
  Whenever I preach a sermon or do some teaching with you, I always hope that will take my 

messages to heart. And that is especially true today since both of our scripture readings make specific 

mention of taking something to heart.  

 

 It was almost sundown, the end of the day, on the day of Jesus’ resurrection, and the two 

disciples who walked on the road from Jerusalem to Emmaus had all but lost hope in Jesus’ vague 

promise that he would rise again from death. Perhaps they might even have been thinking about how 

silly it was to even hope for such a thing. Lost in their grief, they were only momentarily distracted when 

a stranger came to walk with them, someone who appeared not to know about all the things that had 

taken place within the last few days in Jerusalem.  

 

 It was only later, as this stranger broke bread with them, that they recognized that it was indeed 

Jesus; that he was alive and among them once again. Then they said among themselves, “Were not our 

hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to 

us?”  

 

 At another time, while Peter was preaching about Jesus’ resurrection and calling his listeners to 

become followers of the risen Christ, he reminded them that, even though people had put Jesus to 

death, God raised him to new life and “made him both Lord and Messiah.”  When they heard these 

words, the passage tells us they were “cut to the heart,” and responded by asking the question, “What 

should we do?”, meaning: “in light of this news that we are hearing, what should we do, or how should 

we respond?”  Hearing the news of the risen Christ, for some, caused their hearts to burn within them. 

For these others, they were cut to the heart. In the latter case, we might assume today that they were 

cut to the heart because of feelings of guilt, perhaps. Knowing that it was people just like themselves 

who had been responsible for putting Jesus to death; realizing now that (like Jesus said) they “knew not 

what they were doing”, they might now be cut to the heart because they were now realizing how 

wrongful Jesus’ death was.  

 

 But we must also be careful about putting our own modern slant on our interpretation of these 

words. For us to say that we have been cut to the heart is to imply an emotional response. We say that 

we are cut to the heart when we have a strong emotional reaction to something.  For Peter’s listeners in 

the early Greek world, however, the heart was not the place of emotion, but rather, the place of 

knowledge and wisdom. In effect, for them to be “cut to the heart” meant that their hearts were stirred 

by what they were learning about Christ’s death and resurrection.  

 

 Their hearts were stirred because what they didn’t know before, they now knew with an 

intensity that stirred their inner being. This kind of strong reaction is what the disciples on the road to 

Emmaus had as well. Their hearts “burned” within them. Before they had recognized that it was Jesus 

who walked with them, as he interpreted the scriptures as they related to his death and rising, they 

didn’t yet have knowledge that it was the risen Christ who was walking and talking with them; but their 

hearts burned within them because their hearts knew what their consciousness had not yet grasped.  

When I look at these words of scripture, I can see that a message they contain for us is that there is a 

difference between knowing about resurrection faith, and truly taking it to heart, or knowing it at a very 

deep level where it has a profound effect on our lives.  To know it in a superficial way is to hear the 

stories of Christ’s resurrection and to know of them as accounts of an historical event. To truly take the 

message of resurrection to heart is to truly know that the resurrection impacts on our lives even today.  

We remember how, in the days after Jesus’ death, the disciples do nothing but sit in stunned 

disappointment. Not only did they lose their friend, but they had lost all hope as well. And maybe that’s 



the reason. Maybe it’s that brutal reality that prompts Cleopas and his friend to shake the dust of 

Jerusalem from their feet. And so they get up to go home. They have to get out of there. They have to 

go for a walk. Sometimes that’s the only appropriate thing to do when you are overcome by grief and 

disappointment with the world. You have to go for a walk – or at least get outside where you’re 

surrounded by more than grief and sadness. Outside, the sky is endless. The birds sing and chirp without 

a worry about tomorrow. And wind carries with it a breath of fresh air. ometimes, the best thing to do is 

to go for a walk so you can see that there is more in the world than grief. You go for a walk to see the 

sky again, to be surrounded by nature, and to walk towards the light.  

