
Luke 24:13-20, 28-35 

I’d like to open today by asking you to have a look at the image on the back cover of your 
bulletin.  Let’s forget the figures at the center of the picture for a second and notice a few other 
features, some of them easily overlooked.  For example, at the very bottom of the image, right in 
the center, are some lilies.  And then framing the three people in the center are palm trees.  So 
right off this picture signals something about its larger meaning, and it does so through nature, 
with the lilies and palms so easily associated with Jesus. 

Then look at the top of the picture, at the cluster of buildings and homes, which is the village of 
Emmaus, still some distance away from that trio walking on the road.  Beyond the village are 
some mountains and dead center the sun is setting behind the hills. 

Now the three figures in the middle.  Night is approaching, and for all three of these travelers this 
has been one heckuva day.  Cleopas and his companion have been followers of Jesus, and they 
started this day with the stunning and gut-wrenching news that the tomb of their beloved 
Shepherd has been opened and lies empty.  They also have heard some excited stories from the 
women that an angel appeared to them and told them Jesus had been resurrected.  But as Luke 
tells it, “these words seemed like an idle tale” to most of the male disciples, and they didn’t 
believe the women at all.  Not one bit. 

So Cleopas and friend are deflated and depressed.  They have had the most exciting and inspiring 
thing of their lives torn from them abruptly, and from what they can see, permanently.  And you 
and I probably know exactly how they feel, those of us who have experienced funerals of people 
we have cared for.  It may not happen every time, but I’ve walked away from many a graveside – 
and you probably have, too – feeling like someone has stuck a tube in me and drained all my 
spirit away.  Empty, hollow, numb – those are pretty good descriptions of people in mourning.  
And Cleopas and friend are definitely mourners. 

For them, there has been no Easter sunrise service.  For them -- many hours now into the day we 
call Easter -- it has been an utter disaster.  No congregation gathered at the synagogue on this day 
in their finest clothing, singing “hosannas and alleluias” as they had only a week earlier when 
Jesus entered Jerusalem.  There was no after-worship gathering of friends over a fine meal to 
celebrate the dawn of a new age, the coming of the Messiah. 

No.  Cleopas and friend are headed into the sunset, and their dreams are, too.  Which is about the 
point this third traveler, the stranger, joins them, asking to share the path to Emmaus with them.  
He doesn’t give his name, but he does listen closely as they recount all that has happened in the 
last three days from the arrest of their leader, to his crucifixion, death, and burial.  Mind you, 
they’re a bit taken aback that this fellow doesn’t seem to have heard any of this.  Where’s he 
been, on the moon, they probably think to themselves.  It would be like one of us not knowing 
about the disaster in Paris with the burning of Notre Dame. 



Still, they tell the story, and then the stranger begins to, of all things, teach them, citing Scripture 
and how the words of the prophets will be fulfilled in the person of a suffering Messiah.  They’re 
quite impressed by the stranger’s mastery of prophecy and the sacred writings, but they still 
don’t make the connection.  They are oddly blind to what is right before their eyes -- as one 
preacher once said, they have their “eyes wide shut.”  Do you think Luke might be whispering to 
us in this unusual story that you can know all the details of Jesus’ life, and you can repeat them 
to yourselves and everyone you meet, but if you don’t know Jesus himself – inside yourself -- 
you will remain, tragically, blind. 

That’s one of the possible lessons Luke is sharing with us, but it’s not finished just yet.  The 
journey to Emmaus continues – Luke is famous for journeys in his gospel, by the way – until 
finally the destination is reached, just about nightfall.  And here’s one of the great ironies of the 
road to Emmaus, how it begins in broad daylight and becomes darker and darker until nighttime 
surrounds everything and everyone.  Then, in the dimness of a room in an inn, the two hosts 
become guests as the stranger takes a loaf of bread, breaks it, blesses it, and offers it to them.  
Then, and only then, do they recognize the risen Christ for who he is.  No words could have 
persuaded them…no fine theological arguments.  What has swept the blinders from their eyes is 
an act of love and hospitality that is all Jesus. 

For Cleopas and his companion, Easter has finally arrived.  The truth of Jesus’ resurrection has 
been revealed in his offer of the bread of life.  It took a lot longer than anyone expected, and it 
was a dusty, tiring journey from point A to point B, but it finally happened, a sunset miracle. 

And that’s what gets me about this story.  A common tradition is to celebrate the rising sun as the 
symbol of the resurrection.  Easter morning is where all the attention and energy gets focused, 
and yet it really isn’t until Easter evening – and the setting sun -- that the majority of disciples 
actually see the risen Lord, at least according to Luke.  It’s at the end of a journey, with all the 
efforts, setbacks, and surprises that a journey brings, that Jesus extends his arms to us, and we 
see resurrected One. 

Mind you, once we arrive at that point, the world around us has hasn’t changed, any more than it 
did for the first disciples.  The Romans still ruled Jerusalem, the Jewish high priests still 
commanded the Temple, crucifixions still took place for centuries.  Cosmic sin and evil ran 
rampant even on the first Easter Day, as they do today.  But what has changed is us.  We no 
longer are ruled by death and despair even though, sadly enough, they have their place in this 
world.  But for us, they no longer have the final word. 

And here’s why.   That’s us on the back cover of this bulletin.  Walking to our own Emmaus’s –
Buffalo, Amherst, Grand Island, Cheektowaga – wherever the will of God takes us is our 
Emmaus.  And we do not walk alone, but in the company of the one who was scorned, crucified, 
dead, and buried, but who lives.  Wrapping his strong arms around our shoulders, just like in the 



picture, encouraging us on our way, until that sweet day when, with him, we will break bread at 
the heavenly table.  Happy, blessed Easter!  Amen.   


