
Grace- Wet Feet

If hurts were hairs, we’d all look like grizzlies. Even the smooth skinned

beauties of the magazine covers, the composed pastors in the pulpit, even

your sweet neighbor next door. All of them. All of us. Furry, hairy beasts

we’d become. If hurts were hairs, we’d be lost behind the thick of them.

For aren’t there so many? So many hurts. When kids mock the way you

walk, their insults hurt. When teachers ignore your work, their neglect

hurts. When your girlfriend or boyfriend drops you, when your husband or

wife abandons you, when the company fires you, it hurts. Rejection always

does. As surely as summer brings sun, so people bring pain. Sometimes

deliberately. Sometimes randomly.

Retaliation does have its appeal. But, Jesus has a better idea. John 13

records the events of the final night before Jesus’ death. He and his

followers had gathered in the Upper Room for Passover. John begins his

narrative statement: “Jesus knew that the Father had given him authority

over everything and that he had come from God and would return to God.”

Jesus knew the who and why of his life. Who was he? God’s Son. Why

was he on earth? To serve the Father. Jesus knew his identity and

authority, “so he got up from the table, took off his robe, wrapped a towel

around his waist and poured water into a basin. Then he began to wash the

disciples feet and to wipe them with the towel he had around him.”

Now, I am not a fan of feet. Look you in the face? I will. Shake your hand?

Gladly. Put an arm around your shoulders? Happy to do so. Rub a tear

from the cheek of a child? In a heartbeat. But to rub feet? You’ve got to

be kidding.

Feet stink. No one created a cologne for feet. Feet are not known for their

sweet smell or good looks. Feet have heels, toenails, bunions and fungus,

corns and calluses. Feet smell bad and look ugly, which is the point I am

trying to make. Jesus touched the stinky, ugly parts of his disciples.

Knowing he came from God. Knowing he was going to God. Knowing



he could arch an eyebrow or clear his throat and every angel in the

universe would snap to attention. Knowing that all authority was his, he

exchanged his robe for the servant’s wrap, lowered himself to knee level

and began to run away the grime, the grit and the grunge their feet had

collected on the journey.

This was the assignment of the slave, the job of the servant. When the

master came home form a day spent walking the cobblestone street, he

expected a foot washing. The lowliest servant met him at the door with a

towel and water.

But in the Upper Room there was no servant. Pitcher of water? Yes. Basin

and towel? In the corner on the table. But, no one touched them. No one

moved. Each disciple hoped someone else would reach for the basin. Peter

thought John would. John thought Andrew would. Each apostle assumed

someone else would wash the feet……and someone did!

Jesus didn’t exclude a single follower, though we wouldn’t have faulted him

if he did. Many of his own disciples had doubted and questioned Jesus

along the journey together. But, what does Jesus do when people use his

kingdom for personal advancement? He slides the basin in their direction.

Remember, even Peter quit trusting Christ in the storm. He tried to talk

Christ out of going to the cross. Within hours Peter would curse the very

name of Jesus and go into hiding. In fact, all twenty-four of Jesus’ followers

feet would soon scoot, leaving Jesus to face his accusers alone.

Do you ever wonder what God does with broken promises? He washes

their feet!

And Judas. The lying, conniving, greedy rat who sold Jesus down the river

for a pocket of cash. Jesus certainly won’t was his feet will he? If he

washes the feet of his Judas, you will have to wash the feet of yours. Your

betrayer, that good for nothing villain. Jesus’ Judas walked away with thirty

pieces of silver. Your Judas walked away with your virginity, security,

spouse, job, childhood, retirement, investments and so much more. “You

expect me to wash his feet and let him go?” Most people don’t want to.



They use the Villain’s photo as a dart target. They keep their anger bottled

up until it sometimes explodes, sending hate airborne, polluting and

stinking the world. Most people always keep a pot of anger on low boil.

But, you aren’t “Most People.” Grace has happened to you. Look at your

own feet. They are wet, grace soaked. Your toes and arches and heels

have felt the cool basin of God’s grace. Jesus has washed the grimiest

parts of your life. He didn’t bypass you and carry the basin toward someone

else. If grace were a wheat field, he’s given you the state of Kansas. Can’t

you share your grace with others?

This is possible if you have Christ in your heart. Sequence matters. Jesus

washes first; we wash next. He demonstrates; we follow. He uses the towel

then extends it to us, saying: “Now you do it.” Walk the floor of your upper

room, and wash the feet of your Judas.”

Go right ahead. Get your feet wet. Remember your socks and shoes, and

set your feet in the basin. First one, then the other. Let the hands of God

wipe away every dirty part of your life---your dishonesty, adultery, angry

outbursts, hypocrisy, etc. Let him touch them all. As his hands do their

work, look across the room.

Forgiveness may not happen all at once. But it can happen with you!

After all, you have wet feet!


