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Did you ever wonder what it might be like to actually be alive and alert at your 

own funeral?  Finding out how many people showed up, and how they were taking 

your death? Listening to the homily or eulogy to see what the pastor and perhaps 

family members had to say about you? My mind immediately went back to The 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer where Tom, Huck, and Joe hid in the church balcony as 

they attended their own funeral, when the townspeople thought they had been lost.  

Like the three boys, Jesus got to listen in on what others had to say about his 

story.  Like the townspeople in Tom Sawyer, these people on the road to Emmaus 

were grieving over life that was cut short, hopes and dreams that would never come 

to be, and the sadness of being robbed of more precious time with those we love. Add 

to that the cruelty of rumors of the body gone and sightings of Jesus. It all seemed to 

be a cruel joke.  

That’s the way our gospel reading begins for us: dashed hopes over what could 

have been; sadness and grief because the one who they thought was sent by God was 

taken from them.   

When Luke tells us Jesus joined them on the road, the story gains intrigue; and 

we wonder—as we did about Mary Magdalene outside of the tomb—how people 

could be talking and walking with Jesus and not recognize him.  The Risen Jesus 

joins the two friends on their journey to Emmaus, but they don’t see him as anyone 
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other than “a stranger.” Was he that different? Or were their minds that closed to 

God’s possibilities? 

They wondered how even a stranger in town could be oblivious to the chaos of 

the past week. When Jesus questioned them about “what events” had taken place, 

after their initial reaction of surprise at his apparent lack of knowledge, they tell him 

the story, using words that tore at their hearts—the words that, in times of grief, tear 

at our hearts, too: “We had hoped….” 

“We had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel.”  We can relate to those 

words. We know what it’s like to have our hopes dashed, our dreams erased: “We 

had hoped that she would recover.” “We had hoped Dad’s new job would lead to 

bigger and better things.” “We had hoped to have the car paid off before we had to 

have the transmission rebuilt.” “We had hoped to fix the little leak in the roof over 

the TV room before the ceiling fell in during last week’s monsoon.” [based on a true 

story!] 

We have hopes and dreams connected to things, like the house or the car; and 

we have hopes and dreams linked to loved ones. I don’t have to tell you which hurts 

the most, because you and I have suffered terrible losses in our lifetimes, and the pain 

is most acute when a loved one dies or when a relationship ends badly. Most of the 

time, these shattered dreams are irreversible.  No wonder these friends are walking 

down the road feeling empty and confused.  

On the seven mile journey from Jerusalem to Emmaus, the have some time to 
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try to figure how they will live in this new reality—whatever that reality is. When a 

“stranger” joins them on the road, they figure they will at least have a sympathetic 

ear—even if this stranger somehow missed out on all the events of the past week. So, 

in the true hospitality of their culture, they accept the stranger, welcome him on the 

road, and even invite him to stay with them. Their hospitality is reinforced by the fact 

that this person appears to be interested in their conversation, and even 

knowledgeable enough about Holy Scripture that he is able to interpret it for them in 

the light of the events that have caused them so much grief and disappointment. 

The pieces don’t fall together until they share a meal—and Jesus engages once 

again in a ritual of giving thanks, breaking bread, and sharing.  Then they knew it was 

the Lord. “Didn’t our hearts burn within us while he was talking with us on the road, 

interpreting the Scriptures?” “We knew; and yet we didn’t.”  And just as quickly as 

Jesus had appeared to them, he disappeared from their midst. 

Now, I’m not sure why Jesus didn’t hang around longer. It seems that now that 

they really knew who he was, it would have been only natural to continue the 

conversation, to ask him what these past several days had been like for him, what it 

was like to suffer, die, and be raised from death. So many unanswered questions. So 

much more we wish we could know. For now, they had some exciting news that they 

would share with the eleven in Jerusalem. They too, those eleven, had some exciting 

news of their own.  Death did not have the last word over Jesus. The empty tomb was 

no longer a mystery, but a witness to God doing more than anyone could have ever 
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imagined. 

So this is a little resurrection story, not quite like the others we’ve heard. Not 

as much drama, but rather a gradually unfolding of a new reality.  No matter what has 

happened in our lives, no matter what we have done or left undone, no matter what 

we had found and lost, not matter what the enemy staring us in the face looks like, 

none of these things have ultimate power over us.  Remember, the stone was rolled 

away from the tomb, not to let Jesus out, but in order for the first witnesses to see in.  

The one who was raised made appearances in closed-up rooms and hot, dirty roads, 

not to simply say, “I’m back!” but more, to let us know that there is no power, no 

force, no devil, no calamity that God cannot reach through in order to forever 

reconcile humanity to himself.   Nothing can separate us from the love of God, and in 

the simple ritual of remembering the taking, giving thanks, breaking, and sharing the 

Risen One is letting us know that we are forever his, and he is forever with us. 

As we gather around the Table this morning, we are forever joined to the Risen 

Jesus; and through him, we are joined to one another.  Even in the lowest times and 

the worst grief, the real presence of Jesus in the gifts of bread and wine is a visible 

sign that we are not alone on this journey.  Christ is alive, and he is with us.  And 

standing with him are the saints who, as Father Tom likes to say, “are now at the 

other side of the table, with us.” 

The Risen One meets us at those points where we thought the road went 

nowhere, the times where “we had hoped…” but our particular vision was never 
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realized.  God knows our hopes, our dreams, our frustrations, our fears, our 

wanderings and our wonderings.  These stories of the appearances of the One who 

overcame death and the grave help us better come to know the God who has had the 

answer in place, long before we had even formulated the question.  

The Lord is risen indeed; and he has appeared to Simon, to Thomas, to Mary 

Magdalene and the other Mary, to the rest of the eleven, and many more. But those 

aren’t the only places this Jesus makes his appearance.  On your road to Emmaus, he 

will walk the journey, open the Scriptures, break the bread, and light a fire within 

your hearts.  Dashed hopes just might give way to new hope as the One who has 

power over death and the grave meets you on the road.   

Alleluia! Christ is risen! He is risen, indeed! Alleluia! Amen. 

 


