
The living bread 
 
 Last Sunday we looked at the Eucharist from the point of view of the 
Mass. This Sunday we can look at it as Communion, nourishment. This is the 
main function of bread. We call it the bread from heaven, the bread of life, the 
living bread. Two weeks ago we read about how God nourished the Israelites 
in the desert for forty years with the manna, symbol of the Eucharist. God is 
ready to feed us through the whole length of our lives with the food we need 
for our earthly pilgrimage. 
 Last week we saw Elijah wearied from the journey, tired of his mission, 
seating down under a broom tree, longing to die. He wanted to sweep away all 
his memories. An angel of the Lord appeared to him and fed him with bread 
and water. After that he had enough strength to walk for forty days and forty 
nights till the mountain of God. This mountain is the symbol of our 
destination, our heavenly home. The forty days and nights are the duration of 
our whole life, with its lights and shadows. The angel is the Church, always 
ready to nourish us. The bread is the viaticum, cum via, along the way, food 
for the journey, the Eucharist bread. 
 Sometimes people ask me: Father, how often should I go to 
Communion? I respond with another question: How fast do you want to go? If 
you receive him only once a week you’ll be plotting along with difficulty, trying 
not to fall on the big holes, crashing from time to time on the obstacles of your 
way. It is good enough for us not to die, or to develop a serious spiritual 
sickness, but we are going to go malnourished, with spiritual hunger, thirsty of 
peace and serenity, trying to quench our desire of joy on empty jars. 
 We are talking here about the living bread, the bread the angels envy, 
the devils fear and the saints delight in. We get used to it, and we take it as if it 
were something nice and important, but without realising it is the Son of God. 
We should reflect on what we are doing, on who is giving himself to us. For 
that we need preparation and thanksgiving, praying about it, accusing 
ourselves in confession of our lack of love. Our mind flies away so easily, 
thinking all sort of things, when we have just received the King of kings, the 
Lord of lords. God knows that we are not angels, and we cannot concentrate 
our minds a hundred percent on one thing. But at least we should try. 
 In every Mass when the priest prepares the chalice, he pours a few 
drops of water into the wine, imitating what Jesus did. The Jews used to do it, 
to make their strong wine more drinkable. While he does so, the priest says a 
silent prayer, asking God to mix his humanity with his divinity. In the same 
way the water disappears into the wine, we ask that our imperfections may get 
diluted into his infinite holiness. In every Mass, somehow we are becoming a 
bit more like him. Receiving him in Communion we are transforming 
ourselves, immersing our humanity into his divinity. 


