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John 6:56-69

Jesus said, “Those who eat my flesh and drink my blood abide in me, and I in them. Just as
the living Father sent me, and I live because of the Father, so whoever eats me will live
because of me. This is the bread that came down from heaven, not like that which your
ancestors ate, and they died. But the one who eats this bread will live forever.” He said these
things while he was teaching in the synagogue at Capernaum.

When many of his disciples heard it, they said, “This teaching is difficult; who can accept
it?” But Jesus, being aware that his disciples were complaining about it, said to them, “Does
this offend you? Then what if you were to see the Son of Man ascending to where he was
before? It is the spirit that gives life; the flesh is useless. The words that I have spoken to
you are spirit and life. But among you there are some who do not believe.” For Jesus knew
from the first who were the ones that did not believe, and who was the one that would
betray him. And he said, “For this reason I have told you that no one can come to me unless
it is granted by the Father.”

Because of this many of his disciples turned back and no longer went about with him. So
Jesus asked the twelve, “Do you also wish to go away?” Simon Peter answered him, “Lord,
to whom can we go? You have the words of eternal life. We have come to believe and know
that you are the Holy One of God.”

I’m Just All Out of Words

I don’t know why anyone would have four kids or even more! I can say that because I’m the
youngest of four children and I’m pretty sure that if you surveyed parents with four kids, and
your promised them you would not tell anyone what they said, that the vast majority would
admit that #4 may have been a bit of a surprise.

Now my older sister has four kids and they are a bunch of fun. At the same time, four is a lot as
some of you know first hand. They’re always running around, making noise, creating a mess,
and did I mention making noise? You have to get comfortable with a certain level of chaos and
noise with that many children. They have a lot to say, so many feelings to share, and questions to
ask.
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What is interesting about my sister is that as the day goes on with all of these kids running
around and talking, singing, screaming, laughing, crying, and arguing the whole time, my sister
tends to get quieter. The hours pass each day and she seems to get calmer. As they come to the
setting of the sun, the kids' noise can often get more intense because they’re tired and hungry, but
my sister begins to move through the house with a quietness and a calmness.

I remember once when one of her older kids asked her about this. She would notice how her
mom would get quieter as the day went on. She asked her, “Mommy, you’re being so quiet. How
come you’re not saying anything?” And my sister responded, full of grace, as she said, “Honey,
I’m just all out of words.”

Do you know that feeling? Have you ever felt like you’re just all out of words after a long day of
work or being around people -- even family and friends -- all day long? Or having the news on in
the background all day. There is so much noise. There are too many things being said. It’s easy to
run out of words.

“What else do you want me to say?” You hear people say that sometimes.

Or it’s “I’ve said all I can say.” Or sometimes you hear, “That’s it. I’m done. We’ve been over it
again and again, and I’ve said all I can say on the matter. I’ve spoken my piece.”

We hear so many words all the time that eventually we run out!

Let me give you a number: 1,025,109. Do you know what that number represents? That is about
how many words there are in the English language. 1,025,109.1 A new word is invented every 98
minutes. By age 5, most kids can use about 2,000 words and understand ten times as many. On
average, men speak about 16,000 words per day. But do you know how many words women
speak per day? It’s about the same!2 What were you thinking?

We all live with a lot of words, don’t we? We have to wade through them like trying to come in
after body surfing in the ocean. We are waist deep in words and there are more hitting us and
splashing us all the time. The currents are moving us in one direction or another. Words pushing
us and even pulling us under. They’ll knock you off your feet if you’re not careful.

We have to wade through a lot of words, but you know what? We aren’t the first ones to have to
do it. Now, sure, most people that Jesus interacted with could not read or write. There were the
Scribes, Pharisees, and lawyers, yes, but most folks were not well educated. A lot of them
probably spoke multiple languages, though, because of the different cultures they moved into and

2 https://ubrp.arizona.edu/study-finds-no-difference-in-the-amount-men-and-women-talk/
1 https://www.lexilab.it/en/professional-translations-in-all-languages/
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out of. More languages means more words. And even without TV, without social media, they had
to wade through a lot of words. There were a lot of stories and rumors that circulated. Life was
social then just like now. There were large families with lots of kids, and chances are, at the end
of a long day, after so much noise all the time, they were all out of words, too.

