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The road to Emmaus text is one of my favourite texts because there is SO much to dig 
into. It’s a bit of an emotional rollercoaster, which is something I know I can relate to 
right now and I imagine many of you can too…ups and downs and moments of clarity 
and purpose and energy and creativity and then moments of sheer despair. There is a 
meme going around on Facebook that says:

“ Home isolation has it’s ups and downs. One minute you are flying high and cleaning 
the baseboard with a q-tip and the next day you’re drinking tequila and watching the 
squirrels out the window. There’s no in between.” 

Up days and down days. I can relate. This whole situation is hard to fathom…or would 
have been if you had told it to me even at Christmas. I’d have said, no way. The world 
isn’t going to suddenly shut down because of some invisible and indiscriminate invader 
that will threaten our very lives. That it will be so scary that no one will even be allowed 
to even get close to each other. That industry will tank, that gas will be under a dollar a 
litre?! “Impossible. Fake News!”,  I would have said.

Well the resurrection news was kind of like that at first. It was unbelievable. Impossible. 
And even though some insisted it was so, no one believed them.

All four gospels tell the resurrection story, and while they are all different in how they tell 
it, what is consistent in all of them is that at first, no one believed the Good news that 
Jesus had risen. No one.

Doubt and disbelief in what was said to be happening abounded. 
And the ones who disbelieved the most were who? The ones closest to Jesus…the 
disciples…and if you think about it, they had the most to lose. 

They had left their jobs, their families, their lives to drop everything and traipse around 
the country with this revolutionary man in whom they invested their time, their energy, 
their hope and their hearts…all to have it dashed in a day when he was hung on a cross 
and eventually died. And for them…the world just stopped.

You can imagine their devastation. 
You can imagine that when the first people came running to them with word that Jesus 
had been raised from the dead, they might have found that news to be insulting or 
offensive. “Stop toying with my emotions, this is hard enough!” So they didn’t buy it, at 
first. 
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And who can blame them? Resurrection, at least bodily resurrection is just not normal. 
That kind of idea did not fit their worldview. It upended everything they knew of how life 
and death worked. It was unimaginable. Unbelievable.

It was a pretty normal and natural response, really.

Then came the major disappointment. On the dusty road to Emmaus, an obscure village 
in the country…the whereabouts of which are now unclear…two followers of Jesus were 
walking along mulling over everything that had gone on,  while a stranger tagged along 
behind them…and this stranger finally asked them what they were nattering on and on 
about. After they basically responded (incredulously) whether or not he’d been living 
under a rock these past days that he hadn’t heard…they told him the whole story. 

And what struck me this time when I read this text was the beginning of verse 21 when 
the one called Cleopas said to the stranger: but we had hoped…(he was the one to 
redeem Israel). But we had hoped. 

But we had hoped…

Those four little words say so much. Massive disappointment.

Can you relate?

Right now, for us living in this Covid world…SO many plans have been dashed. So 
many big and little events have been cancelled. Church events, graduation ceremonies, 
birthday parties, proms, weddings, holidays and trips, summer camp, concerts and 
festivals, sporting events…long awaited elective surgeries, funerals…and the ability to 
be present with each other in life transitions like births and even more heartbreakingly…
deaths of our loved ones. But we had hoped.

And so these two pretty much unknown regular fellows were telling what they had 
hoped for to the curious stranger on a dusty road in the middle of nowhere. They were 
spilling their guts, talking about what they had lost.

I wonder if we find ourselves some days on the road to Emmaus, feeling despair and 
disappointment.

What are some of the things you had hoped before this unimaginable thing happened?

It was late and getting dark and the men arrived at a home they were going to be 
staying at, and as was custom, they invited this strange man to join them…in fact they 
insisted. And even though he was the guest…when they sat at the table he picked up 
some bread and broke it with them the same way he had done at the meal in that upper 
room just days before…and only then did they realize who he was….and they realized it 
right before he vanished.
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So why didn’t they recognize him?
They didn’t recognize him on the road while they walked and talked all that way.
They didn’t recognize his voice when he spoke. They didn’t recognize how he looked or 
what he wore or the words he used.

Were their eyes too clouded with tears and regret?
Were their minds spinning so much with anxiety and worry about what might happen 
next that they weren’t really looking up or listening or paying attention to the present and 
the person with them? 
Were they too absorbed in their inner worlds that the outer world was just not in focus?`  
1  

We don’t know…but all that time, they didn’t recognize Jesus who was right there with 
them. 
What we do know, though, is that resurrection is not the same thing as resuscitation. It’s 
very different.

Jesus has risen…but might not be known to us in the form he shows up in or in the 
places we expect to find him. 

Maybe it’s not about just what we see in front of us…or believe in our heads. Maybe 
faith takes more than just our eyes and brains. What about our hearts?

Verse 32, after the men realized who it was they had been with the whole time, “said to 
each other, “Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the 
road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?”

Retrospect is grand…and yet maybe their hearts were burning…were lit up…were 
opening…and they just weren’t paying attention because they were too much in their 
heads, and in the events of the story they were telling? 

Jesus was right there in front of them, but they were too busy, too preoccupied, too 
distracted by the loss and doubt and disbelief to notice…to recognize him.

How many of you have had trouble sleeping lately? Have watched too much news? 
Have eaten too many bags of chips? I know I sure have. 

The promise of resurrection and new life is pretty wild. It’s outrageous. It’s hard to 
believe, especially when life is a struggle…when people are dying, when horrific and 
senseless incidents like the mass shooting in Nova Scotia happen, when the army has 
to be called in to give basic care to our elders in care homes…when we are tired of 
doing what we are supposed to do by staying home. Resurrection and new life can 
seem unimaginable if we think too hard about it.

I have a couple of questions to leave with you today in light of this Road to Emmaus 
story, and this unbelievable time we are experiencing together…questions for you to 
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answer not with your heads…but straight from your hearts…out loud with someone else 
or maybe in your journals. 
1. How might we live differently if we lived as resurrection people? If we lived as if 
we fully believed in God’s promise of new life and possibility even when nothing seems 
to make sense? How might we live differently?

And the second question has to do with the breaking of the bread that Jesus did…that 
ever so familiar and tangible act of love in which he blessed the bread, broke it and 
gave it to others…and then vanished but was still somehow there with them. 
My second question is this: 

2. What tangible acts of love can we offer the world right now? How can we get out of 
our heads and open our hearts so they can burn brightly in service of others who might 
need us right now? What tangible acts of love can we offer?

When we take time to really answer…we might just find that Jesus is right here with us, 
and has been all along.   

May it be so. Amen.
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