
A Sermon by Rev. Victor H. Floyd: March 1, 2026 
 

An Unexpected Upper Room 
 

John 13:1-17 
Now before the festival of the Passover, Jesus knew that his hour had 
come to depart from this world and go to the Father. Having loved his 
own who were in the world, he loved them to the end. The devil had 
already put it into the heart of Judas son of Simon Iscariot to betray him. 
And during supper Jesus, knowing that the Father had given all things 
into his hands, and that he had come from God and was going to God, 
got up from the table, took off his outer robe, and tied a towel around 
himself. Then he poured water into a basin and began to wash the 
disciples’ feet and to wipe them with the towel that was tied around him. 

He came to Simon Peter, who said to him, ‘Lord, are you going to wash my feet?’ Jesus answered, ‘You do not know now 
what I am doing, but later you will understand.’ Peter said to him, ‘You will never wash my feet.’ Jesus answered, ‘Unless I 
wash you, you have no share with me.’ Simon Peter said to him, ‘Lord, not my feet only but also my hands and my head!’ 
Jesus said to him, ‘One who has bathed does not need to wash, except for the feet, but is entirely clean. And you are 
clean, though not all of you.’ For he knew who was to betray him; for this reason he said, ‘Not all of you are clean.’ After 
he had washed their feet, had put on his robe, and had returned to the table, he said to them, ‘Do you know what I have 
done to you? You call me Teacher and Lord—and you are right, for that is what I am. So if I, your Lord and Teacher, 
have washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet. For I have set you an example, that you also should 
do as I have done to you. Very truly, I tell you, servants are not greater than their master, nor are messengers greater 
than the one who sent them. If you know these things, you are blessed if you do them. 

 
Lights Up. In high school, I joined a big Methodist youth choir to tour the Deep South. Our productions featured 
lights and choreography. We wore matching light blue jumpsuits with big pointy collars. Imagine the Smurfs as 
guests on the Donny and Marie Show. It was the first time I sang in public. And my mama cried.  Opening night. We 
enter the stage, the congregation cheering. We come into formation, lights full up, and in unison, we recite John 
3:16, King James style:  

 

Drifting Seeds. Your bulletin cover and my perhaps-half-too-clever sermon title might seem a bit tone deaf, given all 
that has happened since we printed today’s worship materials.1 Inside your bulletin, there’s a little mandala2 under 
the sermon. It’s called Drifting Seeds. And yes, that’s a foot in the middle. Little dandelions form the border, and 
from them, the artist says, blessings drift out into the world. The seeds are transformation are sown through acts of 
service one to another.  
 

Hold On. Some of you might have seen the videos3 of the people of Minnesota “singing a new song” as they trudge 
the snow-piled streets of Minneapolis. Their song is a seed has taken root in my heart. (Singing:) Hold on. Hold on. 
Oh my dear, here comes the dawn. No matter how dark and death-filled the times, Sunday is on the way. This is the 
day the Lord has made. This is the day Jesus rises. Hold on. Hold on. Oh my dear, here comes the dawn.4 
 

Calvary member Laine Clifford gave me a gift this week, a new poem by a Minneapolis poet, especially appropriate 
for today, as we celebrate the Lord’s Supper amidst rumors of war.  
 

“Communion”5 by Rob Hardy6 

There s no bread. 
The bakers have gone into hiding. 
The seats at the table are empty. 
The Twelve are out marching with the thousands. 
The streets are filled with a new song. 
Only Judas sits at Target Plaza, counting his silver, 
While Pontius Pilate issues a carefully-worded statement. 
Meanwhile, the centurions have quotas to fill. 

But out on the streets there s a Communion. 
Jesus takes the city in his hands and says, 

This is my body, broken for you.” 

