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On the Road to Emmaus   Luke 24:13 – 35  

 
On that same day two of Jesus' followers were going to a village 
named Emmaus, about seven miles from Jerusalem, and they 
were talking to each other about all the things that had 
happened. As they talked and discussed, Jesus himself drew 
near and walked along with them; they saw him, but somehow 
did not recognize him. Jesus said to them, “What are you talking 
about to each other, as you walk along?” 
 
They stood still, with sad faces. One of them, named Cleopas, 
asked him, “Are you the only visitor in Jerusalem who doesn't 
know the things that have been happening there these last few 
days?” “What things?” he asked. 
 
“The things that happened to Jesus of Nazareth,” they 
answered. “This man was a prophet and was considered by God 
and by all the people to be powerful in everything he said and 
did.  Our chief priests and rulers handed him over to be 
sentenced to death, and he was crucified.  And we had hoped 
that he would be the one who was going to set Israel free! 
Besides all that, this is now the third day since it happened. 
 
Some of the women of our group surprised us; they went at 
dawn to the tomb,  but could not find his body. They came back 
saying they had seen a vision of angels who told them that he is 
alive. Some of our group went to the tomb and found it exactly 
as the women had said, but they did not see him.” 
  
Then Jesus said to them, “How foolish you are, how slow you 
are to believe everything the prophets said!  Was it not 
necessary for the Messiah to suffer these things and then to 
enter his glory?” And Jesus explained to them what was said 
about himself in all the Scriptures, beginning with the books of 
Moses and the writings of all the prophets. 
 
 As they came near the village to which they were going, Jesus 
acted as if he were going farther;  but they held him back, 
saying, “Stay with us; the day is almost over and it is getting 
dark.” So he went in to stay with them. He sat down to eat with 
them, took the bread, and said the blessing; then he broke the 
bread and gave it to them. Then their eyes were opened and 
they recognized him, but he disappeared from their sight. They 
said to each other, “Wasn't it like a fire burning in us when he 
talked to us on the road and explained the Scriptures to us?” 
 
They got up at once and went back to Jerusalem, where they 
found the eleven disciples gathered together with the others  and 
saying, “The Lord is risen indeed! He has appeared to Simon!”  
The two then explained to them what had happened on the road, 
and how they had recognized the Lord when he broke the bread. 
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There are all sorts of pilgrimages for which one 
plans and prepares, looks forward to and 
anticipates with excitement.   This story in Luke 
24:13-35 is nothing like that. This is a story 
about a walk that comes from grief and trauma, 
from profound disappointment and sorrow. It is a 
story that starts with the slow steps of the 
depressed and cast down. But it ends with the 
excited running of the redeemed, and the joy of 
finding life transformed. 

This story can speak to us when we feel that we 
are not on a positive journey forward, when both 
justice and peace seem far away, and when we 
feel that we are simply retreating or walking 
slowly into a future that we dread or fear. This 
story speaks to those who might think they have 
no energy for anything as positive as a 
pilgrimage at all, and whom God comes to meet 
as they struggle to put one foot in front of 
another. It is a story that is very honest about 
hopelessness and loss, but also about how God 
comes to find us in those places. It shows how 
God walks beside us and can transform even 
the deepest bereavement and loss into a 
journey of hope. This is a story that invites those 
who are deep in sorrow to walk in hope again. 

                               Susan Durber, World Council of Churches 



An imaginative prayer exercise            Vinita Hampton Wright, 

adapted 

 
It’s a long walk home from Jerusalem, but you’re glad for the 
exertion. The physical work of walking might ease, just slightly, 
the harder work that’s going on inside you today. 
 

It is the work of grief. You lost a friend just a few days ago. Not 
only a friend, but your leader, your teacher. And he didn’t simply 
die; he was executed in the most torturous, shameful way. 
You’ve seen a lot in your lifetime, but the memories of Jesus’ 
ordeal are forever branded into your memory. You close your 
eyes and see blood; you go to sleep but dream about someone 
suspended, gasping for air.  At least your friend is with you—
both of you followed the teacher, with equal conviction and 
enthusiasm. So you bear your grief together now.  
 

