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May 4, 2014 

1 Peter 1:17-23 

Luke 24:13-35    It’s Still Easter 

 

It’s still Easter here in the church. The rest of the world has moved on 

from the holiday. But believe it or not, we are still right in the thick of it. 

It’s still Easter around here because Jesus didn’t make a break for it after 

Easter morning. He wasn’t a one and done. For forty days, he popped in 

on his disciples. To reinforce that he was alive and that he loved them 

and that Easter was in no way over. So it’s still Easter here and Jesus is 

still showing up to say, I am still with you. 

Today, in our scripture reading, it is still Easter. It is literally the same 

day. The same day that the women find the tomb empty. The same day 

the whispers of resurrection start. The same day that the disciples lock 

themselves in a room out of fear. It’s still Easter. The same day. And in 

our reading today, we join two very sad disciples on the road to 

Emmaus. It’s Easter day, and these disciples are not filled with hope or 

the joy of new life. They are filled with disappointment. 

Why these two disciples are going to Emmaus, we don’t know. Maybe 

Emmaus was their hometown. Maybe Emmaus was a village they liked 
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that had good shops and good restaurants. Maybe it was a safe spot, a 

place to get away and think and try to make some sense of things. 

Maybe you have a place like that. An Emmaus that you go to in order to 

hide out and recover. A place where you can regroup after everything 

falls apart. Where is your Emmaus? Where do you go when things fall 

apart? Our two disciples are going to their Emmaus today, because Jesus 

was still dead to them and all the hope they had in the world had been 

lost. 

They had hoped. That’s what they tell the man who suddenly joins them 

on the road to Emmaus. They had hoped. The stranger asks them, “What 

are you discussing?” And they stop and stand still and look sad. And 

then they tell Jesus all about what happened to Jesus. They don’t 

recognizing Jesus standing there with them, so they tell Jesus all about 

the Jesus they loved. About how he was amazing and wonderful and 

good and how he was betrayed by friends and tormented by enemies and 

brutally killed by the government and put into a tomb as dead as a 

doornail. And they had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel. 
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They had hoped. Those three words say it all. They had hoped. They had 

hoped in Jesus, but their hope was gone. They had hoped, but their hope 

had just died. They had hoped to be rescued, redeemed, remembered by 

God. We had hoped, they say. But we don’t hope any more. Jesus 

disappointed us. God disappointed us. Love disappointed us. We had 

hoped. But not anymore. 

Maybe you know this kind of disappointment. Maybe you know what 

it’s like to have hoped. We had hoped that the treatment would work. 

We had hoped the addiction was under control. We had hoped that we 

would have a baby. We had hoped that our marriage wouldn’t end. We 

had hoped the job offer would come through. We had hoped to find 

friends in this community. We had hoped to retire and relax. We had 

hoped that by now, at this stage, things would be better, life would be 

better. We had hoped… 

It’s hope in the past tense. Have you ever found yourself using the past 

tense for hope? Then you know where these disciples are on the road to 

Emmaus. You know how discouraged and heartbroken they are. They 

are disciples and yet they are disillusioned with life, with God. We had 
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hoped…  We, in the audience, might feel like shouting at those disciples. 

“Hey, Jesus is standing right there with you. You aren’t supposed to be 

disappointed. You aren’t supposed to be discouraged. It’s Easter 

morning, for goodness’ sake. You are supposed to believe. You are 

supposed to recognize Jesus. You are supposed to know, you foolish, 

foolish disciples.” We might want to shout something like that. But 

sometimes, what’s supposed to happen doesn’t. And what does happen 

is that it’s Easter day and the disciples are heartbroken and disappointed. 

And their eyes, for some reason, have been kept from recognizing the 

Lord. They can’t see so they don’t know. And in this moment, they can’t 

do what they are supposed to do. They can’t tell Jesus what they think 

Jesus wants to hear. Because they don’t know it’s him. All they can do is 

be honest and admit that they feel totally let down by the God they 

thought would never let them down. Forget about the ‘supposed to.’ 

They are disappointed with God. 

But according to this story in the Bible, it’s OK to be disappointed. Even 

on Easter. Even when everyone else seems to be full of faith and hope. 

Even when they tell you that you are supposed to believe. Even when 
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they are spreading the news that Christ is risen and there is new life for 

all of creation. According to our gospel, it’s OK, if you are headed down 

the road to your Emmaus. Because you haven’t seen the risen Lord. And 

you don’t knowing what any of this Easter stuff means. And all you 

know is that Jesus isn’t the Jesus you had hoped for.  

