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Reflection II: The Holy Eucharist 

 

Last week, we spoke of the Eucharist as NOT being a symbol or a 

memento we take with us like a trinket from a souvenir shop at a 

vacation spot. The Eucharist is a reality, a mystery that makes the 

bread and wine we see become the Body and Blood, soul and Divinity of 

the Son of God we do not see. This real and substantial presence of 

Christ is not something we humans, creatures of space and time, can 

easily or readily fathom, let alone accept. 

But, in the face of it, we cannot be neutral or noncommittal. Just as at 

the Last Supper, Jesus put skin in the game of service as He washed 

the feet of His disciples who would, only hours later, wash their hands 

of Him and run away on those same feet cleansed by the Master; just 

as on Calvary, Jesus put skin in the game of redemption and 

faithfulness to the will of God, though He felt abandoned; so we cannot 

remain noncommittal in the face of Eucharist, in the face of Christ. 

At each Mass, we are asked to move off the sidelines, move away from 

lukewarm comfort, move to follow Christ, move to be taught by Christ, 

move to confess Christ, move to be filled with Christ, move to carry 

Christ to everyone, to every corner of our lives. 



Spirit reveals to my unfocused mind God is appearing – at 4:00 or 7:00 

or 9:00 or 11:00 – and so I move, I come to see my Lord. 

Confronted with the awesome presence of Christ behind the golden 

door of the tabernacle, I move from standing on my own two feet, the 

master of all I survey, to kneeling before my liege Lord, my good 

provider, my Master and my God. 

I hear the words that are the words of life and I move to crane my 

head to better hear every word that sets my heart afire as my 

Teacher breaks open the Sacred Scriptures. 

Challenged by my God who put aside a heavenly throne and a diadem of 

glory for a wooden cross and a crown of woven thorns, I move and I 

give what I have to the poor, that stripped of the false security of 

money and fashion and things, I might be empty and poor and, in Him, 

be filled and rich. 

This is my Body. 

This is my Blood. 

Eat. Drink. 

My Lord, I am not worthy. Say the word, heal me. 

Come, come, He says … and I move. I join a trail of broken bodies as I 

dare come. I draw near, I bow in shame, in hope. I look upon His Body, I 

hear words of mystery, words of truth, “The Body of Christ” – how can 

I believe? How can it be true? How can this be for me? I am moved to 

the depths of my soul and a groan of conviction rises up and I cry out, 

“Amen!” “I believe!” “Lord, help my unbelief!” “My Lord and my God!” 



My hands move to receive, form a throne of flesh for the Word-Made-

Flesh. I take. I eat , and my mortal flesh keeps silence and I am 

brought to my Baptism, to Calvary, to Passover, to Abraham and Abel, 

to Eden, and in the silence, I can feel the hand of God forming my clay 

anew, my dust and calling me good – very good. 

I emerge from eternity and come back to earth, back to time and 

space, and I feel myself nudged, pushed, sent: “Go, the Mass is ended,” 

and I move. How can I keep this to myself? I have been to the 

mountaintop. I have seen the glory. I must bring others – the ones I 

love, ones I barely know – they hafta see this, feel this, taste this. 

They hafta move and be moved. I have found the One who has told me 

everything I have ever done. 

My Lord and my God. 

Come.  

Come and see. 


