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  12th Sunday after Pentecost 
  August 16, 2015 
  

 
 

John 6:47-58 
“God in Our Flesh” 

Matthew B. Reeves 
 
 At the start of John chapter 6, Jesus feed thousands of people with just five small barley loaves and 
two small fish. When the people come after him for more, he feeds them with a different kind of bread, 
saying to them, “I am the bread of life.” Today’s text is part of the conversation that ensues. 
 

___ 
 
 All through the Gospel of John, Jesus invites people to belief. Believe in God. Believe in him. 
Believe in forgiveness that means your life starts with a brand new slate. In John, for pretty everything 
Jesus does the appropriate response it belief. Believe that an illness, a stigma, a struggle is not in charge of 
your life. Instead believe that where Jesus is, there is love, healing, life stronger than our conflicts and even 
our death.  
 

Jesus reveals that there is a God-given life for which each of us is really made. Time and again, 
John shows how Jesus is the doorway leading to that life. And so today we hear him say, “Very truly I tell 
you the one who believes”––who opens and gives their heart to him–– this one “has eternal life.” 
 
 But believe, not to mention “eternal life”––these can seem such an abstract words, associated with 
doctrines and convictions that, in the end, can’t be decisively proved. In fact, conviction where decisive 
proof is lacking would seem to be inherent in belief. So maybe that’s why, in John, Jesus is always moving 
from the abstract to talk about belief by way of concrete, seeable, touchable things. Like water. And light. 
And doors and gates. And sheep and shepherds. And in today’s passage, bread. And not just bread but 
even flesh and blood.  
 

“Very truly I tell you,” said Jesus. “Unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and drink his 
blood, you have no life in you.” The stuff of belief doesn’t get more tangible than flesh and flood. 
 
 The flesh and blood of the Reeves family has returned from three weeks of driving out to 
California and back. The back of our van was all loaded up with clothes and camping gear. The front of 
the van was all packed up with snacks. Chips. Nuts. Pretzels. Apples. Peanut butter. Juice boxes. Soda. 
Dried fruit. Granola bars. Chocolate. (And a little more chocolate.)  
 

At one point we were driving across the Mojave Desert in eastern California. It was sundown, 
100+ degrees and a detour meant were in the most barren place you could imagine on a little two lane 
road that stretched 20 miles straight in front of us, and 20 miles straight behind us, and you couldn’t see 
headlights or taillights in either direction. Have you ever been a spot where you thought, “This would be 
the worst possible place for the car to break down?” It was that place.  

 
The car did not break down, but to look at all the snacks we had with us in the car, you’d think 

we believed that worse than breaking down in the middle of the Mojave Desert would have been to find 
ourselves anywhere, suddenly, without any snack food. The food-packed car seemed so say believed, we 
have enough snackage, we’ll make it just fine. 
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And isn’t that just how it can be, that even as we look the world around and can feel threatened, 
anxious, insecure, it’s in that same world outside where we look for comfort and assurance, and reason to 
believe that we can and will live. We are not self-perpetuating beings. Just to our own, purely to ourselves, 
without things that are outside of us, we cannot survive. Whether it’s food, or shelter, or love that makes 
live about more than just brute survival, we are always looking outside of us for where life will come from. 
 

And so it can seem like life is something, kind of a commodity, that we have to go out and get. 
There’s that phrase, “get a life,” as though though we don’t already have “a life.” Have you noticed how 
we don’t usually say, “I’m looking to receive a job?” We say, “I want to get a job.” In school, the truth is 
grades are what we earn, but don’t we usually talk about “getting grades.” After Christmas kids don’t say, 
“What presents were you given,” but “What presents did you get?”  

 
Of course, people also “get” sick. Get frustrated. Get divorced. Get downsized. Get hurt. Get 

disillusioned. If our ways of believing that there is life are tied to the world around us, what does that 
mean for our belief when we look at the world around and there are realities that feel unwelcome 
intruders into our lives? 

 
I know what it means for me. Maybe it means this for you too. When the world around me feels 

like a hard place for finding nourishment for faith and life that really life, the place I feel it is at the level of 
our flesh. I feel it in the pit of my gut where I get hungry for more than what the food I get can provide. 
How has the pit of your gut lately been hungry in ways that’s more than just about food? 

 
All across John’s gospel, Jesus goes around speaking as though to starving people. He’s addressing 

that place in their gut where they’re really hungry for the life God made us for. And Jesus keeps telling 
them, as he tells us now, that there’s only one way to life for which God has really made us. 

 
He says, “I am the bread. I am the bread of life.” Remember how your ancestors ate the manna, 

the bread God provided in the wilderness, yet they died? Well here, Jesus says, here is the bread that comes 
down from heaven, which anyone may eat and not die.” 

 
This bread, this life that Jesus talks about, is different from any sort we can try to get for ourselves. 

