
3rd  SUNDAY OF EASTER, Luke 24,verses 13-35, Road to Emmaus. 

April 26, 2020 

This morning in our Gospel lesson we are introduced to two individuals who 

are doing something we don’t get to do right now--they are traveling.  

Unlike ourselves, under a stay-at-home order, these two are on the road and 

going places.  They are traveling between the city of Jerusalem and the 

village of Emmaus, admittedly only 7 miles apart, so not a great distance.  

But when the journey is made on foot, it’s certainly at least a day trip.  Plus, 

it sounds as if they had been in Jerusalem for longer than just a day when we 

meet up with them on the evening of the first Easter Sunday ever on their 

return trip from Jerusalem to Emmaus. Perhaps they had spent the full length 

of the Passover festival in Jerusalem, and from their perspective, as 

followers of Jesus, that holy festival time ended very badly.  In fact, it 

culminated in a series of disasters, including Christ’s betrayal, arrest, and 

death, followed by some bizarre reports of an empty tomb that leave them 

bewildered rather than hopeful.  The road back home to Emmaus had 

probably never seemed so long. 

I don’t know about you, but I miss traveling.  Not so much long-distance, 

ambitious travel, as much as the day trips to the Cities or the overnight to 

Madison to visit with family members.  I’m guessing that many of us have 

had vacation or travel plans cancelled during this time, and it’s been 
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disappointing. When you do travel, tell me—does the trip there or back seem 

longer?  For me it’s always the trip back.  On the way somewhere, whether 

by plane, train or automobile, I’m buoyed up by anticipation.  On the way 

home, the fun is over, and I just want to get home as quickly as possible. I’m 

guessing that pattern would have held true for these two who journey on foot 

in today’s lesson.  On their way to Jerusalem, several days earlier, to 

celebrate Passover with friends and with Jesus, they probably were speed 

walking along in their teva walking sandals with great anticipation.  In the 

lesson today, as they head homeward,  they  just want to get home; and not 

only for the usual reasons, but because their adventure  ended so badly.  

Much as they long to get quickly home to safely regroup and have some 

supper, they have no choice but to walk the 7 miles, slowly and with heavy 

hearts, agitatedly talking about the events of the weekend..  I would guess 

that never had that road seemed so long and the future to come so uncertain.  

Which is precisely the place at which we intersect with these two.  Currently, 

our road ahead seems long, our future uncertain.  We also may feel 

bewildered about recent events and their meaning and impact.  There may be 

times that we also, like these two, just stand still and look sad, as we read 

early on in the lesson.  Their road could be our road. 

Let’s think a little bit about these walkers in our lesson.  What do we know 

about them?  We know that one was a man named Cleopas; the other one 
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remains unnamed.  Not only is the other unnamed; their gender is never 

referenced.  Given that they travel together and share the same household, 

it’s most likely they were a married couple---contrary to the usual religious 

wall art of this scene with which we may have grown up.  It seems evident 

that they were among Jesus’ followers—not among the closest 12 disciples, 

but among his followers, nevertheless.  Which means that everything that 

has taken place since the Last Supper on Maundy Thursday through the 

empty tomb rumors of that morning have thoroughly unsettled them.  They 

are heading home, talking about how wrong everything has gone, when 

Jesus comes up and joins them.  For reasons that are not clear, they don’t 

recognize him.  Maybe in part, because he’s the last person they expect to 

see right then.  Or maybe Jesus looks different somehow in his Risen form.  

Jesus asks them what they’re discussing, and after standing still in surprise 

and sorrow, they ask him in amazement, “Don’t you know what’s been 

happening?”  Kind of as if now someone called us up and asked us why all 

the restaurants were closed and people were wearing masks at the grocery 

store, we’d say—“How can you not know what’s going on?  Have you been 

living under a rock?”  Similarly, these two can’t believe that anyone in that 

time and place could be unaware of the dramatic events that just happened.  

They go on to speak to him of the death of this Jesus of Nazareth, not 

realizing, ironically, that he’s the one to whom they are speaking.  Then they 
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say, “We had hoped he would be the one to redeem Israel.”  And in that 

sentence we hear echoes of all the times we’ve had our own 

disappointments, our own hopes and expectations shattered.  Aren’t there a 

lot of statements we could make that would begin with those disappointed 

words, “We had hoped..”   There have been a lot of shattered hopes and 

expectations as of late for most of us, from cancelled trips to stay-at-home 

Easters to missing sports, concerts, working at your workplace, you name it.  

Leaving us, like these two, bewildered and frustrated and sad.  “What next?” 

we---and these two---wonder. 

It’s interesting to see how Jesus responds here.  We might, for example, ask 

why he doesn’t immediately clarify his identity with them and instantly turn 

around their confusion and sadness.  But instead, he does something I’m 

guessing they needed Him to do, just as we may need Him to do for us….he 

lets them tell their story.  He lets them speak their truth.  And he listens.  I 

think we relate to that need to tell our story to others and to God and be 

heard, and that’s what happens here.  Once they’ve finished, Jesus goes on to 

set them straight, rather than letting them continue in their misconceptions of 

how the Messiah would act.  Which may serve as a reminder to us that 

sometimes we need to hear the truth instead of a word of false comfort.  God 

listens to us and loves us, but doesn’t necessarily coddle us, right?  Because 
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it’s best to deal in reality, not misconceptions.  There are likely times God 

needs to set us straight, too. 

All of this has taken some time, and now they’ve arrived at their home.  

