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I always find it interesting that scholars of scripture and archaeology cannot determine, with certainty, where or even if the village of Emmaus actually existed. Yet, this seven-mile stretch of road between Jerusalem and Emmaus is one of the most heavily traveled roads in all of history. I’ve been on it; so have you. Countless times. And we will again.  

The road to Emmaus is the road we travel when, try as we might, things don’t go as we planned, when it all unravels and there is nothing we can do about it. It’s the same road the disciples found themselves on that day when all their expectations and hopes that they had put in Jesus were shattered by his death.  

It’s the road we find ourselves on when our life-plans are interrupted by sickness, or an early retirement is detoured, when that unexpected letter or phone call derails our world. Parents find themselves on that road when your plans for your child are far different than their plans for themselves. It is the road we travel when, despite the best of our intentions, our commitments of love go south, or the death of a loved one leaves us utterly alone, or a friend we trusted betrays us. We travel this road when we get caught or feel trapped, when depression or an addiction takes over. When the letter of rejection comes in the mail or you drop the ball in the end zone or miss that easy lay-up. It’s the road we find ourselves on when expectations are not met, when our hopes are dashed, when our vision is taken away and there is nothing we can do about it.   

We know it by countless other names, like cancer and miscarriage, layoffs and divorce, foreclosure and rejection and war. We travel it in our relationships and families, business and politics, even in our church.  

And it is here, on this road -when we most feel abandoned- that Christ comes to walk with us. First, listening to our stories of sadness and disappointments and fears, stories of life that just didn’t turn out like we planned them to turn out. And then, if we are willing to listen to him, we hear his voice of calm and perspective and reassurance.  

We will hear faith stories of old, stories of faith that have been told and retold since the foundation of the world, but it will feel like we are hearing them for the first time. Stories of sin that led to forgiveness, unfaithfulness that reveal mercy, stories of difficult endings and new beginnings, death and resurrection. Redemption stories.

And if we are wise enough and open enough to also invite him to our homes and our tables, our eyes will be opened to hope that cannot be taken away, our hearts open to love that will not disappoint, our minds opened to a new promise. We will encounter the Risen Christ, again. On the road to Emmaus.

If we walk that road with Christ and continue to come to this Table, our hearts will be kindled with hope for what we cannot yet see and promises that we hadn’t even considered, of tomorrows we have yet to imagine, of peace that is somehow born out of the rubbles and blood of war. If we are willing to stay the journey and eager enough to listen, the voice of Christ will speak to our damaged or disappointed spirits and breathe new life into them. And our hearts, too, like the disciples, will burn…on the road to Emmaus.  

And then we’ll just have to tell someone, just like they did, so that this sacred story will never be lost. And all will be OK on the road to Emmaus.  

