simply went to the blog site, put in Meredith's username 'mstevens' and started 
entering the most popular passwords to see if she had picked one of them. She had. She had 
selected number five on the most popular list, 'abc123.' Mike was into her blog in a matter of minutes 
and, reading the blog post titles, he found the perfect one. And, he discovered, that because Meredith 
was a bit lazy, she had opted for the video blog posts instead of the written. This was even better 
than he had hoped. 
 
 God showed up that evening at Gideon's house. It was the little boy who lived next door. 
Gideon was getting home from school when Ryan called out to him, "Mr. Gideon, come over here." 
Gideon did, of course. "What do you want?" Gideon said, feeling a bit hostile.  
 "Vengeance is mine. I will repay," said Ryan. 
 "Get off it. You know what she did. We can't hold our heads up around school anymore 
because of her. She deserves whatever we can dish out. Somebody has to punish her. You going 
to?" 
 "I don't punish people. Most often people punish themselves," said God. 
 "Didn't you do the flood and the Red Sea and Jericho?" asked Gideon. 
 "You wouldn't understand. I've told you that's why I don't answer questions. You need to stop 
what Mike is planning. Nothing good ever comes from revenge or retribution, nothing." 
 "You can't let people walk all over you. You don't understand." 
 "But I do. People walked all over Jesus. He turned the other cheek. He did it right." 
 "They killed him for it." 
 "Yes. They did. But in the end he changed the world. They didn't." 
 
 Gideon was furious at God for his cavalier attitude. He had been humiliated. He had been 
laughed at. He had been seen naked by the whole world. What could be worse than that? He would 
not walk away from Mike's plan. It was a good plan. Justice would be done. Meredith would pay. 
 
 Mike's plan was this: At 12:15 every day the principal left his office to patrol the cafeteria. He 
said it was to be available to any student who wanted to talk with him but everyone knew it was to 
police the place - to keep fights from happening and to keep the noise down. At 12:30 the secretary 
went to lunch herself, locking the office door. Mike's plan was to visit the secretary in the morning with 
some kind of bogus complaint and tape the plunger on her door so when she left she would think she 
was locking it but the door wouldn't even latch. Mike would be waiting for her to leave. He would enter 
the office, go to her computer, bring up the blog site, log into Meredith's account, and play her entry 
over the intercom system to the whole school. Meredith's own words in her own voice would humiliate 
her. Mike would start the broadcast then leave, untaping the door and closing it to lock. 
 
 At 12:15 the principal left exactly on schedule. Fifteen minutes later the secretary left. So far so 
good. Mike tiptoed to the office door. Excellent - the tape trick worked. He went to the secretaries 
desk, found the video blog post he was looking for. He hadn't actually watched it but went with this 
one because of the title, "Breasts." He pressed the play button and hightailed it out of there, removing 
the tape from the door and thus locking it as he went. 
 



 And there it was, in scratchy intercom clarity - Meredith's voice. The cafeteria went silent. No 
one even coughed. What was going on? 'That was Meredith Steven's voice, wasn't it?' But it couldn't 
be. Meredith was sitting over along the wall with the other cool kids. But it was her voice. 
 
 "I've been obsessed with breasts since I was a little girl. They intrigued me. I couldn't wait to 
get my own. Then, last year, it began to happen." Everyone was, of course, looking at Meredith by 
now. She, at first turned scarlet red then tears began running down her cheeks. She covered her face 
and cried.  
 Gideon turned to Mike. Mike was smiling. Gideon found no such satisfaction. This wasn't right. 
But it was in motion and there wasn't a thing he could do about it.  
 The video continued, "My mother took me to the store to get my first bra and I was so excited. I 
was becoming a woman. But then I got scared, then terrified, then overwhelmed with what may be my 
plight." With this Meredith ran from the room, a sobbing mess. Gideon felt terrible. But again, there 
was nothing he could do. The principal, at first seemingly paralyzed, finally realized what was going 
on and he rushed from the cafeteria to put an end to this unauthorized broadcast. Clearly he was 
furious. Someone was going to be in trouble for this. But he wasn't fast enough. The blog post 
finished to the very end. "The day we came home with my first truly 'woman' thing, the doctor called 
and my mother was informed that she had breast cancer. It had already metastasized to other parts 
of her body and there was little anyone could do. For the past year she has suffered so. First the 
surgery then the chemo then the radiation - suffering, sickness, pain - and sometime within the next 
six months - death." A squeal from the speakers indicated that Principal Skinner had finally gotten to 
the office, gotten in, and stopped the intercom. 
 
 There was a deathly silence in the cafeteria. All that could be heard for what seemed like an 
eternity were the sobs of many of the girls and the sniffling of quite a number of the boys. No one had 
ever experienced anything quite like this. It was horrible. No one knew where to look. They couldn't 
meet the eyes of one another. They couldn't think of any appropriate or even inappropriate thing to 
say. Before long some began to get up and go to their lockers, tears flowing down their young faces. 
 
 Gideon didn't know what to do. He hadn't done this himself but he had approved of it. He had 
approved of Mike doing it, along with the rest of them. How could he ever live with himself now? He 
wanted to blame it all on Mike, but he knew he was just as guilty. 
 
 Meredith didn't come to school the next day. In fact, she wasn't there the rest of the week. That 
was okay with everyone. No one knew what they could possibly say to her. Mike wasn't there either. 
He was so ashamed that he couldn't face anyone. He knew that only a few even knew it was him who 
did it, but he felt like every eye was on him the rest of that day and he simply couldn't take it again. 
 
 Gideon felt lower than dirt. Could he have stopped Mike? He didn't know. He did know that he 
didn't try. Why couldn't he have been more like Terry and want nothing to do with revenge? There's 
nothing sweet about it. It is truly bitter. Dejectedly, Gideon walked home, only to find God in the boy 
next door again. "Hi, Ryan. Hi, God. I assume you know what happened. I am so sorry." 
 "No amount of remorse or apology can fix some things, Mr. Gideon. Some things we simply 
have to live with. Even if forgiveness comes, the scars remain. You probably didn't know how badly 
Meredith felt about the picture thing. She was devastated when she realized how much such a 
thoughtless act had hurt others. That was me. That's my job." 
 "I didn't know," Gideon said. 
 "Of course you didn't. Seldom does one person know what I am doing in another person's life. I 
like to keep that between me and them. Today you played God. Unfortunately you don't have the 
ability to play the part well. You shouldn't even try." 
 Gideon walked away with his head held down without even saying good-bye. Even the God of 
grace and love couldn't, just now, make him feel better. 



 

  
 