 

 Shoulders slumped, dragging their feet, walking on the road to Emmaus which is probably a 

place of escape, a refuge, a putting-all-that-unbearable-stuff-behind kind of place. Yes, Emmaus is where 

you go when you have to get away because the person or the thing you were counting on has let you 

down. The road to Emmaus is the road back home, or the road to work, or a new job, or the church. It 

doesn’t need to be far; only about seven miles away from your last disappointment. We all spend time 

on this road in one way or another. For the two walkers, it’s the death of their best friend, the one in 

whom they had placed all their hope. With their faith shaken, their minds fashion a thousand scenarios 

as they struggle to find meaning in this crisis: “If only we’d left Jerusalem right after supper, instead of 

going to Gethsemane, Jesus would have escaped the soldiers. If only we’d listened more carefully to 

what Jesus said to us when he was alive. If only we’d been loyal to him at the end. If only, if only….. we 

wouldn’t be going through this pain right now.”  

 

 For us, as we walk the Emmaus road, there are the unfulfilled dreams: dreams of a happy 

retirement that ended in a funeral home; dreams of a great job if we finished college; dreams that if we 

brought our child to church she would grow up to be okay. Dreams of a rich and happy marriage that 

ended in a divorce court; dreams that Jesus would help. Yes, nothing hurts quite so much as shattered 

hopes. Nothing is quite so sad as a beautiful dream that ends abruptly. For the friends on the Emmaus 

road, Jesus was the long-awaited Saviour. But now Jesus is gone. The friends who stood by him at the 

cross have disappeared. And now, to make matters worse, life in Jerusalem carries on as if nothing has 

happened. And that only makes their grief all the more painful. Then, suddenly, they hear footsteps 

coming from behind. The stranger catches up with them. We are told that this is the risen Jesus, but in 

their grief, the two travelers can’t recognize him. Then the stranger asks, “what are you talking about?” 

But Cleopas’ reply isn’t so much an answer as an emotional outburst. “Are you the only stranger in 

Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in these days?” Translation: “what 

rock have you been living under?”  But the more they talk, the more it seems they’ve always been 

together. As they come near to the village, Luke tells us that the two disciples “…urged him strongly, 

saying, ‘stay with us, because…the day is nearly over’.” And then it happens. It happens when they least 

expect it. There’s nothing spectacular – only the simple act of breaking bread. But this time, it’s 

different. This time, their eyes are opened, and they recognize him.  

 

 Over the past few weeks, we have had to remain in isolation while watching loved ones fall ill to 

coronavirus and die. Morgues and funeral homes are overwhelmed with the numbers of the dead, and 

bodies are now being stored in refrigerated trailers to be dealt with at a later time. Some funeral 

services are being held, but only up to five people maximum are allowed to attend, and they must 

maintain proper social distancing. Other funeral services are being held “virtually,” with no one present 

but the officiant. And, of course, our hearts ache for all those who have lost loved ones in the mass 

murder in Nova Scotia. At a time when people need to come together to support and console each other 

in the face of such tragedy, there will be no large gatherings to remember the dead, and no warm 

embraces to comfort the grieving.  So, where do we go to find healing in the sadness of our own 



Emmaus? A couple of weeks after her husband’s fatal heart attack, a woman published some of her 

memories in a local newspaper. She wrote: “The Sunday after my husband died, I came home from 

church and saw a perfect red rosebud on the bush in the front yard. For years I’d picked roses to bring 

them to him. ‘Never again,’ I thought. For that one moment all my pain seemed to be focused on one 

little rose. I recalled the countless times I’d removed dried up roses from the bookshelf next to his chair 

– the last one, only a day or two before, when I cleaned up his corner for the last time. 

 

 I started up toward the front porch but turned. This rose would be for me. It would unfold its 

petals next to my computer in a pimento-spread jar and remind me that, while life is brief, love is 

forever.” It is in such ordinary events as a shared meal, a child’s unexpected hug, a phone call from an 

old friend, a hand held in a hospital room, that our sadness is healed so that we can truly see the risen 

Christ in our midst. Even in my place of isolation at home, I can still see the presence of Christ in all 

those who do both simple and extraordinary things to support and care for others during this time of 

pandemic. It would be so easy for me to get lost in my own feelings, or even those of others, but I find 

hope in the many ways I recognize the presence of God at work among us in this terrible and difficult 

time. As we walk our own Emmaus road, we can know that God walks on the journey with us and calls 

us to be signs of the risen Christ in our midst.  

 

 Thanks be to God. Amen. 

 


