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What strange times.  By now, you must have heard the stories.  There was this 
man, Jesus.  He was a teacher, a friend, a prophet from God.  There was 
something very special about him.  Some said he was the Son of God.  We 
believed he was the long-awaited Messiah, the one who would restore the 
Kingdom of Israel.   

But he was an unlikely Messiah.  He was a gentle and compassionate man – a 
healer.  He told us that we were all God’s beloved children, and he called on us to 
show God’s love to each other.  He not only told us about love, but he showed us.  
He did things like washing his followers’ feet, like a common servant, to show them 
how they were supposed to minister to each other.   

My friend, Cleopas, and I had been followers of his for some time.  We were never 
in his “inner circle.”  There were twelve others whom everybody called his 
“disciples.”   But we were disciples, too.  We knew him.  We trusted him.  And we 
loved him.  And were never sure we understood what his plan was, but we were 
certain that he brought the hope of a new and better world. 

It was only a week ago (could it only be a week?) that he rode triumphantly into 
Jerusalem on a donkey’s colt (on a donkey!)  as people sang and shouted, spread 
their cloaks in his path, and hailed him as king.  Cleopas and I shouted “Hosanna” 
and waved palm branches along with all the others.  The religious leaders tried to 
get Jesus to silence the crowd, and do you know how Jesus answered?  He said 
that if we were quiet, the very stones on the road would begin to sing!  And you 
know, there wasn’t one person there who would have been surprised if the rocks 
had started shouting “glory to the king!” too.  That day, we could almost see the 
kingdom that he had promised to win for us! 

But after that, things went horribly wrong.  The people who were threatened by 
what Jesus taught accused him of blasphemy and sedition.  Jesus was arrested, 
and beaten, and hung on a cross to die.  Cleopas and I didn’t see him die.  Like 
many of his followers we were afraid to be out in public, not knowing who might be 
next to be rounded up.  Yet we know he was dead – we were there with many 
others when Jesus’ friend Joseph of Arimathea told us about how he had wrapped 
Jesus’ body and laid it in his own tomb. 
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With everything in turmoil, neither of us knew what to do after that, except to return 
to our home in the village of Emmaus.  What could we do in Jerusalem?  Jesus 
was dead.  Hope was dead.  The way home wasn’t long, only about seven miles.  
But it might as well have been a million miles the way we felt. We walked along in 
our grief, completely lost in our recollections about the terrible events of the last 
few days.  We were so involved that neither one of us saw the stranger approach 
us until we heard him ask us what it was that we were discussing so intently. 

We had mixed feelings about the interruption.  At first, we were both a little 
annoyed that someone felt the freedom to listen in on us and then just butt in on 
our conversation.  But our upset was overcome with surprise that this man 
seemed to be the only one on the planet who hadn’t heard about the things that 
had set the whole city of Jerusalem on its head over the past week. 

As we began to talk to him, our annoyance and surprise slowly turned to gratitude.  
You see, neither of us had realized just how badly we needed to share our hurt 
and confusion with someone.  Soon the story was pouring out of us – about our 
leader, our friend, Jesus – what he taught, what he did, how he lived, and how he 
died.  We told the stranger how we had all hoped that Jesus would be the 
promised one who would redeem Israel. 

Then we shared with him the strangest part of the story.  That very morning, some 
women had gone to his tomb and found it empty.  Everyone thought at first that 
someone had stolen his body.  Yet some said they had seen beings (angels?)  
who said that Christ was alive.  He had risen from the dead!  We just didn’t know 
what to make of any of it. 

Then this unknown man did something strange himself.  Instead of sympathizing 
with us, he told us that we were being foolish!  Slowly and clearly, he explained the 
Holy Scriptures and the words of the prophets to us.  He showed us how it all 
pointed to the fact that all these confusing and terrifying events were unfolding just 
as God had intended.  We were mesmerized by what he was saying.  We had 
never heard anyone speak like this.  I’d like to say that the light came on for us; 
that we understood what it all meant, but we were both still too deeply mired in our 
own hurt and disillusionment.  

