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On that same day,  
two disciples were traveling to a village called Emmaus,  

about seven miles from Jerusalem.  
They were talking to each other about everything that had happened.  
 
While they were discussing these things,  

Jesus himself arrived and joined them on their journey.  
They were prevented from recognizing him. 

He said to them,  
“What are you talking about as you walk along?”  

They stopped, their faces downcast. 
 
The one named Cleopas replied,  
“Are you the only visitor to Jerusalem who is unaware of the things that have taken 
place there over the last few days?” 

He said to them,  
“What things?” 

 
They said to him,  

“The things about Jesus of Nazareth.  
Because of his powerful deeds and words,  

he was recognized by God and all the people as a prophet.  
But our chief priests and our leaders handed him over to be sentenced to death,  

and they crucified him.  
We had hoped he was the one who would redeem Israel.  

All these things happened three days ago.  
But there’s more:  

Some women from our group have left us stunned.  
They went to the tomb early this morning and didn’t find his body.  

They came to us saying that they had even seen a vision of angels 
who told them he is alive.  

Some of those who were with us went to the tomb  
and found things just as the women said.  

They didn’t see him.” 
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Then Jesus said to them,  
“You foolish people!  

Your dull minds keep you from believing all that the prophets talked about.  
Wasn’t it necessary for the Christ to suffer these things and then enter into 
his glory?”  

Then he interpreted for them the things written about himself in all the scriptures, 
starting with Moses and going through all the Prophets. 
 
When they came to Emmaus, he acted as if he was going on ahead.  

But they urged him, saying,  
“Stay with us. It’s nearly evening, and the day is almost over.”  

So he went in to stay with them.  
 
After he took his seat at the table with them,  

he took the bread,  
blessed and broke it,  

and gave it to them.  
Their eyes were opened and they recognized him,  

but he disappeared from their sight.  
 
They said to each other,  

“Weren’t our hearts on fire when he spoke to us along the road and when he 
explained the scriptures for us?”  

They got up right then and returned to Jerusalem.  
They found the eleven and their companions gathered together. 

They were saying to each other,  
“The Lord really has risen!  

He appeared to Simon!”  
 
Then the two disciples described what had happened along the road 

and how Jesus was made known to them as he broke the bread. 
 

Today the Gospel of Luke leads us back to the third day, the eve of the day when the 

tomb has been found empty! 

Easter evening, as we’d call it. 

And we find ourselves on a road with two followers of Jesus as they journey that 

evening. 

These two men are deep in discussion as they leave Jerusalem. 

And they are trying to make sense of what has happened-- 

Or not happened. 
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When a stranger joins them and asks them what they’re discussing, 

I picture their heads hanging low as they struggle to explain. 

Their faces are downcast, Luke tells us. 

“We had hoped…” they start to explain. 

“We had hoped he was the one who would redeem Israel.” 

 

These followers of Jesus are disappointed. 

They are discouraged.  

Their hopes for redemption and a new way have been dashed. 

Their dreams have been crushed. 

And they are grieving. 

Grieving what didn’t happen. 

Grieving what “could’ve been.”  

Grieving an unknown future. 

 

Friends, perhaps more than other years, I think we can really appreciate and understand 

their grief and disappointment. 

We’ve had our own share recently, haven’t we?  

Because of COVID-19, we have had to cancel plans, both as a church family 

and in our individual lives. 

We’ve had to stay away from loved ones.  

Things around us are shifting and we’re not sure how they’ll settle. 

The transitions here at The Holy Way are continuing. 

Many of our hopes for this spring have been crushed. 

Many of our plans for the future have changed. 

Perhaps for some of us it feels like the bottom has just dropped out. 

 

So we get it. 

We get what it’s like to hope for something different from what ends up 

happening.  

We can empathize with these followers of Jesus. 

We can relate to their confusion as they wonder what they’re 

supposed to do now. 

“We had hoped…” they say as they go down the long road. 

We had hoped for a different outcome. 

And yet they continue on, down that long road to Emmaus. 



4 

Now it’s not crystal clear where Emmaus was. 

Biblical scholars suggest a few different locations, but they aren’t entirely sure where 

the road to Emmaus led.  

But were they to ask us, each and every one of us could tell them the exact 

geographical coordinates to locate Emmaus on the maps of our lives.  

 

We know all too well that the road to Emmaus is the road we walk when our hopes are 

dashed and our dreams are crushed and our hearts are filled with despair.   1

 

In other words, the Emmaus Road is any place where we find ourselves seven miles 

from certainty, as we lament that things didn’t turn out how we had hoped. 

 
We know this road. 

We’re on this road. 

We’re far from certainty, lost in lament, and confused about what’s next. 

And yet, this story reminds us of a truth I hope we can hold onto this Easter season-- 

wherever we are right now. 

And that truth is this--we do not travel this road alone. 

Thanks be to God. 

 

These disciples don’t see it at first-- 

they don’t see Jesus at first-- 

but he’s right alongside them. 

The Risen Christ comes to them in a moment when they are least prepared to see him. 

In a moment when they’re actually trying to disconnect, break away. 

Retreat and hide. 

They’re frightened and confused by what’s happened. 

They are grieving.  

And this is when Christ meets them. 

This is when Christ meets us. 
 

For these disciples, it is through the breaking of bread that they recognize Jesus. 

Through the familiar ritual of bread broken and shared. 

1 Rev. Alison Harrington, Southside Presbyterian Church, Tucson, AZ 
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This is what opens their eyes and helps them to realize that their hearts had been 

on fire when Jesus had come to walk with them. 

They just hadn’t felt the spark yet. 

But once they realize-- 

once they remember-- 
they come alive again,  

joyful to proclaim that the Lord really has risen! 

 

Our time on this road to Emmaus also has us longing for the familiar. 

Wishing for certainty. 

Praying for clarity. 

It’s easy to feel lost when we can’t even gather for the rituals we cherish-- 

Passing the peace 

Reading scripture together 

Sharing bread and cup 

Enjoying meals in the ranch house 

Holding hands, week after week, as we prepare to 

leave worship. 

Even saying good-bye.  

So if you’re feeling lost without these traditions, you’re not alone. 

But I hope you’ll hear this--our time on the road to Emmaus has much to teach us. 

We remember that the church is not a building, but rather the people. 

We remember that Jesus has always called us to follow him far beyond 

structures and walls, bulletins, routines and calendars.  

We just have to serve a little differently right now. 

We have to love our neighbor a little differently right now. 

But the Risen Lord is on the move and we are called to go with! 

So sisters and brothers, keep going. 

Keep working your way down this long road of uncertainty and change, 

trusting that your hearts can still burn for Jesus as you remember. 
As you remember God’s faithfulness and love and the unique ways 

we’ve experienced those things as a faith family. 

Friends, remember these things.  

For in remembering God’s faithfulness with us--in our church, our wider community and 

our world, our hearts can be set on fire again and the future just might begin to look 

brighter again. Amen. 


