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Easter Continues 
Luke 24: 13-35 

 
 One week since that glorious Easter morn when the birds were singing as we gathered at the 

lake to celebrate the risen Christ, just a few days since spring teased us with warmer temperatures and 

vividly blue skies.  Then there is today.  We know the cold and snow of winter are largely in the past; 

we know it’s spring.  We had hoped we could have put the snow shovels in the dark recesses of the 

garage.  We had hoped that we would be able to be out and about preparing our homes and yards for 

the beauty of spring.    We had hoped. 

 That was the lament of these two followers of Jesus as they walked the road from Jerusalem to 

Emmaus on the same day the empty tomb was discovered.  As people often do after such a tragedy, 

they were deep in discussion about all that had transpired – the triumphant march in Jerusalem just a 

short week earlier, that memorable last Passover meal they had all shared, the shock of Judas’ and 

Peter’s betrayals, the mockery of the trials, and then a senseless, baseless, brutal execution.  In spite 

of the horror of all those events, there was still the promise Jesus had made that he would return and 

that there would be a new kingdom.  Now it was the third day, though, and all they had was an empty 

tomb. Jesus’ body was gone as were their hopes for the future.  "But we had hoped that he was the 

one to redeem Israel. Yes, and besides all this, it is now the third day since these things took place."1 

They were heartbroken, confused, uncertain, and fearful they, too, as followers of Jesus, could easily 

become the next targets.  A heavy disappointment enshrouded them as they walked the road to 

Emmaus. 

 As happened frequently in a culture in which walking was the primary form of transportation, a 

stranger joined them as they went along the road and talked, a stranger who was actually not unknown 

to them but they were not yet aware of that, a stranger who revealed to them that the resurrection had 
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taken place as promised and had been present from the very beginning of time.  Resurrection is the 

story of God and God’s people.  Before there were days and nights, before creation had taken form, 

there was nothing but watery chaos devoid of all life.  Then the Spirit of God breathed over those 

lifeless waters, and there was order, life, God’s good creation.  Abraham and Sarai were an elderly, 

childless couple who had lost all hope they would ever have family of their own until God appeared as a 

stranger seeking shelter.  Instead of an old people with no hope, now they were the ancestors of the 

world.  From exile in Egypt the nomadic twelve tribes came together to become the nation of Israel, 

God’s own people.  Out of chaos, hope.  Out of death, life.  Even later when Israel was divided and 

later disintegrated, there remained the Messiah hope, that God would send someone to restore Israel, 

to reclaim its status as a great and favored nation.  The one who appeared, though, was a carpenter’s 

son, a wandering rabbi, not much kingly about him at all, but still they dreamed.  Now even that sliver of 

hope lay in splinters around them – that is, until a stranger joined them on the road to Emmaus.  Even 

with all the evidence of Jesus' teachings and promises, they did not recognize that the resurrection was 

walking alongside them as they pondered all that had happened in Jerusalem that last week and in 

their three years with Jesus. 

 The discussion in which they were engaged was fascinating indeed.  They were a bit 

incredulous this newcomer had no clue what had happened.  It might not have been headlines in the 

local news, but their world had certainly been turned over in violent upheaval as part of all the intense 

drama that often surrounded the Passover in Roman-controlled Jerusalem.  The stranger used their 

own history and scriptures to reinforce the prophetic promises from the past.  They were enthralled, so 

enraptured with their guest they invited him to dinner so the conversation could continue.  Still no 

recognition, none!  But when their guest blessed the bread and broke it, just as he had done a short 

three evenings earlier, they recognized him.  They knew him.  All along Jesus had been with them!  In 

something as simple as the breaking of bread at meal time, God’s presence became known. 
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 Even with four various Gospel accounts of the resurrection, each with its own perspective and 

quirks, none tell the story in its entirety.  There is much we do not know, even more that we do not 

understand.  When Jesus walked with these men on the road to Emmaus, he explained it all in the 

context of the Scriptures, the accounting of the relationship between God and God’s people.  The life, 

teaching, ministry, death, and now resurrection of Jesus of Nazareth were part of the over-arching saga 

of God and humanity. The resurrection began in those first moments of the universe when God 

breathed, the Spirit moved, and the world took form.  It continued on through the stories of Abraham, 

Isaac, Jacob, through Moses and the prophets, through Jesus, and now goes on through us.  

Resurrection happens every moment of every day all around the world and maybe even places we 

cannot even fathom.  And it is in the simplest, most humble of moments that we discover resurrection.  

