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20th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B 
Gospel Reflection 
August 19, 2018 

 
 
 
John 6:51-58 Jesus said to the crowds: "I am the living bread that came down from heaven; 
whoever eats this bread will live forever; and the bread that I will give is my flesh for the life of 
the world." 
 
The Jews quarreled among themselves, saying, "How can this man give us his flesh to eat?"  
 
Jesus said to them, "Amen, amen, I say to you, unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and 
drink his blood, you do not have life within you.  Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood 
has eternal life, and I will raise him on the last day.  For my flesh is true food, and my blood is 
true drink. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood remains in me and I in him. Just as the 
living Father sent me and I have life because of the Father, so also the one who feeds on me will 
have life because of me. This is the bread that came down from heaven. Unlike your ancestors 
who ate and still died, whoever eats this bread will live forever." 
 
Here ends the reading of the Gospel. 
 
 
 
 
I am practicing being present. In fact, it’s a state of being I have been working on for a few 
years. It’s not easy. Obviously, since I’m still at it! Being present, to me, means to be aware each 
moment of where I am, who I am with, what I am doing and saying. It’s being fully aware of the 
space between stimulus and response and making a conscious decision there. When someone 
is speaking to me, it’s a listening beyond my ears. 
 
When I am truly present, I respond to the moment’s situation at a deeper level. When I am 
present and encounter a fellow human, I am more compassionate. When I am in a work 
situation, I discover better ways to do what I might be wrestling with or communicate what 
needs to be said.  
 
When I am present at the Mass –being aware every single moment of every word spoken or 
sung so that not one ‘outside’ thought distracts me – I experience so much more of Jesus. Every 
word of the Eucharistic prayers is real. When I humbly stand before the minister who raises the 
host with the proclamation, “The Body of Christ,” I know it from the top of my head to the tip of 
my toes. I receive him in awe. I walk to my seat wishing I could reach the pew with my eyes 
closed to keep the reality tucked inside of me. I kneel; he dissolves on my tongue. I can almost 
feel him moving through my cells, feeding me with everlasting life. I recall the words of the 
priest who led the very first mission we attended, our first year in the Church: these minutes 
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after the Eucharist is the time of miracles. When I am present, I keep my eyes closed and sink 
into his Presence, into the life within me. I know miracles are at work in me and in every person 
sitting around me. On this day, when Mass is declared ended and we are admonished to go in 
peace, my, “Thanks be to God!” is hearty. I’ve been present and I know that his peace then 
sends me into the world where I can proclaim with my actions, “The kingdom of God is at 
hand!” I can do this because I, part of the Body of Christ, have fully fed on the Bread of Life.  
 
What does being present at the Mass look and feel like for you? 
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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