It isn’t bread and life that we obtain, but bread that is life come to us. It comes to us from heaven, Jesus says, 
which is to say outside of the world we immediately see. And it comes all the way down right to where we 
are.  

 
“I am the living bread that came down from heaven,” says Jesus. “Whoever eats this bread will live 

forever.” Like the manna in the wilderness, this Jesus bread, the Jesus life, isn’t anything we can stockpile. 
And anyway, there’s no need because the living bread named Jesus does not perish. Which means that the 
life given by Jesus is different from the life we try to get from a job or from a certain income or a house or 
health or a making the world around us to be to our liking. Sure, we can try and get life from these things 
but it will be perishable because all of it can be lost.  

 
“This bread,”––the bread that doesn’t go bad, that will stick in us forever––“this bread is my 

flesh, which I will give for the life of the world.” There it is again. The life that we somehow instinctively 
know needs to be obtained from outside of us––it is not life that we get. It is life that is given to us. It is the 
Bread of Life given by the God who gave us life in the first place. The Bread of Life that enters us in the 
flesh of the Savior, Jesus Christ. 

 
But those listening to Jesus say, but this sounds absurd! And maybe even gross. They say, “How 

can this man give us his flesh to eat?” To which it seems like Jesus could have toned things down, saying, 
“But this is all just metaphorical language. It isn’t all as cannibalistic as it sounds. I’m not really talking 
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about you eating my flesh as though a rack of my ribs is sitting there on the grill.” Except Jesus doesn’t say 
this. If anything, he amps up the yuck factor even higher. 

 
He says, “Very truly I tell you, unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and drink his blood, you 

have no life in you. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood has eternal life…. For my flesh is real 
food and my blood is real drink. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood remains in me, and I in 
them.”  

 
To Jesus’ Jewish hearers, drinking blood was an abomination. The Bible said so. Blood was 

understood as the life of a being, and so it was precious. To drink it was to live in the way of death. 
 
At which point Jesus’ hearers may have realized, and at which point we need to hear, that Jesus 

really was talking about matters of life and death. He really was talking about his body that he truly would 
give unto death for all people. And about his blood that would stain the rough wood of a cross, when the 
bread of heaven broke and God poured upon the world his own lifeblood in Christ––God giving to us all 
the life God has to give. 

 
 Which leads me to suspect that for all of us, the preacher included, most weeks when we come to 
church, and maybe especially when we take the bread and the wine that Jesus calls his body and blood –– 
our thoughts are far too small. How could we possibly fathom the life Jesus offers in his death? How can 
we possibly comprehend that as we open our mouths to receive the sacrament, as even right now, as the 
mouth of our opens to receive a nourishing word in Scripture, Jesus enters us. The very being of God who 
is life itself enters us in the way the bread we eat enters and becomes part of us. 
 

Just listen to what Jesus promises in John 6, verse 56. “Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my 
blood remains in me …and I in them.” Jesus promises that the very being of the God who is the heartbeat 
of the world comes to live in us.  
 
 Do we get what Jesus is saying here? God’s goal in giving Jesus is not simply that we would live 
with God. God gives Jesus so that God would live inside of us. God wants to be as close to you as the 
blood coursing through your body.  
 

Pastor Martin Copenhaver has said, “For those who receive Jesus, …his life clings to their bones 
and courses through their veins. [Jesus] can no more be taken from the believer’s life than last Tuesday’s 
breakfast can be plucked from one’s body.” 

 
Which means that, by faith, the life we seek is not found on the outside, but inside of us. God loves 

us from inside of us. Loves us even in the spaces where we don’t feel very loveable. And so I want you to 
do something with me, if you wish. No one has to do this. It’s just if you wish.  

 
I invite you to place your hand where you would consider your soul to be. That deepest down 

part of you that’s like the core, the gut of your life. It’s that part of you were you’re hungry for so much 
more than just food. 

 
Now, I invite you to faith in Jesus’ promise––that you have life in you. You have the life of God 

whose Son loved us to death and loves us alive, the life of God within our lives. Which means Jesus 
doesn’t just care about your job––he’s in your job. Jesus doesn’t just think about your family––he’s in your 
family. Jesus isn’t just concerned about your school––he’s in your school because he’s in you when you go 
there. 
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If we believe it, that [Jesus] can no more be taken from the believer’s life than last Tuesday’s 
breakfast can be plucked from one’s body, then it means that God has promised to stick with us and in us 
no matter what. It also means something that French Christian Simone Weil once said: “If we go down 
into ourselves, we find that we possess exactly what we desire.” 

 
We don’t have to go anywhere else, or do anything else, or get anything else for Christ to be more 

alive in us than he already is. We just have to keep going back to the pantry of our soul and finding that 
Jesus is there, and he is enough. Jesus is there laughing in our laughter. Crying amidst our tears. Sticking it 
out with us when the going gets tough. And then we live from there.  

 
We live from where Christ is alive in us. And so, the life that’s really life isn’t what we get, but 

where we are living from. Amen 