When Jesus began teaching and preaching, a lot of people paid attention to his words. Word
traveled fast about the words of the Word made flesh. In John chapter 6, there are a lot of words.
We have been reading it since July! I’ve been wading through it. Jesus doesn’t seem to be
helping by what he’s saying. Words like “eat my flesh” and “drink my blood” are leaving people
unsure and confused. And our text says that a lot of people couldn’t handle his words any more.
Today’s reading wraps us with the narrator jumping in. It says because of all this flesh and blood
talk, “Many of his disciples turned back and no longer went about with him.” They couldn’t
handle his words. So Jesus looked at the Twelve and asked them bluntly, “Do you also wish to go
away?” You’ll never guess how Simon Peter answered Jesus: “Lord, to whom can we go? You
have the words of eternal life!”

Lord, to whom can we go, you have the words of eternal life.

Now, what about you? Do you wish to go away, also?

Chances are you came here today for the first time or for the thousandth time, because you were
hoping to hear the words of Jesus today. You were hoping to encounter the one through whom all
things were made when God spoke and words turned into flowers and fields, stars and planets,
waters and animals. We came to hear the Gospel today, words of Good News, words of Jesus.

That’s why when the Gospel is read, the congregation stands. And then what happens? The
Gospel is brought out into the middle of the congregation and the people reorient themselves
around the words of Jesus being proclaimed. Out of all the words in our world, out of all the
words you hear each day or you say each day, when these words of Jesus are being read for one
or two minutes each Sunday, we stand up because we have found the words, we have found the
one, who makes life worth living.

It’s not even a stretch to say that our liturgy as a whole -- this way of organizing ourselves in
worship each week -- is the same process that Peter and the disciples are going through. You
have to wade through a lot of words each week to get here. A lot of words that are designed to
tear you down; words that are just nonsense. There’s a lot of misinformation out there. There are
words that surround us whispering lies of despair, lies of worthlessness, words that distract us
from the true story and the one who brought it to us.
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Our liturgy precisely, poetically, prayerfully, even politically gives us the words of eternal life to
hear and even for us to say. We were gathering for Evening Prayer this week and the handful of
us were sharing about long-time friends now sick -- seriously ill. Another person shared about
children losing their parents. There was the weight of disaster after the latest struggles in Haiti.
Images from Afghanistan -- a place we’ve enjoyed ignoring for so long. All of these things
weigh on us. It was a bit heavy. It was a bit hard, but what are the words you say to begin
Evening Prayer? What do you say when we are surrounded by those real and heavy challenges?

“O God, make speed to save us.”
“O Lord, make haste to help us.”

And today in our liturgy we find the words of eternal life. We find words to cleanse the thoughts
of our hearts here. We find prayers to shape us and nudge us. We find words of peace that come
straight from Christ himself. Here we proclaim the mystery of faith: that Christ has died, Christ
is risen, Christ will come again. Here Christ’s sacrifice becomes present for us and, therefore, we
have a feast to keep as we pray sacred words around this altar. This is where the Body of Christ
is shared, the Lord’s Prayer said, forgiveness shared and claimed. It’s easy to run out of words
throughout the week. It’s easy to forget which words matter most and the one who speaks them.
We had to wade through so many words to get here but now that we have found him, now that
his words have become a part of us, do we wish to go away, also, and leave him  behind? No
Lord, we can’t leave you. We can’t go. You have the words of eternal life.

There’s so much more I want to say about it. So much more to explain and celebrate, but you
know what? I think that’s all for now. I think I’m just all out of words!
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