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Sunday 20 Year B 
 

‘Blood of Christ Inebriate Me’ 
 

The other day I was walking down the High Street when a couple sitting on a bench called 
me over. “You’re a vicar then”, the man said, noting my clerical attire. “I’m a Catholic priest” 
I said.  The man’s face darkened and he told me I was damned because I followed the Anti-
Christ. He then quoted some lines from the Book of Revelation about the whore of Babylon 
whom he said was the Pope, the Anti-Christ.  
 
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him that respectable scripture scholars identify the whore 
of Babylon as the Roman emperor persecuting the Church at the time. I could also have quoted 
them Jesus’ own words from Matthew 16 where he says “You are Peter and upon this rock I 
will build my Church”, proving that Jesus himself established the papacy and, not for the first 
time, I wondered how these people who can quote chapter and verse of the bible to suit their 
own ends can be totally blind to Jesus’ own words and teaching when he contradicts them. 
However, I have been in this kind of conversation before and I know from experience it goes 
nowhere. So I told them I would love to talk religion with them but I was already late and 
made my escape. “Turn to Jesus and be saved” they shouted after me. “I have” I shouted back. 
 
Brant Petre in this book on the roots of the Eucharist recounts a similar exchange with a 
Baptist pastor: 

“And what about the Lord’s Supper?” he said. “How can you Catholics teach that 
bread and wine actually become Jesus’ body and blood? Do you really believe that? 
It’s ridiculous!” 
“Of course I believe it,” I replied. “The Eucharist is the most important thing in my 
life.” 
To which he responded: “Don’t you understand that if the Lord’s Supper were really 
Jesus’ body and blood, then you would be eating Jesus. That’s cannibalism!” Then, 
pausing for dramatic effect, he said, “Don’t you realise that if you were really able 
to eat Jesus, you would become Jesus?” 
I had no idea what to say to that, and the knowing smile that he wore showed that he 
knew he had me.  
(Brant Petre, Jesus and the Jewish Roots of the Eucharist, New York: Doubleday, 2011), 3-4. 

 
Brant Petre went home confused. He had never been forced to question his beliefs before and 
had grown up believing in the Real Presence of Jesus in the Eucharist without question. This 
Baptist pastor clearly knew his bible, he thought, and he obviously believed that the Real 
Presence of Jesus in the Eucharist is not in scripture. Could it be that he was right? He 
agonised about this all night and eventually got up and took down his bible and opened it at 
random. When he looked down he saw the bible had opened at John Chapter 6, and he read 
the very words we have in today’s Gospel: 

Jesus said to the crowd: ‘I tell you most solemnly, if you do not eat the flesh of the 
Son of Man and drink his blood, you will not have life in you. Anyone who does eat 
my flesh and drink my blood has eternal life, and I shall raise him up on the last day. 
For my flesh is real food and my blood is real drink. 
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Again, the Baptist pastor’s knowledge of scripture was very selective, choosing to ignore or 
just not see the teaching of Jesus on the Eucharist. We do indeed eat the flesh and drink the 
blood of Jesus in order to become Jesus. As St Paul says, ‘It is no longer I who live but Christ 
who lives in me’. But the pastor’s reaction to this, that it was too horrific to contemplate 
because it was cannibalism is exactly the problem the people of Jesus’ time had when he said 
these things and many of them left him and never came back. 
 
We sometimes find a similar reaction among our own flock.  When I was doing supply work 
in the Isle of Man I used to take communion round and it was the custom of the local priest 
to say an English version of a little prayer called the Anima Christi at the end of each visit.  
Soul of my Saviour is a version of it we sing. The version we used contained the words Soul 
of Christ sanctify me, Body of Christ save me, Blood of Christ inebriate me and there was 
one old lady who objected strongly to the idea of getting drunk on Jesus’ blood. “It’s 
disgusting” she said, “It’s scandalous”. She wanted to use a different version, translated by 
Cardinal Newman which has instead, “Blood of Christ fill all my veins” which doesn’t have 
the same punch. I decided to look up the Latin prayer to see what the original words were.  
The line was Sanguis Christi inebria me - no ambiguity there, it very clearly says ‘Blood of 
Christ inebriate me’. 
 
There is no way of toning down Jesus’ teaching on the Eucharist. He really does want us to 
eat his flesh and drink his blood so that we become him and are intoxicated with his life and, 
just so we don’t get the wrong end of the stick, the Letter to the Ephesians today advises Do 
not drug yourselves with wine…[rather] be filled with the Holy Spirit. 