 
1 The United States and Israel bombed Iran Feb. 28, with President Donald Trump accusing Iran of building nuclear weapons that threaten U.S. 
allies and could "soon" reach the U.S. Last June, the president had declared Iran’s nuclear program “obliterated” as noted at 
<https://www.whitehouse.gov/articles/2025/06/irans-nuclear-facilities-have-been-obliterated-and-suggestions-otherwise-are-fake-news/>.  
2 Image: “Drifting Seeds: John 13” © Lauren Wright Pittman, lewpstudio.com. 
3 < https://www.reddit.com/r/Minneapolis/comments/1qgw9je/on_saturday_afternoon_hundreds_of_us_gathered_on/> 
4 <https://fb.watch/FBArtI2eKw/> 
5 <https://www.gatheratthecommons.com/c/conversation/poem-from-a-minnesota-poet>  
6 <https://mnprairieroots.com/2022/04/20/the-poetry-of-rob-hardy-northfield-poet-laureate/>  
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I. BREAD 

 

Body. On the eve of his death, when everything was about to fall apart,  Jesus called his friends together, and did 
something totally unexpected. That’s so like him. I love about him. Now, John says that Jesus knew exactly what is 
coming. He knew his hour has arrived. He knew his betrayer was there in the Upper Room. Tradition teaches us to 
expect bread broken and cup shared. But instead, John gives us Rabbi Jesus, disrobing, stooping to the floor to 
serve his students. He doesn’t say, “This is my body.  He doesn’t say, “Do this in remembrance of me.” Instead, he 
kneels by a basin, towel tied at the waist.  
 

Communion is about more than the words of institution and symbols of bread and cup. Jesus show us today, 
communion is about how human bodies are instruments of blessing. Scholars have long noticed that John 13 
replaces the institution of the Lord’s Supper with foot washing. Not because John rejects the sacrament—but 
because he wants us to teach us what communion means. Communion is never private. Likewise, foot washing 
cannot be rehearsed in theory. It requires close physical proximity. Consent. Vulnerability. Awkwardness. Jesus 
chooses this knowing his betrayers are in the room.  
 

The followers of Jesus have never been completely unified. The church is a fragile flesh-and-blood system, the Body 
of Christ. From our inception we are a people stressed out and divided. Sound familiar?  
 

In the first-century world, servants washed feet. Hosts provided water. Teachers did not kneel before students. 
Leaders did not get their hands dirty — which might also sound familiar. Peter knows this. His objection is not 

theological—it’s visceral. “Lord, are you gonna wash my feet?” And then the line that should stop us cold: “You will 
never wash my feet.” Peter is not just stubborn. It’s worse. He’s human. Like us. He can’t just receive something that 
might make him feel obligated, or awkward. He’s a self-sufficient man! Were he to accept, he might go soft, feel like 
burden.  

 

II. BATH  
 

Process Theology. Jesus doesn’t force Peter. He stays in the relationship. “You don’t know now what I’m up to,” he 

says,  “ but later on you will understand.” God does not pressure. God lures us into the moment still unfolding. God 
does not coerce. God invites. God welcomes. The art of discipleship is all about improvisation. Holy jazz. Which is 

why Jesus tossed out the line: “Unless I wash you, you have no share with me.” You won’t be part of my ministry 
until you let me serve you—bathe away the residue of this world and its culture. Love, as George Herbert7 just 
reminded us through the choir, does not overpower. Love pulls out a chair and says: sit, eat. St. Francis prayed8 it is 
in giving that we receive. But John 13 says something deeper: sometimes it is in receiving that we give ourselves 
over to God. 
 

Shared Identity. Shared acts of service—spiritual practices like praying together in silence, more practical ministries 
like cleaning your room, greeting someone as they enter the room, serving a meal at the Interfaith Winter Shelter—
build a trust words alone cannot. They form us into something bigger than rugged individuality. The call on the 
African wisdom of Ubuntu: I am because we are.9 The echo the old hymn: Blest be the tie that binds our hearts in 
Christian love. The fellowship of kindred minds is like to that above.10 John must’ve understood shared identity long 
before neuroscience named it. He gives us service as sacrament, a way to bypass the head and be known in our 
bodies—even in our feet—opening our hearts from head to toe. 
 

III. BEYOND  
 

Christ’s Example. Then the part we usually rush past: “I have set you an example.” Not a commandment but a 
pattern. Do what I do. Do what I do when your world is unraveling and love is shapeless. Do what I do before 
beginning the next thing, before choosing, before quitting, before repeating the past You are blessed, Jesus says, 
not when you agree—but when you do what I do.  
 

