
The Most Holy Body and Blood of Christ                        June 18, 2017 

“I am the living bread that came down from heaven . . . the bread that I will 
give is my flesh for the life of the world.”  John 6: 51-58 
 
 

A couple was downsizing from their five-bedroom house to a condominium.  Their 

beautiful old mahogany table was too big for the condo’s eating space.  She 

understood, but hated the thought of giving up the table.  He assumed the 

responsibility for selling it.  One evening he announced that he had found a buyer:  

a “very young and sweet” mom who was moving into her first home.   

 

His wife disliked her immediately — especially when her husband said he had 

lowered the price so the family could afford it.  She wanted someone older to have 

her table, someone who would appreciate it.  “She probably doesn’t know the 

difference between mahogany and plywood,” she groused to her husband.   

 

“She’s just an airhead looking for a table. Probably her check will bounce.” 

The young mother called to set up a time when she and her husband could pick up 

the table.  A few days later the woman returned home from the grocery store to 

find the couple waiting for her with their pick-up truck.   

 

The woman was not happy.   

 

The young woman was friendly and gracious as she introduced her husband,  

young daughter and brother-in-law. They insisted on helping her with her 

groceries.  They were nice, she thought, yet she was finding it hard to be civil. 

 

While her husband and his brother carefully prepared to move the table without 

scratching it, the woman proceeded to tell the table’s new owner how valuable the 

table was and how fortunate she was to get it.  The young mom heard her out,  

then quietly told her how long they had been saving for a dining-room table.   

 

Not just any table, but something durable and beautiful that would be a gathering 

place for family and friends to create happy memories and that their daughter could 

later take to establish her own home.  She said she had always dreamed of owning 

a table like this, and she would cherish it as the couple had. 

 

As she talked, the woman realized that the younger woman could see right through 

her.  She knew she was hurting, giving up something that had been a part of her 



life for many years.  She was being kind and sensitive, overlooking her haughtiness 

and snobbery. The older woman’s attitude softened.  Her hostility evaporated.   

Yes, the time had come for the table to move on to a new family’s energy and 

activity.  It was time for the table to be the source of new memories.  She watched 

as the husband and brother-in-law gently placed the table into the truck bed.   

 

They exchanged goodbyes and best wishes. 

 

Then the older woman walked through her now empty dining room and into the 

kitchen to start dinner — and a new chapter in her and her husband’s life. 

 

Today we celebrate our parish’s table of memories:  

the place where we come together at our most joyful celebrations and our most 

devastating moments to remember the love of God’s Christ as he asked us to 

remember him:  as “living bread,” blessed, broken and shared.   

 

At this table, we become the community envisioned by Jesus: a community of 

giving, a community of consolation, a community of peace.   

 

And of course, at this table we share the Eucharist, the Holy Sacrament, the Body 

and Blood of Our Lord which we receive from this holy table, week after week  

--- a sacred meal shared day after day, in every corner of the world. 

 

As you know, we Catholics believe some pretty incredible things about what 

happens at this table.  And for people on the outside looking in, they might 

wonder, “They believe what?”  And I understand that sentiment completely.   

 

After all --- the Eucharist has a central place in our faith lives and in the life of the 

Church because we believe that, when we share this meal, at this table we are 

receiving God.  Think about that for a second.  We receive God.   

 

In ways we can’t fully understand or wrap our minds around, the meal we partake 

of at this table is a God-moment of the highest order --- one in which our God 

comes to us as real food. This meal isn’t simply a time for us to think about our 

God.   

 

It’s a time to commune with God --- to actually experience intimacy with the 

Divine.   

 

I guess you could call it a little “heaven on earth”. 



 

I can see the deep faith on the faces of those who receive Holy Communion.  

I can see the sincerity of heart. I can see a certain kind of peace and calm and 

gentleness that overcomes us in this moment.  And I can see profound gratitude 

for such an incredible gift.  I guess we all love this private, holy moment  

between us and our God, don’t we? 

 

And that’s where we sometimes go wrong.   Now, I certainly don’t mean “wrong” 

in a moral sense.  That’s not it at all.  What I mean is that --- this holy God-

moment, the reception of the Body and Blood of the Lord into our hearts and our 

minds and our very bodies, is not meant to be an isolated act between my God 

and me or your God and you.  It’s really not a “private” thing at all.   

 

It is a sacred act in which the faith community as a whole participates --- not even 

just in this holy place, at this holy table but across the whole world.  We, all 

together, share in this sacred meal because: 

 

God calls us as a people. 

God sustains us as a people. 

God unites us as a people. 

God saves us as a people. 

And God transforms us --- as a people. 

 

We are all in this together --- the good and the bad, the rich and the poor, the old 

and the young, the saint and the sinner.  As Paul says, “Because the loaf of bread 

is one, we, though many, are one body, for we all partake of the one loaf.” 

 

Look to your left and to your right.  Look in front of you and behind you.   

This is your family.  This is my family --- a family of faith --- and hopefully  

a family of love and mercy and kindness and generosity.  These are the people 

this holy meal is challenging us to unite ourselves to.  These are the people God  

is asking us to share a mission and purpose with.  These are the people with whom 

God is asking us to be a force for good in the world. 

 

My friends, the Body of Christ is not something we just receive from this table.   

The Body of Christ is someone we become through the goodness of God, the 

sacrifice of his Son, and the power of the Holy Spirit.   

 

Between me and God?  I don’t think so.   

 



Between us and God?  Now we’re onto something. 

 

May we never see this holy meal simply as a private spiritual moment.   

Rather, let’s see it as a challenge --- a call to live the Gospel, not alone, but side 

by side.  This table is our connection not only to one another but to all who came 

before us and all who will come after us to this same table to break bread in the 

eternal memory of Jesus.   

 

On this Solemnity of the Body and Blood of the Lord,  

may our prayer be that our family tables  

— no matter how large or small, how simple or elegant  

— may be extensions of God’s banquet table  

in the kingdom of heaven.    

 

 


