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Mark 14:12-16, 22-26 On the first day of the Feast of Unleavened Bread, when they sacrificed 

the Passover lamb, Jesus’ disciples said to him, "Where do you want us to go and prepare for 

you to eat the Passover?" 

He sent two of his disciples and said to them," Go into the city and a man will meet you, carrying 

a jar of water. Follow him. Wherever he enters, say to the master of the house, 'The Teacher 

says, ‘Where is my guest room where I may eat the Passover with my disciples?’ Then he will 

show you a large upper room furnished and ready. Make the preparations for us there." 

The disciples then went off, entered the city, and found it just as he had told them; and they 

prepared the Passover. 

While they were eating, he took bread, said the blessing, broke it, gave it to them, and said, 

"Take it; this is my body." Then he took a cup, gave thanks, and gave it to them, and they all 

drank from it. He said to them, "This is my blood of the covenant, which will be shed for many. 

Amen, I say to you, I shall not drink again the fruit of the vine until the day when I drink it new in 

the kingdom of God." 

Then, after singing a hymn, they went out to the Mount of Olives. 

Here ends the reading. 

 

 

 

 
Often when I sit at Mass and hear the Eucharistic prayers, I close my eyes and make my mind 
see Jesus lounging at table with his trusted friends. Immediately my mind’s eye moves to the 
altar in front of me. There I see a pure white lamb, like a trusting child, silent and willing to be 
sacrificed.  When the words, “This is my blood…which will be shed…” are spoken and the priest 
holds up the Cup, I see blood pouring from the innocent man on the cross behind the altar, 
flowing into the Cup that saves me from my sin.  
 
We cannot know what the disciples of Jesus thought when he said those words at the first 
Eucharistic feast.  Still, I would guess their wonder would be no greater than mine, a person 
who knows their meaning after the fact. Wonder. Awe. Fascination. And, finally, reverence. 
 
When I ponder the knowledge of what this guiltless Man did for me, out of perfect love, my 
breath often catches. During the months of study to enter the Church, I wept through every 
Eucharist celebration, letting that reality sink deep into my heart where only the Holy Spirit 
shines, and longing to partake of Him with his Church. 
 
I entered the Catholic Church in April, 2000. Several months later I was trained as an 
Extraordinary Minister of the Eucharist. The first day I ministered in this capacity was like none 



other in my life. Over and over, the words, “The Body of Christ,” came forth from me as I looked 
into the eyes of one after another fellow Catholic. Our parish is quite large so the number of 
times I repeated that Truth, was huge. Each time I spoke and raised the Host, His Sacrifice 
became more real and present: I was truly touching, many times, the broken flesh of my Savior. 
Suddenly, about three fourths through the line before me, I realized that each time the Truth 
passed over my lips, the presence of the Body of Christ pounded into my heart and 
overwhelmed me, eventually taking my very breath away. Steeling myself, I tried to plant my 
feet more firmly onto the carpet. I didn’t want to faint and let the Body of my Lord fly through 
the air!  I began praying between each person, “Jesus, help me. Jesus, Jesus, Jesus let me stand 
firm.”  The prayers in between brought me back to the physicality of my position. I managed to 
serve the last person without fainting, but my wobbly legs made returning to my seat difficult, 
where I collapsed onto the kneeler.  This same experience has occurred other times since that 
first day. But now I receive the overwhelming knowledge as a miraculous gift that doesn’t cause 
me to faint. 
 
There is nothing on earth that deserves more reverence than the Most Precious Body and 
Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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