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Raising the Floor—September 25, 2016 
Rev. Dr. Linda Even 

United Church of Fayetteville 
310 E. Genesee, St., Fayetteville, NY 

 
For Reflection:  
Gratitude unlocks the fullness of life. It turns what we have into enough, and more. It turns denial into 
acceptance, chaos to order, confusion to clarity. It can turn a meal into a feast, a house into a home, a 
stranger into a friend. Gratitude makes sense of our past, brings peace for today, and creates a vision for 
tomorrow.            Melody Beattie 
 
Gospel Reading:  Luke 16:19-31  
 “There was a certain rich man who clothed himself in purple and fine linen, and who feasted luxuriously 
every day.  At his gate lay a certain poor man named Lazarus who was covered with sores.  Lazarus 
longed to eat the crumbs that fell from the rich man’s table. Instead, dogs would come and lick his sores. 
 “The poor man died and was carried by angels to Abraham’s side. The rich man also died and was 
buried. While being tormented in the place of the dead, he looked up and saw Abraham at a distance 
with Lazarus at his side.  He shouted, ‘Father Abraham, have mercy on me. Send Lazarus to dip the tip of 
his finger in water and cool my tongue, because I’m suffering in this flame.’  But Abraham said, ‘Child, 
remember that during your lifetime you received good things, whereas Lazarus received terrible things. 
Now Lazarus is being comforted and you are in great pain.  Moreover, a great crevasse has been fixed 
between us and you. Those who wish to cross over from here to you cannot. Neither can anyone cross 
from there to us.’ 
 “The rich man said, ‘Then I beg you, Father, send Lazarus to my father’s house.   I have five brothers. He 
needs to warn them so that they don’t come to this place of agony.’   Abraham replied, ‘They have 
Moses and the Prophets. They must listen to them.’   The rich man said, ‘No, Father Abraham! But if 
someone from the dead goes to them, they will change their hearts and lives.’   Abraham said, ‘If they 
don’t listen to Moses and the Prophets, then neither will they be persuaded if someone rises from the 
dead.’” 
 
Sermon:  Raising the Floor   
 There is a certain irony in having the lectionary produce this uncomfortable story about feasting 
on the day we gather for our fall brunch – a meal sumptuous with foods we don’t cook at home 
anymore and rich with fellowship.   Perhaps because of its timing in our life, I found my meditations 
focusing on images of feasting and crumbs and things falling from the table.  

My mother tells the story of the Sunday my father took her home for dinner to meet his family.   
As serving plates were being passed around, my grandfather took a close look at a spoonful of mashed 
potatoes and saying, "Lumpy," flung them to the floor.  When he finished his roast chicken, he tossed 
the bones, saying "The dog will get them."   As they were cleaning up, he revealed he had placed a bowl 
on the floor and everything went neatly into the bowl.  He was testing – whether it was my mother's 
flexibility or my grandmother's patience, I am not sure.    

Henry Shepard is excellent at floor patrol.  Since Jared and Liz don't want him eating whatever 
he finds, they have praised his discoveries, leading him to make a gift of his findings and get applause.  I 
have observed that, even accounting for sharp eyes and proximity to the floor, he often sees things the 
rest of us don't see, presenting invisible (dare I say, imaginary) crumbs.  Henry likes crumbs because 
they bring his parents joy.   
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My niece was less approving.  When she was about three, we had a family celebration in an 
establishment of fine dining.   After first rejecting a taste of her appetizer, she tried the lobster ravioli 
and sang the beloved song fathers hear all too infrequently. She told the waiter that her "Daddy was 
right.  It was good when she tried all the tastes together."  She then made an odd gesture I didn't 
recognize and said "Please."  The waiter returned with a silent butler and crumb catcher to sweep the 
table in front of her while she identified errant crumbs.  While I was silently titling my essay, "The 
Making of a Foodie,” my sister-in-law commented, "Yes, my daughter eats out too often." 

She may have gotten her dislike of crumbs from her aunt.  When I was quite young I 
accompanied my mother on a visit to a friend.  Her friend was preparing refreshments and dropped a 
spoon.  My mother asked me to pick it up and I obediently crouched.  When I made no move toward the 
spoon, my mother asked me again to pick it up.  I chirped "I am not touching this floor.  It's filthy."  

Last week, I had some friends over.  For some reason, they decided to test the laws of gravity.  
Gravity passed.  Soon laughter (and scoring) erupted as more and more forks headed floorward.  (Yes, 
my friends are easily entertained.).  No one ate any of the food that accompanied the forks, but they 
washed the utensils and continued eating.    