Jesus starts to walk on, but they urge him strongly to stay.  “Stay with us,” 

they say, “for it’s getting to be nighttime.”  Or as the poetic and old-

fashioned words of one of my favorite hymns puts it: “Abide with me, fast 

falls the eventide.”   So, as twilight settles in, Jesus goes in to stay with 

them.  We have this marvelous scene in our imaginations of the couple 

getting out a simple meal, and Jesus sitting down to supper with them.  Kind 

of cozy and ordinary and domestic.  Jesus takes the bread, breaks it, blesses 

it, and gives them each some, and the cozy scene takes a dramatic turn.  

Their eyes are opened and they recognize him.  Maybe they’d seen him 

break bread when he fed the 5000, or maybe they’d been present at meals 

with him before.  Somehow that action brings home to them his identity.  

They now recognize in their mysterious walking-and-talking companion  

their risen Lord!  Jesus vanishes, and they’re so excited they walk the 7 

miles back to Jerusalem in spite of the late hour and their fatigue, so that 

they can tell the others what’s happened. 

There are so many things to love about Jesus in this story, that I hardly know 

where to focus.  But how about here?  This couple invites Jesus into their 

humble home, and he gladly enters and stays with them and shares an 
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ordinary meal with them.  In that act of sharing the meal, their eyes are 

opened and they recognize their Lord.  For us, who are spending so much 

time in our homes these days, I think there is a wealth of hope in this. How 

is Jesus present in our homes, around our tables, in our ordinariness?  And 

do we recognize our Risen Lord when we see Him?   What opens our eyes to 

see Him? 

Well, how did these two disciples come to recognize Jesus?  It was through 

his explanation of the Scriptures and the breaking of the bread together.  For 

whatever comfort it may bring to those of us who are missing gathering 

together in church-- including me-- none of this encounter took place within 

a church or temple building.  It took place on an ordinary road that these two 

regularly walked and in an ordinary home where these two regularly lived.  

While much is denied us these days, we can still walk our roads, and we can 

still live in our homes, and we have plenty of time to experience the 

ordinary--and to discover within our walks, our homes, and our ordinary 

times, the extraordinary---the risen Christ.  At our lectio group online last 

Tuesday, one woman asked the rest of us, “These two in Emmaus had their 

eyes opened.  How have your eyes been opened during these past weeks?” I 

would turn that question towards all of us.  How have your eyes been opened 

during these past weeks?  Because they almost certainly have been.  What 

have been eye-openers for you?  Have you paid a little more attention to the 
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birds in your back yard?  We sure have.  Have you put more thought in to 

and gotten more enjoyment out of every meal?  We definitely have, possibly 

to a fault. Have you experienced waves of gratitude for the connections you 

can still make, whether in person at a distance, or over the telephone, or in a 

zoom meeting, or on social media?  We certainly have, they’ve become 

touchstones within each week.  Have you rediscovered how valuable all of 

our usual, ordinary interactions actually are, whether in church or the 

grocery store or a café or a family member’s home?  We long for those once 

ordinary experiences to become possible again!  One might hope we will not 

take such occurrences quite so much for granted, once they are returned to 

us.  Our eyes have been opened to all of this, I’m guessing.  All that we 

experience each day is given to us by God.  Not just the big stuff, but all the 

little, ordinary encounters and happenings that reveal to us the generosity 

and kindness of our Lord.  One of our members, Helene Hedlund, recently 

included this in an email to me, which I quote with her permission:  “I have 

been out  already with the goats and chickens.  They are such an added 

blessing during this lockdown... I also get to conduct nana school with my 8 

year old granddaughter.   That too is alot of fun .”   Isn’t that a marvelous 

example of having our eyes opened to the goodness of God in the ordinary?  

Goat, chickens, granddaughters.  Meals, walks, bird sightings.  
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Companionship of whatever form, faith that sustains us, hope that inspires 

us…..all of these are rich with the presence of our risen Lord. 

What if,  for however long this unusual and challenging time 

continues, we made an intentional effort to have our eyes opened, to look 

about us with the expectation that we will recognize the risen Christ in one 

way or another?  Some years the Duluth newspaper has encouraged folks to 

send in spring sightings. What if we kept track of our  Risen Christ 

sightings?  Might we discover the life-giving presence of God is in fact 

within our homes, around our tables, and walking beside us on our roads?  

We might be surprised at where we encounter the Risen Christ, even among 

the so-called ordinary.  Certainly the two on the road to Emmaus were 

surprised! 

Recognizing Christ changed everything for that couple.  They moved past 

sorrow and anxiety into hope.  It may not be quite so fast a transition for us.  

We still have our disappointments, our uncertainties, our fears.  The road to 

wherever we’re going may still seem long and not at all what we expected.  

But, there still is hope, isn’t there?  Because we never walk the road alone.  

Christ walks alongside us, often unrecognized, but still the companion of our 

journey.  And sometimes, the road goes places we never, ever expected it 

would go.   We have to walk on, trusting in God’s grace.  And so, as we walk 

our roads and share meals in our homes and look for the Risen Christ in the 
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ordinary, please pray with me this ancient prayer of fellow-travelers, 

pilgrims through the centuries,  and Christians everywhere today :  Lord 

God, you have called us to ventures of which we cannot see the ending, by 

paths as yet untrodden, through perils unknown.  Give us faith to out with 

good courage, not knowing where we go, but only that your hand is leading 

us and your love supporting us; through Jesus Christ our Lord, Amen.
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