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 “On the road again . . .”   What do Willie Nelson’s song, the Exodus and the 

journeys of Paul, Homer’s Odyssey and the Bing Crosby/Bob Hope “road shows” 

have in common?  Or Jack Kerouac’s novel, On the Road, the old television series, 

“Route 66,” or the recent film, “The Road”?  They all take place on the road!  They 

use a journey as a metaphor for life.  Life is portrayed as a journey. 

 This theme is familiar not only in scripture, literature, theatre, film, and 

song, where an interesting mix of characters—a band of gypsies, sings Willie 

Nelson—is brought together at points in their respective treks through life.  The 

theme is recognizable from life itself, and is especially apparent to those of us who 

are older.  We often speak of stages of life, points and rites of passage, and use  

other travel terms that suggest our pilgrimage through life. 

 The gospels themselves portray Jesus’ life as a journey.  Almost his entire 

ministry takes place on the road—from Galilee to Judea, Nazareth to Jericho, 

across the Jordan River, through Samaria, over mountain and plain, on highways 

and byways.  Finally, on the most important journey of his life, to Jerusalem, to be 

killed. But even in death, and beyond death, there is more, as life goes on, as new 

life begins, and Jesus is “on the road again” to Emmaus. 

 
 Here at the end of Luke’s gospel, on the day of Christ’s resurrection, a final 

scene of life as a journey is played out on the road.  In my opinion, it’s the most 

drama-tic resurrection narrative in the gospels, filled with many stage possibilities.   

Here we see two lives change as a result of an encounter, literally, “on the road 

again,” and metaphorically on the road of life.  Thus it provides dramatic possi- 

bilities to explain the significance of the walk we take today. 

 Here’s the scene.  It’s Sunday afternoon, the first day of a new week.  Two  
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days ago our leader, Jesus, was executed for sedition.  You and I, his former fol-

lowers—dare we admit it?—are walking down a dusty road.  We’re disappointed, 

despairing, despondent, and still in fear for our lives.  We’re in no hurry, however,   

Emmaus is only seven miles, or 60 stadia, from Jerusalem, and we’ll be there early 

enough for an evening meal. 

 As we walk along, we commiserate with each other over the events of the 

past week, wondering what to make of them, and, now, wondering what to do with 

our lives.  From the high point at the beginning of the week—the entry into Jeru-

salem—and all through the following days, things tumbled downhill so rapidly, it 

just seems like we fell off a cliff! 

 We’d devoted the last three years of our lives to following Jesus.  We were 

on the road for most of those years, up and down and all over this holy land, and 

then one last time to the Holy City again.  We were sure just a week ago that 

victory was at hand, that his mission as the imperial Messiah we expected was 

about  to be fulfilled.  We’d charge into Jerusalem, overthrow the Romans, and 

establish a new faithful Israel again.    

 We were sure that with our apprentice ship at his peripatetic feet, we’d get 

positions of power and prestige in his holy empire.  What went wrong?  He never 

seemed hungry enough nor sufficiently ruthless for power.  Where did we go  

wrong in our expectations of him, or of ourselves? 

 As we puzzle these questions out, we’re joined by a stranger, another 

traveler.  We’re not interested in sharing our concerns with him for, after all, the 

Romans and the Sanhedrin have been rounding up all of Jesus’ followers.  But he 

comes up out of nowhere and has overheard our conversation.  All at once, he just 

seems to be there.  He can’t seem to contain his interest in what’s happened in the 

past couple of days, but he also seems incredibly ignorant.  “What’re you talking 

about?” he asks.  “What’s happened?” 
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 “Can you believe it,” we look at each other with pained surprise, “Where’s 

he been?”  We turn to him with disdain, “Are you the only one around here who 

doesn’t know what’s happened?”  “No, what?”  “What happened to Jesus the pro-

phet, considered by some [we’ve got to be careful here] to be the Messiah.  The 

religious and Roman leaders had him arrested, had two mock trials, sentenced him 

to death, and crucified him.  We’d hoped,” we say with passion and despair, for  

we really had hoped, “he’d free Israel!” 

 “Two days have passed since this happened . . .  But you know, some 

women shocked us.  They went to his tomb, but couldn’t find his body.  They came 

back saying they’d seen a vision of angels who said he was alive! . . . No one 

believed them, of course, ‘cause they’re just women . . . So some men went and 

found the tomb exactly as they’d said, yet they didn’t see him either!   But then 

they also didn’t see any angels”   

 There, it’s out now, if this guy’s a Roman spy or a Sanhedrin police agent, 

now he knows who we are.  But what of it?  Jesus’ agony on the cross was more 

than we could bear . . . and perhaps we deserve it, too. 

 
 We barely have a second to reflect on the impassioned, careless disclosure of 

our feelings about what’s happened and our relationship to Jesus, when this fellow 

says,  “You guys are fools!”  Uh oh, we think, glancing at each other, he is an 

agent!  “Dimwitted and slow to understand what prophets said of him.  It was 

necessary for the Messiah to suffer, die, and then be raised in glory.” 

