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Proverbs 9:1-6  
Psalm 34:9-14  
John 6:51-58  
 

Those who eat my flesh and drink my blood have eternal life, and I will raise them up on the last day; for my 
flesh is true food and my blood is true drink. Those who eat my flesh and drink my blood abide in me, and I in 
them. ~ John 6: 54-55 
 

I trained many seminarians in my day, and one thing I always told them was that nobody cares about your 
sermon-writing process, they care about the sermon. So now I’ll tell you a bit about my process. 
 

I always want to preach from the Gospel, if I can. But this week’s Gospel represents everything I object to 
about John’s Gospel: it’s exclusionary (only those who eat and drink Jesus will have eternal life); it portrays 
‘the Jews” as enemies of Jesus - and that designation has led to centuries of anti-Semitism.  I don’t believe 
Jesus is talking here, I think it’s John, and, like so much of John, it’s abstract.  
 
But I also told my seminarians to wrestle with passages that disturbed them, and to try to find a “sermon 
example” somewhere in that wrestling.  So I wrestled a bit and then thought of an example.  Years ago I met a 
woman in a poetry workshop ( in one of my other lives I am a poet) who asked to have lunch with me after 
class one day.  Now poetry workshops can be, and often are, filled with oddities: big personalities, opinionated 
eccentrics, modest geniuses, and whatnot. And of course a few regular people like – moi! 
 

One of the big, almost uncontained personalities belonged to Julia Thorne.  She had been married to John 
Kerry, the senator, but was now divorced, and she had some of that aspect of celebrity still about her.  She 
was not a good poet! But she was going through a process of self reinvention, and becoming a poet was one of 
her ideas. 
 

Another of her ideas, as it turned out when we had lunch, was to become an Episcopal priest. As far as I 
remember she was, if anything, Unitarian by upbringing, and of course she had been married to a Roman 
Catholic (who, as we may or may not remember, turned out to be of Jewish ancestry).  In any event, Julia may 
have thought that becoming Episcopal would split the difference.   
 

She felt she might have a call to the priesthood and she wanted to know what priests “did.”  Well, I told her, 
we celebrated the eucharist.  “The Body and Blood of Christ!” she exclaimed, “But Anne, that’s cannibalistic!” 
 

Julia went on to live on a ranch out West, she wrote a book about depression, and died, sadly, far too young.  
 

But what does it mean, to eat the body and drink the blood?  Well, we don’t know, do we? Theologians and 
various Christian denominations say different things, but we are not bound, as were our religious forebears, to 
adhere to a strict doctrine of the sacraments.  We believe what we can believe, what we need, as individuals 
and as communities, to believe.  The sacraments are mysteries, open to multiple meanings and 



interpretations. To believe in them is a matter of faith.  But one thing I think we can rule out of our faith 
system is cannibalism. 
 

I’m reading a book called The Comfort of Monsters, which is a rather grueling mystery novel. But, 
unexpectedly, the (very unreliable) narrator comes up with this wonderful statement about faith.  “Some 
people think faithlessness is an easy way out, because they know sustained belief takes mountainous effort. 
But a commitment to incredulity, disbelief, hopelessness is its own kind of exhausting faith. The difference 
between them is one fills you up, the other drains you dry.”   
 

And that’s what our faith does, my dear friends, isn’t it? Faith fills us up; it fills us with wonder, gratitude and 
grace.  And it teaches us to be human. Alleluia! Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