The stranger joins you while you are still several miles from 
home. Within moments, it’s clear that this person has no idea 
what has been going on in Jerusalem. With great heaviness and 
some annoyance, you fill in the barest details for him. 
But the stranger engages in the conversation great energy. He 
must be some kind of teacher, because he launches into an 
explanation of what has happened to Jesus.  This is 
fascinating—you and your friend are all ears. Before you know it, 
you’ve arrived at your home and it’s getting dark. 
 

You invite the stranger to have supper with you and spend the 
night, rather than risk injury or other misfortune while on the road 
at night alone. Also you want to hear more of what he has to 
say. Upon entering the house, you prepare the evening meal. 
The three of you sit down to eat. Then the stranger takes the 
bread and blesses it. You feel a strange energy move through 
you and hover in the room. 

Where have you heard this sort of blessing before? 
The stranger hands each of you a piece of the bread. You take 
it, and memory washes over you—of a hillside with thousands of 
hungry people. Of a few loaves and fishes being transformed in 
an instant to miraculous abundance.  Suddenly, it is clear who 
this man is, eating at your table.  You look into his face. 

What do you see? What is his expression? What do you feel? 
What do you know in the truth of your heart? 

 

Your friend barely blurtd out—“Why, it’s the Lord!”—when the 
stranger vanishes. The room still feels strangely warm, and there 
are waves of that energy, like lightning sparking all over the 
room. You and your friend stare at one another, and you say, 
“Weren’t our hearts on fire when he explained the Scriptures?” 
 

You finish your meal—what a healing pleasure to eat the bread 
blessed by those hands! But then you look at each other and 
know what you must do. You head back to Jerusalem. You have 
to tell Jesus’ other followers who are still there in the city. 

What is your conversation like on the way back? 
You are traveling at night—something very risky and dangerous.  
What thoughts keep running through your mind on this journey? 

Risen One, like those disciples on the road to 
Emmaus, we struggle to recognize you in the 

everyday journey of our lives. We seek your 

wisdom in the midst of the questions we have 

about the circumstances we find ourselves 
in—circumstances sometimes beyond our 

control, but often of our own making. 

 
Open our eyes, Light of the World, to your 

work of transformation in and around us. As 

we walk with you day by day, may your new 

life be made manifest in what we say to 
others. Help us to understand the power of 

our words to hurt or to heal; give us the 

graciousness to make all our conversations 
sacred.                              Church of Ireland, adapted 

 

 

   Jesus, this story tells us so much about you. 
You are: 

not passive ethereal being, but a pursuer. 
not a benign, nice associate,  

but one who risks speaking the truth in love. 
not a coercive overpowering presence,  

but a patient teacher. 
not an isolated, individualistic prophet, 

 but a guest, even a host, 
whose true character is seen in table fellowship. 

We praise you as our patient teacher,  
our ever-pursuing Lord.  Amen 

                                                                    Nathan Bierma 
The Journey Continues 
 

 It helps now and then to step back and take the long view. 
The reign of God is not only beyond our efforts. It is beyond 
our vision. We accomplish in our lifetime only a tiny fraction 
of the magnificent enterprise that is God’s work. Nothing 
we do is complete, which is saying the reign of God always 
lies beyond us. No statement says all that could be said. 
No prayers fully express our faith. No confession brings 
perfection. No pastoral visit brings wholeness. No program 

accomplishes the church’s 
mission. We cannot do everything 
but there is a sense of liberation in 
realizing that, because this 
enables us to do something and 
do it well. It may be incomplete but 
it is a beginning, a step along the 
way, an opportunity for God’s 
grace to enter and do the rest.  
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