 The world today appears to be dominated by violence, anger, fear, and yet when people stand 

up to say we choose love over all those things that can paralyze us, the morning light of resurrection 

dawns.  When politicians are filled with hateful rhetoric and threats, there remain those who proclaim, 

‘That is not who we are; that is not how we will live.’ That is resurrection.  When floods and natural 

disasters cause havoc and destruction leaving people homeless and hurting, resurrection appears in 

the caring love of those who come in with help and visible signs of hope.  When it seems we have lost it 

all, when we feel alone and abandoned, and someone reaches out with a gentle touch, with a gesture 

of support, then resurrection begins to glimmer in our souls.  Even in these days when ‘church’ has lost 

its standing in society, when congregations struggle for existence, when calling oneself a follower of the 

risen Christ can lead to derision and rejection, resurrection becomes reality as we continue to nurture 

one another along this journey of faith and work together to learn to live and love as God has shown us 

through Jesus Christ.  Each week when we gather in worship, we are announcing the hope of that 

resurrection, that it is not merely an event from long ago or something in the distant future but a very 

real, very present reality here and now.  And when we break this bread and share this cup, we are 
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proclaiming with joy that God is still among us and will be with us - and that it makes a difference in how 

we live. 

 No, I cannot explain the resurrection.  I don’t know the first thing about how Jesus’ body 

appeared.  I don’t know what those first followers of Jesus saw when they looked at the risen Christ.  I 

certainly cannot explain the intricacies of heaven and what is beyond this life.  What I know deep in my 

soul, though, is that Jesus came to show us that there is life beyond the struggles of daily living, even 

beyond the darkness of death.  There is more than that which surrounds us, that this painful present 

reality does not define who we are as people of God. In spite of the evidence that might be thrown at 

us, even the certainty of death, God proves over and over again that the resurrection is God’s reality for 

us all – if we but see it. 

 Rather than looking for God in tall steeples, in packed pews, in fantastic tales of miraculous 

healings, in padded portfolios, in military victory, or endless lists of accomplishments, perhaps we will 

be more apt to find God when we simply live into the rhythm of community, when we join together in the 

everyday tasks of sharing a meal and walking through life.  Perhaps it’s not so complex after all.  

Lutheran pastor Nadia Bolz-Weber said, “While we might be seeking a Christianity based in glory and 

triumph, Jesus is seeking us in the places he’s always been found, namely in human frailty, in human 

brokenness, in the unwashed masses.  He’s wooing us in simple table fellowship, and contact with the 

unclean, and confronting the powers that be.”2  The followers of Jesus had been expecting a military 

victory over Rome, a reinstatement of Israel as a country in the glorious triumph of right over wrong.  

Yet God was found on a symbol of Roman torture and death, a cross.  God was found in the emptiness 

of a decidedly unglamorous tomb.  God was found walking a dirt road with disciples torn apart by grief 

and fear.  God was found standing among them, eating with them, talking with them, loving them right 
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where they were. God is here with us now, offering to us the gift of resurrection, the possibilities of new 

life no matter the circumstances. 

 After Jesus vanished before them, the resurrection began to bloom within the disciples as they 

discovered renewed energy, hope, an excitement they thought had died with Jesus.  Nurtured and 

renewed they immediately turned back to Jerusalem to share the good news – God has not left, God is 

here as alive as ever.  No longer imprisoned by grief and fear, they set out to continue the journey of 

faith.  That journey would not be smooth for they continued to struggle with doubt that Jesus was still 

present.  They argued and quibbled among themselves over power and who was more right than the 

other.  Throughout the history of the Church we've continued that pattern of insight intermingled with 

struggle, despair, dissension.  Yet the resurrection spirit, planted in our hearts at creation, still flourishes 

- even when it does not appear that to be the case.  I know that winter can seem to drag on forever, 

that even the warmth of summer we so crave right now will become oppressive, that we live in a time 

when the weight of legislated hate and sanctioned bullying hangs heavily on us, that our world appears 

to be cloaked in rampant violence.  We can so easily become as distraught as those disciples who 

walked the road to Emmaus feeling so lost and alone.  So we come here seeking a glimmer of that 

Easter hope and to feel the assurance that the resurrection is indeed a reality for us all.  We sing, we 

pray, we sit in silence, we break bread, we spend time together in conversation.  And it is in those most 

simple of moments that we encounter the holy, we find our footing once more, and we remember that 

God is still here, still bringing new life, that Easter really does live on.  Let us pray. 

 Remind us, O God, in these simple moments of breaking bread and sharing the cup, in the 
 quietness of prayer, in the joy of relationships, that you are ever with us.  Though the world 
 around us does indeed appear dark, foreboding, and frightening, you appear among us 
 speaking to us of the future, seeing the possibilities that are within and around us, and offering 
 new life in defiance of what others might say. Then grant us courage to go out into the world 
 refreshed and enlivened, ready to be an Easter people.  Amen. 
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