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Maybe you’ve been there.  You’re standing face-to-face with someone, and you can tell that something’s wrong.  You can see it in his face.  You can read it in his posture.  You can hear it in his voice, even if you can’t hear it from the exact words he’s using.  It’s clear he wants to tell you something, but he’s not sure how to say it.  Maybe he’s nervous, or upset, or scared, but something’s holding him back.  Instead of the real story, you’re getting some kind of turned around half-truth.  Whatever he has to say can’t be any worse than the uncomfortable situation you’re currently in.  You can’t take it any longer – you’re frustrated and confused – and finally, you interrupt him: “spit it out”.  Quit swallowing it down, choking yourself on whatever it is you’re trying to say.  You clearly want to get whatever you have to say out.  Why are you dodging it?  Spit it out!

Maybe you’ve been that person waiting on some poor fool’s lengthy attempt at finding the right words.  But then again, maybe it was worse than that.  Maybe you’ve been the poor fool stumbling all over yourself.  You know how awful, how awkward, it can be when something needs to be said and you’re too afraid – or too proud – to just out and say it.  Odds are it was an admission, or an apology, or a confession, and it was like poison tearing you up inside.  But instead of just spitting it out, you stammered over it and talked around it, hoping that somehow you could just swallow it down and avoid saying it.

Why do we do this to ourselves?  Why do we try to keep in the things that need to be chased out?  Especially when it comes to confessing our mistakes, admitting our wrongs, asking for forgiveness, we just can’t seem to spit it out.  For some reason, we’d rather swallow down the acid of guilt, regret, anger, and pity rather than spit it out, take care of it, move on.  To make confession, after all, requires admitting wrongdoing.  Maybe if we choke it down we don’t have to spit it out.  Maybe if we clamp our mouths down tight, the truth of our lies won’t come spilling out.  Maybe we can get around it.  Then again, maybe we can’t.  Maybe not spitting it out will only make us more sick inside.

 It’s kind of like dogs and chocolate.  Go with me, here.  The dog I grew up with ate anything he could reach.  He particularly loved chocolate.  Chocolate is, unfortunately, toxic to dogs – it can actually kill them.  Somehow or other, he would always find chocolate and eat as much of it as he could reach, and then proceed to get very, very sick.  Eventually he learned that he wasn’t supposed to eat chocolate – more because we yelled at him than because it made him sick – but that didn’t stop him from trying.  You’d see him sulking around the house, head hanging, with sad eyes, clearly keeping something stashed in his mouth.  You could look at him and chastise him and he knew.  You’d put your hand in front of his mouth and say, “Spit it out.”  Immediately, he’d plop a soggy piece of candy into your hand.

How is my childhood pet eating chocolate like you confessing your sin?  I’m glad you asked.  That dog knew he couldn’t have chocolate.  He knew it would make him sick, and that it was wrong.  But he couldn’t help himself – he had to go for it.  He’d carry it around with him, feeling miserable.  If he ate it, he felt even more miserable. While it hurt him to finally spit it out, it was the best thing he could do.  How is that very much different from you and your confession?  You’re not supposed to be lying, to yourself, or to others, or to God.  You’re supposed to be doing things right.  But you don’t – you see temptation, and you have to go for it.  Then you carry it around with you, feeling miserable about what you’ve done.  You swallow the guilt down, and you feel even worse.  While it hurts you to finally spit out what you said or did, it’s the best thing you could do.

You are not alone in this – we are all eaten up by our wrongdoings and our inability to ask forgiveness.  The Psalmist also knows this feeling, and expresses it in the context of Psalm 32.  He expresses the need to spit out our sin and ask for forgiveness.  He says, “While I kept silence, my body wasted away through my groaning all day long…  my strength was dried up as by the heat of summer. Then I acknowledged my sin to you, and I did not hide my iniquity; I said, "I will confess my transgressions to the Lord," and you forgave the guilt of my sin.”  When he swallowed down his guilt and his sin, it ate him up inside.  It made him sick.  Finally, he had to spit it out.  He had to make his confession.  He felt better, he made himself right with God, and God granted him forgiveness.

Imagine that: God grants forgiveness.  It’s what God does.  When we swallow down our sins and don’t give them up to God, we’re making a very terrible statement of our lack of faith.  If we can’t admit our wrongs, we effectively say that God can’t do anything about them.  When we clamp our mouths around our confession of sin, we fail to confess our God as a God who is bigger than any of our mistakes. When we refuse to spit it out, we make God small by assuming God can’t – or won’t – do anything about it.


That might be worse than the anguish eating you up inside over what you did.  Your lack of trust in God to grant forgiveness, your desire to present a front of perfection instead of the honesty of your real self, your pride preventing you from proving that you’re really no better than anyone else – these things demonstrate a sincere limiting of God.  Get over yourself.  Quit telling God what God can do or hear.  Spit it out.


“Happy are those whose transgression is forgiven, whose sin is covered,” sings the Psalmist.  “Happy are those to whom the Lord imputes no iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no deceit.”  It is hard to confess your sins – oh, it is so humbling to admit before your neighbor and before God that you are not perfect, so desperate to confess that you have something to confess – but you’ve got to.  You’ve got to spit it out.  Unless you get it out of you, you can never know the joy of forgiveness.  You can’t know the freedom of God’s limitless love.  You can’t be right with God or your loved ones.  We all know the feeling, because we’ve all been there.  Let it go.  Spit it out.  God can handle it.  God will handle it.


For God’s gracious gift of forgiveness, no matter what, thanks be to God.  Amen.  May the peace of God, which passes all understanding, keep your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.