When we got to our village, the stranger continued a way as if he planned to go on 
alone.  Cleopas and I had a chance to talk quietly while the man was just out of 
ear-shot.  Cleopas wanted us to invite the man in to rest, to share a meal with us, 
and spend the night.  I’ll be very honest.  I was exhausted, and all I really wanted 
to do was have a cup of wine, relax for a while in the warm spring that ran near the 
village, and find my bed.  After all we’d been through, was that so wrong of me?  
Anyway, I told Cleopas, we scarcely had enough to eat ourselves, let alone offer to 
someone else to share. 
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My friend Cleopas prevailed when he said something that startled and shamed me 
– something for which I had no answer.  “I know we are both tired and dirty, and 
we have little to share.  But mere days after the Master was teaching and showing 
us how to love each other, if we can’t show love to one stranger, won’t we be 
betraying Jesus all over again?” 

So, we invited our new friend in to share what little we had to offer.  We prepared 
to sit down to our meal, when suddenly our guest became our host.  He took the 
bread and gave a prayer of thanks to God.  And in the instant that he broke the 
bread, it was as if scales fell from our eyes, and we knew that all the unbelievable 
things our friends in Jerusalem had been saying were true.  Jesus was alive, and 
we were sitting in his presence.  This was no ghost – he was as real as any of us.  
And in that instant, before we could begin to express the excitement and wonder 
we all felt, he vanished from our midst. 

At first, we weren’t really sure that we weren’t suffering from some mass 
hallucination.   If it had been that, it would have been enough, just because of the 
indescribable joy we all felt.  But, no, we weren’t hallucinating.  It was Jesus.  We 
remembered his words on the road, how they had made us feel, how our hearts 
literally burned in our chests as he shared the meaning of the scriptures with us. 

Why, I wonder, didn’t we recognize him on the road?   It could have been very 
simply that we were so mired in our own fear and pain that we never thought to 
look for him.  As we talked together about what had happened at supper, Cleopas 
and I realized that our seeing Jesus when he broke the bread was no accident.  
We had heard from his disciples about how Jesus chose a meal as the way he 
wanted us to remember him.  But it was more than remembering – he promised 
that he would be there every time we broke bread together.  

The more we talked, the more we were sure that there were greater lessons that 
Jesus was trying to impart to us today.  After all, the Jesus we knew intended that 
his every word and action be a guide for our lives.  Jesus’ life was just like his 
parables, full of meaning on every level, even if we were usually too slow to 
understand at the time.  Maybe today Jesus wanted to remind us that when times 
seem darkest, and hope seems most distant, those are the very times we should 
be looking for him.  After all, wasn’t Jesus’ gentle presence just what we needed 
as we left Jerusalem in despair?  We had been so fixated on rehashing the old, 
sad story that we were unable to see the hopeful new story that God was unfolding 
right before our eyes. 

But was there something else.  Cleopas and I tried to recall something Jesus had 
said (How did it go?).  “When you do a kindness to the least of God’s children, you 
have done it to me.”  Today, as he started to walk on alone, Christ gave us a 
chance to gracefully say goodbye to him, and go home to take care of ourselves.  
Thankfully, Cleopas reminded me of what Jesus had told us to do – to give 
hospitality and love to strangers.  And when he finally showed us who he was, 
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Christ affirmed what he had said – that when we take care of others, even when 
we have little to give, and we are bone-weary and depressed, and want nothing 
more than to deal with our own problems, we will see him. 

But having been taken from us once, why did he vanish, again?  It seemed to all of 
us that his great and miraculous mission ended so suddenly in failure, with a just 
whimper.  With him went all our hopes for the new world – the kingdom – he 
promised us.  But can it be that we have been wrong?  Is it possible that Christ 
finished his work just as he intended – that he’s already given us all that we need 
to carry on ourselves – to be Christ for each other and the world?   

Now, we have another trip to make.  We have to get back to Jerusalem and share 
the news with the others!  Maybe Christ did win the kingdom for us after all.  
Maybe now it’s our job to bring it into being. 

 

 


