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THE TWENTIETH SUNDAY OF ORDINARY TIME, Year B 
Prv 9:1-6; Ps 34:2-3,10-11,12-13,14-15; Eph 5:15-20; Jn 6:51-58 

 

WHOEVER EATS MY FLESH AND DRINKS MY BLOOD 

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

Sunday, August 19, 2018, 8:30 and 10:30 a.m. Masses 

 

How is your memory? 

Some people have a photographic memory. 

  They can remember almost everything. 

Others, like me, suffer from an affliction, 

  CRS, Can’t Remember Stuff. 

 

Our memories can recall many things, 

  but there are plenty of things that we don’t remember. 

Do you remember what you had for dinner last Sunday? 

 

It is virtually impossible to remember what happened during our earliest years, 

  like when we were two or three. 

Our first recollections are from when we were five or six. 

 

One of my most vivid early memories was from right around that age. 

Our house had a main floor and an upstairs. 

We had three bedrooms upstairs: 

  mom and dad in one, 

  my sisters Ruth and Janet in the second, 

  and my brother Tom and me in the third. 

 

My dad worked at the Walman Optical Company in downtown Minneapolis. 

It is just across from the Medical Arts Building on 8th and Nicollet 

It is kiddy corner from IDS, which had not been built yet. 

Work started for dad at 8:00 a.m. 

 

My earliest memory is what happened early in the morning at our house. 

Mom and dad got up around 5:30. 

The rest of us kids, of course, stayed in bed. 

Mom and dad had breakfast around 6:00. 

My early memory was waking up, 

  taking the stairway downstairs, 

  and sitting on the landing between the top and bottom flights of stairs, 

  and watching mom and dad at breakfast. 

 

Dad left like clockwork at 6:15. 
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Dad took the Grand-Central bus downtown, 

  and it took about 20 or 25 minutes to get there. 

 

I was confused by the timing. 

  Dad left at 6:15. 

  The bus trip took 25 minutes, tops. 

  Work started at 8:00. 

  Dad was leaving way too early. 

 

So I asked mom, “Why is dad always leave at 6:15?” 

Mom replied, “Your father is going to Mass.” 

We lived one block from Incarnation. 

  The church was on 38th and Pleasant. 

  We lived on 39th and Pleasant. 

Back in those days there was a daily Mass at 6:30. 

 

Mass was at 6:30. 

It was over at 7:00. 

Dad jumped on the bus around 7:15. 

He was downtown before 8:00. 

Dad made it to work in plenty of time. 

 

Summer, fall, winter, or spring; 

  Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, or Friday; 

  my dad got up early, 

    went to Mass first, 

    and went to work second. 

 

At Mass, dad always went to Communion. 

Jesus came to him at the start of every work day. 

Jesus was his partner on the bus, 

  at work, and back at home. 

 

And our family went to Mass every single Sunday. 

It was non-negotiable. 

It would have been foolhardy, suicidal, to suggest otherwise. 

At Mass, we all went to Communion. 

It was the right way to start every week. 

 

You have no idea what an impression this made on me. 

It probably is one of the biggest reasons  

  that I am standing before you as a priest this morning. 

My dad had a bigger impact on me 

  than any priest at the seminary, 

  any spiritual director, 

  or any book that I have ever read. 
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Back in those days at our parish, Incarnation, 

  there were two daily Masses, 

    one at 6:30, the other at 8:00. 

School started at 8:30. 

I was so inspired by my dad, 

  that when I was in seventh and eighth grade, 

  some days I would go to Mass on my own at 8:00 

    before school started at 8:30. 

My dad had that kind of effect on me. 

 

I can clearly remember what happened years later. 

When my dad retired, there was no 6:30 Mass anymore. 

My mom and dad went together to the 8:00 a.m. Mass. 

For my dad, it was a lifelong routine: 

  Mass and Holy Communion almost every day. 

They did take Saturdays off. 

 

Years later my dad came down with Lewy Body Dementia. 

It is like Alzheimer’s and Parkinson’s together. 

When mom couldn’t take care of him well enough on her own, 

  dad went into a nursing home in 2010, 

    and he spent his last three years there. 

 

One of dad’s biggest regrets about the nursing home  

  was that he could not go to daily Mass. 

My dad hated the nursing home. 

  He begged mom and me to get out of there. 

But one of his greatest joys was when the communion minister would come, 

  either from St. John the Baptist in New Brighton, 

  or from St. Charles Borromeo in St. Anthony. 

When he received Communion, he just lit up. 

 

Whenever I went to visit dad, 

  I made sure that I brought the Eucharist along. 

His son, the priest, would be in a heap of trouble, 

  if I did not bring the Eucharist with me. 

I’ve been in trouble far too often. 

 

You have heard me speak about Viaticum, 

  Holy Communion as the last sacrament. 

Maybe you read the front page article in last week’s bulletin about Viaticum. 

When the nursing staff called and told our family that dad was very close to death, 

  I went straight to the tabernacle, took a consecrated host in put it in my pyx, 

  and without delay, went straight to see dad. 

 



 

4 

 

When I got to his room, 

  dad was not conscious and I couldn’t rouse him, 

  so I was unable to give him Holy Communion as Viaticum. 

I was bummed. 

I wanted dad to have every advantage of the sacraments. 

I gave dad a blessing and left. 

My brother Tom and I headed off to the Target Center  

  to see the Timberwolves that night. 

 

Little did I know that a short while after I departed, 

  the deacon from St. Charles,  

    my good friend, Deacon Steve Najarian, 

  was making the rounds at my dad’s nursing home. 

He stopped in to see my dad, as usual, 

  and my dad had a mini rally  

    as so often happens right before death. 

Dad perked up, and was conscious and alert. 

The good deacon gave my dad Holy Communion, 

  Viaticum, bread for the journey. 

My dad passed away an hour later. 

 

Jesus had come to dad in Holy Communion over and over again  

    throughout his entire life, 

  and Jesus was with him at the moment of his death. 

 

My mom and I chat this from time to time. 

One of us will ask: 

  “Do you think that dad is in heaven?” 

And we both agree:  dad is in heaven – no doubt about it! 

 

I offered my dad’s funeral Mass at St. Charles, 

  and I got to pick the gospel, and I preached the homily. 

 

The gospel that I picked for dad is our gospel this morning, 

  and now I can never hear this gospel without thinking about my dad. 

 

In the words that we just heard, Jesus has a wonderful promise: 

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

 

I spent the majority of dad’s funeral homily 

  speaking about how my dad received Jesus in the Eucharist so regularly, 

    and how Jesus is true to his promise. 

 

If we receive Jesus in the Eucharist 

  he will grant us eternal life. 
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My mom doesn’t worry about whether dad is in heaven. 

Neither do I. 

We don’t have any worries because Jesus is true to his word. 

 

Eternal life is a long time. 

We all want to go to heaven. 

 

My friends, if we want to go to heaven, 

  we have come to the right place. 

We are gathered here around the table of the Lord 

In a short while we will have the supreme privilege of going to Holy Communion, 

  and receiving our Lord Jesus Christ in the Eucharist. 

 

Jesus is bread that has come down from heaven (see Jn 6:32,41,50,51,58). 

 

I’m hoping to go where dad has gone. 

I’d bet that you want to go there, too. 

Jesus says that there is no reason for us to worry. 

Jesus has a phenomenal promise for us: 

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

 

 