There is the five second rule (under attack again) about whether foods dropped to the floor can 
be eaten,   Brussel sprouts seem to expire while still airborne, but M&M's can be polished and eaten 
some time later.     
 I suspect most of us have similar stories to tell.  We generally find crumbs of little value (unless 
we are talking about fried chicken),  and beneath notice except as something to be removed.   A floor is 
apparently dirty or germy by definition and we don't want anything to do with something that has fallen 
on it, let alone eat whatever it is.    

What do we get if we sit all those images against our text this morning and another one about 
eating the crumbs from the table that we think only the dogs should eat?  We are uncomfortable 
because we don’t like to think about people who have so little that they would be satisfied -- would 
even beg -- for our droppings, our waste, our garbage.  We don’t like to think about people who are 
willing to sacrifice what little human dignity they have to eat off the floor.  And we would especially like 
not to think about them on our feast day.  Actually, we don't like ever to think about such people 
keeping them figuratively and literally beneath our notice, so that we don't have to think what such a 
world says about us. So we really don't like to think about the gruesome picture of the consequences for 
not thinking about those people.  

And a gruesome picture it is.  Not only is there spiritual and physical torment, we can see relief 
we can't reach just as those who didn't get the crumbs from our table couldn't reach ease in life.  We 
don't even get a chance to warn the loved ones we left behind – because as it turns out we had our 
whole lives to model generosity to our children and grandchildren, we had our whole lives to expose 
them to the words of the prophet and the call of Christ.  When it comes to bad things happening, there 
really isn't anything left to the imagination.  

Which stopped me short.  It is Jesus telling the story – Jesus -- not some Oz witch promising "I'll 
get you yet, dearies." Jesus, who never got satisfaction from having someone fall short of God's dreams 
for them.  Jesus, who was with God when all creation spun out from the imagination of God.   A creation 
which includes us, made in God's image, and given a spark of that divine imagination.  So why would 
Jesus -- who told stories and parables all the time, inviting people to think and make connections and 
imagine –why did he tell a story that requires no imagination?   

He didn't.                 
It's just that we're looking at the wrong end of the story.  It's in the beginning at the feast itself,  

where we will find room to engage our Spirit-filled imaginations.   Last week, actor Richard Gere was in 
Syracuse for an event at the Salvation Army.   He commented at length about the importance of making 
eye contact with the homeless and people we serve – making sure to acknowledge their existence – 
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making sure to grant them the dignity to which every human is entitled.  While Gere's message was not 
intended to be religious, it was a very Christian call to action.   

Jesus invites us to imagine the world we could create by raising the floor or the people on it 
from beneath our notice into our awareness, into our attentive presence –to raise the floor until 
everyone is at the table with us, not under it.   He invites us to imagine the world where people don't 
have to sacrifice their dignity, don't need to be that desperate,  in order to feel human, in order to 
experience the fullness of life.    

So we have that text -- that invitation -- as we prepare to enter Fellowship Hall in a few minutes 
for our fall brunch.  We greet old friends, but are sure to include visitors, newcomers, looping in folks we 
haven't seen for a while and making sure no one or no duo or no household sits alone.  We remake our 
own connections and form other ones.  Everyone sees to it that anyone with mobility challenges has 
assistance with food or seating.  We bring beverages and/or second plates to one another.   There isn't a 
high level of trust in letting someone else choose our dessert, except for those resigned spouses who 
know their wives are bringing them fruit.   People who aren't on the Fellowship Committee help clear 
tables, sweep the floor and fold chairs.  It doesn’t require imagination to picture all that.  It merely 
requires recall of our last gathering for a meal.   

It does take imagination to realize that while the food is plentiful, the true "more-than-
enoughness" of our time together is found in the relationships.   It takes imagination to see that people 
are literally dying for crumbs from the table of community and connection.  It takes imagination to see 
that what we experience in Fellowship Hall can happen in school and work cafeterias –where no one is 
left alone at a table and where everyone is safe to join a group. It takes imagination to see a place where 
there is no bullying, no isolation from community, no failure of welcome, no lack of hospitality, no 
paralyzing grief of loneliness.  It takes imagination to see those in need of our financial and service 
assistance as human beings.  It takes imagination to see those who are older who have disabilities 
instead of pretending they are invisible.   It takes imagination. 

In this place, we have our imaginations fired, our spirits filled, our courage bolstered and our 
skills enhanced; all so that we might go into the world, imagining and writing new endings to an old 
story, embracing the world Christ would have us love.   We begin around this table and around the 
tables down the hall.   May it be so for us, this day, this week and this year.   Amen.            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


