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Friends in Christ, grace to you and peace.  Today peace 
meets us on the road, a peace that walks beside us even 
when we don’t recognize it, a peace that breaks bread with 
us and opens our eyes. 
 
Today we stand with Cleopas and his unnamed companion 
on the dusty road to Emmaus. It is late afternoon on the very 
first Easter.  
 
The women have already proclaimed the empty tomb. Peter 
has run to see for himself. The angels have spoken. The 
world has shifted.  
 
But these two disciples, these two ordinary followers, are 
walking away from Jerusalem with shoulders slumped and 
hearts heavy. 
 
And honestly, who among us hasn’t walked that road.  It is 
the road paved in disappointment. 
 
Luke tells us they were “talking with each other about all 
these things that had happened.”  
 
You can almost hear the ache in their voices: We had 
hoped… We had hoped he was the one. We had hoped 
things would turn out diLerently. We had hoped the story 
would end in triumph, not tragedy. 
 



“We had hoped”, … might be one of the most honest prayers 
in scripture.  It’s the prayer whispered in hospital rooms.  
The prayer spoken after a job loss. The prayer muttered 
when relationships fracture. The prayer breathed when faith 
feels thin. 
 
Psalm 116 gives us language for that place: “I was brought 
low, and God saved me.” This is not the moment before the 
trouble.  This is not instead of the trouble. But this is the 
place in the midst of trouble. 
 
The psalmist cries out from the depths, from the cords of 
death, from the tight places where breath is short and vision 
is narrow. And God bends low to listen to our cries. 
That is the God who walks the road to Emmaus. 
 
Jesus comes alongside them as a stranger. He doesn’t 
announce himself. He doesn’t glow with resurrection light. 
He simply walks with them. I love that. 
 
The risen Christ does not wait for us to get our theology 
straight. He does not require us to recognize him. He does 
not demand that we pretend everything is fine.  
 
The risen Christ joins us in our confusion. He asks questions 
that draw out our truth. “What are you discussing?” “What 
things?” 
 
Jesus lets them tell the story in their own words, their grief, 
their disappointment, their dashed hopes. And then, gently, 
he begins to re-weave the story with them.  
 



Beginning with Moses and all the prophets, he opens the 
Scriptures, not as a lecture, but as a companion who helps 
them see that God has been faithful all along. 
 
This is exactly what Peter does in Acts 2. He stands before 
the crowd, bewildered, cut to the heart, and he tells the 
story again.  
 
“This Jesus whom you crucified, God has made him both 
Lord and Messiah.” And the people cry out, “What should 
we do?” 
 
Peter’s answer is simple and profound: “Repent. Be 
baptized. Receive the Holy Spirit. This promise is for you and 
for me.” 
 
This promise is for the disappointed, for the confused, for 
the ones walking away from Jerusalem because they can’t 
bear to stay in that place of pain, for Peter, who denied him. 
 
And something happens on the road. They don’t see him yet, 
but something in them begins to warm. “Were not our hearts 
burning within us,” they say later, “while he was talking to us 
on the road, while he was opening the Scriptures to us?” 
 
Sometimes faith returns not with fireworks but with a slow 
burn. A warmth. A stirring. A sense that maybe, just maybe, 
God is not finished with us. 
 
1 Peter says it this way: “You have been born anew… through 
the living and enduring word of God.” God’s word does not 



scold.  God’s word does not shame.  This is a word that 
endures. A word that walks with us until we can see again. 
When they reach Emmaus, Jesus acts as if he will go on. But 
they urge him strongly: “Stay with us.” And he does. 
 
He takes bread. Blesses it. Breaks it. Gives it. And in that 
moment, in the ordinary, familiar gesture of hospitality, their 
eyes are opened. 
 
This is the heart of the gospel: Christ is made known to us in 
the breaking of the bread; In the simple, sacred act of 
sharing a meal. 
 
Psalm 116 asks, “What shall I return to the Lord for all his 
goodness to me?” And the answer is not some heroic move. 
It is not a grand gesture. It is simply this: “I will lift up the cup 
of salvation. I will call on the name of the Lord. I will pay my 
vows in the presence of all God’s people.” 
 
In other words: I will show up. I will worship. I will give 
thanks. I will live in love and community. 
 
The moment their eyes are opened, Jesus vanishes. But the 
disciples do not stay in Emmaus. They run, run!, back to 
Jerusalem. 
 
The road they walked in sorrow becomes the road they run in 
joy. Because resurrection always sends us back into 
community. Back into witness. Back into the places where 
others need to hear the good news: “The Lord has risen, 
risen indeed.” 
 



Beloved, the Emmaus story is not just a story about two 
disciples long ago. It is our story. 
 
Today we walk on roads made of chaos and disappointment. 
But Christ joins us there. Our hearts begin to burn. Our eyes 
are opened at the table of community. And we are sent to 
share the good news of God’s mercy and grace in a shifting 
and uncertain time. 
 
This is the shape of Christian life. This is the rhythm of 
worship. This is the promise of Easter, and it is for all of us; 
For we who are weary, 
For we who are hopeful,  
For we who are somewhere in between.  
 
Christ walks with us. Christ speaks to us. Christ feeds us. 
Christ sends us in hope, bearing Christ’s love for the sake of 
this broken world. 
 
Amen. 
 