Reality Check Lest we think the Upper Room was long ago and far away, Jesus asks to kneel in the world we inhabit. 
The mess that is 2026, where yesterday, without Congress, without a declaration, without a single coherent 
sentence to justify it, we helped to bomb Iran on behalf of another nation. The supreme leader was assassinated, 
along with over fifty little schoolchildren, collateral damage—because when empire runs out of words, it reaches for 
weapons. 
 

Good News. Here is the Good News. Jesus did not come to save a calm and orderly world. Even the Upper Room 
occurs in secret, with centurions roaming the streets, throwing citizens into their vans, and all while internal 
sabotage is underway. Jesus knows that he will be convicted of sedition.And that's when he kneels to serve. That's 
when he refuses to let relationships collapse.   
 

 
7 Love Bade Me Welcome < https://englishverse.com/poems/love>  
8 < https://www.cathedralstm.org/about-our-catholic-faith/expressing-our-faith/treasury-catholic-prayers/prayer-st-francis-assisi-prayer-
peace/> 
9 < https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ubuntu_philosophy> 
10 <https://youtu.be/unoNFZm9jqs?si=ktwOOCu5a5pWLey3>  
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John 13 is the perfect Lenten scripture. Why? It demands us that we change our posture. That’s repentance. It 
demands that consent to receive God’s blessing, even if we feel silly. ’Unless I bathe your feet, you have to part with 
me” silly.  
 

Story: My First Communion. There was a time when I understood communion intellectually. And then there was the 
time when I learned it in my soul and my body. I had served a church for a couple of years as their director of music. 
It was not the right congregation for me. I was not the right servant for them. So much so, that when some young 
parents in the church heard I was gay, they acted surprised—aghast.  
 

It’s not like I hide it, right? My honesty over my sexual orientation has kept me from ordination in the old 
Presbyterian Church and resulted in all kinds of complicated problems and insults and hurts. (Praise God for 
progress.) What were those parents thinking anyway? I was a 30-something-year-old single male church organist. 
And really cute—back then.  
 

So they said that I must be dangerous and pressured the pastor to take the children’s choir away from me. And he 
did. I cannot tell you the pain I felt. Humiliation. Rage. Shame. I had no part in this decision, no opportunity to face 
my accusers. Back then, the church’s gay servants were on the menu.  
 

Not because they thought we were bad people. But because that’s how institutions often organize. Against 
difference, against weaker members of the body. It works every time. Scripture says to hate what is evil. It doesn’t 
say to hate who is evil. That’s God’s job, the judging.  
 

Then, God dared me to grow. Lured me to a church that was formed and led by queer people, not just any queer 
people, San Francisco queer people! And on a Sunday night, during an evangelical-flavored service on Eureka Street, 
I crawled up into the balcony, worshiped God with an undefended heart, and cried my eyes out.  
 

They called us down for communion, and since I was a stranger, an unknown—I felt welcomed. I approached the 
server. She fed me the bread. Then, she put her hands on me. My little Presbyterian soul thought ‘what is this fresh 
hell'? Don't touch me! Sensing my unease, she whispered in my ear, 'I'm going to pray for you. Okay?' I nodded my 
consent, although I was just being polite. And she asked my name and blessed me. Victor, my brother. You are a 
blessing. God loves you unconditionally. Remember the part when the Grinch's heart grows three sizes? Yes, I 
received what the Spirit was saying through her. I would eventually pastor that congregation.  
 

Celebration. John tells us: do not reenact a scene from long ago. Claim the communion power in this moment. It may 
happen quietly, awkwardly, tearfully. Receive it. Consent to it. The bread of heaven. The bath of transformation. And 
something beyond all that that only happens between bodies when our armor falls away. Wherever Love kneels and 
takes the towel, there is God. The question now is not whether we understand this—but whether we will stop 
pulling our feet away.  
 

Affirmation of Faith.11 
Nothing that is worth doing can be achieved in our lifetime; therefore we must be saved by hope. Nothing 
which is true or beautiful or good makes complete sense in any immediate context of history; therefore we 
must be saved by faith. Nothing we do, however virtuous, can be accomplished alone; therefore we are 
saved by love. No virtuous act is quite as virtuous from the standpoint of our friend or foe as it is from our 
standpoint. Therefore we must be saved by the final form of love, which is forgiveness. 

 

Amen. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
11 from Reinhold Niebuhr’s The Irony of American History, University of Chicago Press, 1952. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