The road to Emmaus is a road that disciples find themselves on 

constantly. It’s the place the church lives. Because it’s the place human 

beings live. And all of us, as disciples and human beings, go down this 

road. We have hoped. We have followed Jesus. We have come with our 

own dreams of how Jesus will save us only to have Jesus point us to the 

cross and to self-sacrifice. One of the disciples on the road to Emmaus is 

named Cleopas. The other has no name because that disciple is us. And 

this Easter story is ours as the church. 

At the start of the story, the disciples on the road to Emmaus are 

discussing all that has happened. And we, in the church, like to discuss 

things too. We like to study. We like to talk. We like to delve into the 

scriptures and express our thoughts on them. We argue about word 

definitions and meanings. We form committees and write confessions. 
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We like to discuss all that has happened in our long, long history with 

God and we try to make sense of it all. 

That’s what the disciples are doing on the road to Emmaus. They are 

discussing all the things that have happened. And then Jesus joins them. 

And Jesus gets in on this scripture conversation. And by doing that, he 

underlines how we need to discuss. And how we need to study the Bible 

to understand him. We need the Bible, the whole Bible, to understand 

how God works. That the Savior should suffer, that God’s Son, must die 

to destroy death and ransom us from our futile ways, as it says in 1 

Peter. God’s own flesh and blood was offered because our flesh and 

blood matters that much to God. That’s what the Bible tells us over and 

over again. Our God loves us and loves us and loves us to the end and 

loves us into eternity. As the church, we turn to the scriptures and we 

discuss on our road to Emmaus because the scriptures because that’s 

what will help us recognize Jesus. 

But that’s not all the church does. Like those disciples, we offer 

hospitality. Besides study, we practice the practices of Jesus. Servant 

practices. Because those will help us recognize Jesus too. The disciples 
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invite Jesus in to stay with them. They invite and offer and share what 

they have. Rev. Lillian Daniels tells a story about how her little church 

made hospitality a priority. They remodeled a parlor room. It was 

decorated with great care; plush sofas, beautiful lamps, silk shades. 

Some questioned what they did, but Rev. Daniels says that “the room 

was not restored for our pleasure, but for the nursing mothers’ group, the 

environmental activists, the labor union, the teenagers, and the social 

workers, the AA groups who meet there for retreat. When these groups 

found out they would be meeting in the parlor, generally they took in 

their breath, “Surely, this room isn’t for us?” they would say.” In a 

world that is inhospitable, where there is too little of everything, too 

little time, too little money, too little grace, hospitality means saying that 

you matter. There is enough for you. There is more than enough. We 

welcome you. We welcome YOU. This grace breeds more grace.  

And on top of that, the disciples welcome Jesus, who is a stranger. They 

don’t know him. They don’t know this is their Lord. They are just doing 

what Jesus taught them to do. Feed the hungry, clothe the naked, give 

water to the thirsty, welcome the stranger. They have no idea that they 
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are doing this for him. But we know. And we as the audience, we as the 

church, know. We know that when we do it for the least of these, we do 

it for Jesus. When we practice hospitality, we move a step closer to 

recognizing Jesus.  

Then the third thing we do as the church is we share communion 

together. We share this bread and this cup at this table because this is 

where we recognize Jesus. When our risen Lord was at table with his 

disciples, he took bread and after he blessed it and broke it, their eyes 

were opened and they recognized him. I say these words at the 

beginning of the communion liturgy. Because it’s here that we finally 

see Jesus. Here we recognize forgiveness and love. We recognize it is 

for us. We recognize it is given freely. Here is God’s own heart, broken 

and poured out for us. Here is Jesus in this gift after all the discussing. 

And the doing. And the serving and the trying to please God and one 

another. Here we just receive. We receive God’s blessing and God’s 

welcome. We come face to face with the mystery of love. Now we see 

you Jesus. And you have been here among us the whole time. And didn’t 

we know it? Didn’t we feel it? Were not our hearts burning within us? 
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Today, it is still Easter. Wherever we are on the road to Emmaus. It’s 

still Easter. And Christ is with us in our disappointment and in our joy. 

Christ is with us as we discuss and share and offer hospitality and as we 

come to this table together. Jesus is with us. Waiting for us to recognize 

him. For Christ is risen. He is risen indeed. 


