
1 

 

THE MOST HOLY BODY AND BLOOD OF CHRIST, Year A 

CORPUS CHRISTI 
Dt 8:2-3,14-16; Ps 147:12-13,14-15,19-20; 1 Cor 10:16-17; Jn 6:51-58 

 

WHOEVER EATS MY FLESH AND DRINKS MY BLOOD  

HAS ETERNAL LIFE 
Homily by Fr. Michael A. Van Sloun 

Saturday, June 17, 2017, 5:00 p.m. Mass 

Sunday, June 18, 2017, 8:30 and 10:30 a.m. Masses 

 

We have seven sacraments. 

Each of them is a special vehicle of God’s grace, 

  a special kind of grace – sacramental grace. 

 

Let us do a quick review of the sacraments: 

  Baptism and Confirmation, Reconciliation and Anointing. 

  Marriage and Holy Orders. 

 

Of these sacraments, one stands above the rest. 

  It is the Sacrament of the Eucharist, Holy Communion. 

It ranks first because, by design, it is repeated over and over again, 

  and it provides the spiritual nourishment, 

    the spiritual energy and strength we need 

    to live our Christian faith with vitality  

    day by day, week by week, year by year, 

    for our entire lives. 

 

Not only does the Eucharist sustain us through our human life on earth; 

  at the time of death, when Jesus comes in the Eucharist, 

  Jesus is our guide and companion as we make the journey to the Father’s house, 

  to the heavenly mansion, where a room has been prepared for each of us (Jn 14:2-3). 

 

It is no wonder that the Second Vatican Council said that the Eucharist is: 

  “the source and summit of the Christian life.” 

 

Today is Father’s Day, 

  and if anyone ever helped me to appreciate the value and importance of the Eucharist, 

    it was my dad. 

 

As I have shared with you, 

  I grew up on South Minneapolis, 

    and my home parish was Incarnation on 38th and Pleasant. 

We lived a block from the church. 

Our house had a double flight of steps that went upstairs, 

  and there was a landing halfway up that overlooked the kitchen. 
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I remember when I was a little boy, 

  maybe five or six years old, 

  how sometimes I would get up early, 

  at 6:00 a.m., 

  and sit on the landing, 

  and watch mom and dad in the kitchen. 

Dad worked for an optical company in downtown Minneapolis, 

  and his job started at 8:00. 

But he left the house at 6:15, 

  and it only took a half hour to get downtown. 

 

One day I asked my father, “Why do you leave so early?” 

Incarnation had a daily Mass at 6:30 a.m. 

Dad went almost every morning. 

He said, “It is the perfect start to my day.” 

He received the Eucharist morning after morning before work. 

Dad explained, “It gives me the strength I need to get through the day, 

  and having Jesus with me, he guides me to do the right things.” 

 

It made huge impression on me. 

I came to know the importance of the Eucharist, 

  not through some book, or homily, or retreat, 

  but through the example and living faith of a good father. 

 

And from then on, the Eucharist became very important to me. 

When it was time to go to Mass, 

  I didn’t go kicking and screaming. 

I was glad to go. 

Dad guided to me to a great love for the Eucharist, 

  and I believe that this one of the most important reasons 

  that I was able to hear God’s call to become a priest. 

 

When dad died four years ago, 

  we used the same gospel that we heard this morning for his funeral Mass. 

For the father who went to daily Mass so often throughout his life, 

  and the father who never missed Sunday Mass, 

  and received the Eucharist over and over again, 

  I believe that Jesus was surely true to his promise: 

  “Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood has eternal life” (Jn 6:54a). 

My mom and I, we don’t doubt for a minute, 

  that dad is now in his room in the Father’s House with the Lord (see Jn 14:2). 

 

Now Dad died in 2013, 

  and by then I had done a lot of reflection on the importance of the Eucharist, 

  but when I was a young man, I didn’t have this in perspective yet, 

  and there was another event in my life that had big impression on me. 
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It happened when I was a young Crosier brother when I was teaching and coaching. 

I entered religious life when I was 20, 

  and I spent my first year, my novitiate year, at our monastery in Hastings, Nebraska. 

Then I moved to Fort Wayne, Indiana, 

  and I spent the next three years at the Crosier House of Studies, 

  and I attended St. Francis College where I got my undergraduate degree 

    in biology and secondary education. 

 

There were a number of older priests in the community. 

One of those priests, a very tall and skinny man, was Fr. John Bloomenstein, O.S.C. 

We called him “Fr. Bloom” for short. 

He was a little grumpy sometimes. 

We teased him and called him “The Old Goat!” 

He came to the United States as a missionary from the Netherlands. 

He was a financial genius. 

  He was an economics professor at Notre Dame. 

  He managed all of the Crosier investments by himself. 

  By then, he had retired. 

 

Then I moved to Crosier Seminary to begin education ministry. 

Fr. Bloom moved from Fort Wayne to Onamia about the same time. 

We spent 3 years together in Fort Wayne, and another 5 or 6 in Onamia. 

Fr. Bloom, the Old Goat, died in February, 1983. 

I was 31, attended daily Mass regularly, 

  but still didn’t understand very much. 

 

The gospel for Fr. Bloom’s funeral was the same gospel we had for today, 

  the same gospel we had for my dad’s funeral. 

 

The priest who preached the homily for the funeral, 

  did a marvelous job explaining the saving power of the Eucharist. 

Pointing at Fr. Bloom in the coffin, he said: 

  “Fr. Bloom went Mass nearly every day. 

    Fr. Bloom received the Eucharist over and over again. 

    Jesus promised, ‘Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood had eternal life’ (Jn 6:54a). 

    Jesus is true to his promise. 

    Jesus guaranteed eternal life to those who receive his Body and Blood. 

    Don’t any of you worry about Fr. Bloom. 

    This priest is in heaven. 

    This priest has received eternal life.” 

   

And I remember being so comforted, so relieved. 

I knew that Fr. Bloom wasn’t perfect. 

He was grumpy sometimes. 

I heard him say some unkind things on occasion. 

But he was a really good guy, and my friend. 
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Because Fr. Bloom received the Eucharist, 

  whatever faults he had were cleansed and forgiven, 

  and through the Eucharist, Jesus carried the Old Goat to heaven, 

  and I was so happy for Fr. Bloom. 

 

And I remember thinking, 

  “If the Eucharist saved Fr. Bloom,  

      the Eucharist will save me. 

   This Eucharist, it is a marvelous gift, 

     and I had better ‘wise-up,’  

     and give the Eucharist the full respect that it is due, 

     and receive the Eucharist as often as I can the rest of my life 

     because this great sacrament will carry me to eternal life in heaven.” 

 

Father Bloom is another great “Father” for Father’s Day, 

  and I’m confident that he is in the Father’s House with my dad. 

 

I’m guessing that each one of you would like to go to heaven. 

  Me, too. 

 

I know that each of you has a great reverence and respect for the Eucharist. 

  Me, too. 

  That is why we are here on this beautiful morning. 

 

This great feast, the Body and Blood of Christ, 

  we are reminded of the supreme importance of the Eucharist. 

Jesus comes to us every time that we receive Holy Communion, 

  and Jesus gives us the strength we need for the journey of life. 

 

And Jesus has a wonderful promise for those who receive Holy Communion, 

  a promise that should be a great encouragement to every one of us, 

  because we are all hoping to go to heaven: 

  “Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood has eternal life” (Jn 6:54a). 