 “What?!” we think, “This guy’s no government agent.”  Perhaps he’s one of 

Jesus’ secret followers.  He does have a Galilean accent.  What’s he saying?  He’s 

explaining the scripture about the Messiah?  Does he really mean Jesus was the 

Messiah?  But how can that be?  Jesus is dead, dead, dead!  And the Messiah can’t 

be dead!  There’s something strange about this stranger. 
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 The guy’s still with us as we enter Emmaus, though it seems as if he’s going 

on, so we prevail upon him to stay with us.  After all, no one else we‘ve met has 

taken such interest or displayed similar understanding about who Jesus was—

before or after last Friday.  So he joins us for the evening.    

 Here’s someone, we’ve found, as it often happens in a chance encounter 

with a stranger on a journey, here’s someone we can freely talk to and share our 

deepest concerns and feelings.  He seems like someone we’d really like to get to 

know, but, isn’t that the advantage of pouring ourselves out to a stranger?  He 

doesn’t know us, so we can just open up and let it all hang out, and then he’s 

gone—no commitments, no obligations . . .  And, you know, it kind of reminds  

us of talking with Jesus . . . 

 
 It’s now evening and time for supper, and we have a good meal prepared to 

extend hospitality to our unusual guest.  We sit down to eat, and, as we begin, he 

turns the table on us!  He’s our guest, but he becomes the host!  He offers a prayer 

and ser-ves the bread . . .  No, no, no, he takes the bread first, then offers a prayer, 

then breaks it, just like Jesus did that last night together . . . and  gives  it  to  us s s s.

 “Oh, my God!  Jesus!  It’s you!  Jesus!  How can this be?  What’s happening 

here?  It’s too good to be true!  What?  Where’d he go?  Jesus was just here!  He’s 

disappeared!   Oh, my God, it was him!  I can’t believe it!”  It was him all the 

time!”  Jesus! 

 Remember the things he said to us about the scriptures and the Messiah?  It 

really was him!  He’s alive!  He must be the Messiah!  Remember how we felt 

when he spoke with us on the road, the passion in our hearts?  How could we not 

know?  How could we not see?  How could we not . . .  But we saw him . . .  How 

could  we not recognize him?  He just disappeared, but this was no ghost! 

 “What was it?  What caused the scales to fall from our eyes?  Certainly the  
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power of the Holy Spirit, but how, and in what way?  Is it the way he took the 

bread, the familiar words of his blessing, how he broke the loaf, or the particular 

way he gave it to us?  Or is it the way he assumed our role as host?  Or all of 

these?  Whatever!  He became  known to us in the breaking of bread!  

 
 How indeed?  Like an optical illusion, we struggle to make sense of.  There 

are only four or five letters made up of colored popsicle sticks, each a couple of 

inches long and maybe a half-an-inch wide.  Is it Aramaic?  Hebrew?  Sanskrit?  

Certainly some language we don’t know, much less recognize.  Why are other 

people smiling so?  They know, of course, so it’ll probably come to us, and it’s  

no doubt so simple we’ll be embarrassed!   

 Oh, yes!  It’s “Jesus!” the name Jesus.  They’ve just arranged the sticks to 

form letters in the spaces, and the letters J-E-S-U-S blend into the background.  All 

at once everything fits into place and becomes obvious, and we can never again 

look at this illusion without seeing what we’re supposed to see.  Is that how it was 

on the road again? 

 How often do we go along the road of life without seeing Jesus, especially  

as we just walked with him once more through 40 days of Lent and the week of his 

Passion?  How frequently do we miss knowing Christ’s presence in our lives?  

How often do we have a strange feeling that someone is with us, but go on without 

recognition?    

 Is our vision blocked by the glory of his resurrection, are we blinded  by the 

magnificence of the ascension?  Christ is here with us!  Jesus, the Messiah, is in 

the scriptures we read and proclaim, in the sacraments we share, in the fellowship 

we have, in the people we serve.    

 Maybe our preoccupation with the journey prevents us from seeing Jesus.  

Perhaps our focus on the experiences we have along the road distracts us from 
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recognizing him.  Possibly our misconception of his reign inhibits our vision, or 

our misunderstanding of his realm blocks our perception of his presence.   

 More important, do we see Christ in the lives of others?  What of these 

words?  “Jesus, when was it that we saw you hungry and fed you, or thirsty and 

gave you . . . drink?  . . . a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clo-

thing?  . . . sick or in prison and visited you?”  “Truly, I tell you,” he says to us, “as 

you did it [for] one of the least of these . . . members of my family, you did it [for] 

me.”*  That’s another way of seeing Jesus on the road of life.   

 The poet puts it another way.  “Shakespeare is dust, and will not come / to 

question from his Avon tomb / and Socrates and Shelley keep / An Attic and 

Italian sleep. / They see not.  But, O Christians who / throng Broadway and 5
th

 

Avenue, / May you not meet ?, in spite of death / a traveler from Nazareth?”    

 May we all meet and know Christ in our daily lives . . .  on the road again! 

AMEN! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

*Matthew 25.37-40 


