Homily for April 19, 2026                     Luke 24:13-35                         “Such a Full Day”
 Now on that same day two of Jesus' disciples were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles from Jerusalem, and talking with each other about all these things that had happened. While they were talking and discussing, Jesus himself came near and went with them, but their eyes were kept from recognizing him. And he said to them, “What are you discussing with each other while you walk along?” They stood still, looking sad. Then one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answered him, “Are you the only stranger in Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in these days?” He asked them, “What things?” They replied, “The things about Jesus of Nazareth, who was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the people, and how our chief priests and leaders handed him over to be condemned to death and crucified him. 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. Moreover, some women of our group astounded us. They were at the tomb early this morning, and when they did not find his body there, they came back and told us that they had indeed seen a vision of angels who said that he was alive. Some of those who were with us went to the tomb and found it just as the women had said; but they did not see him.” Then he said to them, “Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have declared! Was it not necessary that the Messiah should suffer these things and then enter into his glory?” Then beginning with Moses and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the things about himself in all the scriptures.  
 	As they came near the village to which they were going, he walked ahead as if he were going on. But they urged him strongly, saying, “Stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is now nearly over.” So he went in to stay with them. When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed and broke it, and gave it to them. Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him; and he vanished from their sight. They said to each other, “Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?” That same hour they got up and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their companions gathered together. They were saying, “The Lord has risen indeed, and he has appeared to Simon!” Then they told what had happened on the road, and how he had been made known to them in the breaking of the bread. 

	          It was the legendary Hippocrates who said that walking is a man’s best medicine. The author Hal Borland claims that all walking is discovery; on foot we take the time to see things whole. And Matthew Henry gets us off on the right foot this morning with his famous quote, it is not talking but walking that will bring us to heaven. Those poor, wounded, confused, shattered disciples…they needed the healing that only walking could bring. Their grief was grand, and their home was miles away, and so, they began to walk, and talk, and try to see the whole story, not just the painful part.

          A bit more than a hundred years ago, the great Spanish poet Antonio Cipriano José María y Francisco de Santa Ana Machado y Ruiz was making quite a career for himself, which is neither here nor there except that his most famous quote intersects today’s tale, one of our most famous resurrection stories.  His quote is this: Caminante, no hay camino, se hace camino al andar.  In English, this works out to Traveler, there is no road; roads are made by walking.  And it popped right into my mind as this lovely recounting of the travelers to Emmaus came round again, and we get to listen in on their catastrophized emotional wandering, searching for the road forward now that their Jesus has been killed.  Like humans through all of history, they are seeking a pre-existent path, the sure route out of their grief and confusion, and like all people, they have to eventually come to grips with the truth Machado knew so well, that there is no such path; the path is made in the walking of it. And they may well find heaven, in a sense…but I am getting ahead of myself.

          So, as the story unfolds, they are on the way home, home to Emmaus, a little town on the outskirts of Jerusalem.  It’s about the same distance as walking from here to Durham, except they didn’t have those pretty nut trees all down the Midway.  The road is long, the sun is hot, it has already been a full day and they are barely past lunchtime. And as they are shuffling along, a traveler joins alongside; nothing odd there, except that, unknown to them, this traveler is none other than the resurrected Jesus.  Like all great teachers, he asks them open-ended questions; he draws them into sharing, and they disclose quite a lot, it just comes pouring out of them.  I have been there, and so have you: in that place of pain and swirling mind where a perfect stranger can ask the right question and suddenly it is hours later and you have shared way more than you planned.  Part of the grief road, it seems.  In that situation, something approaching full disclosure is possible.

          Jesus seems quite a fair and balanced kind of fellow in this story; they poured out their hearts, and now he returns the favor and pours out his deep knowledge of the Scriptures, opening their minds and exciting their hearts. They still don’t know it is him, but they are thrilled; so happy to have met this caminante, this wise and compassionate one who walks with them all the way home.  It is late in the day now; meandering seven miles by foot over uneven terrain takes time.  But they want more time, more sharing, and invite the stranger to stay the night.  Rule of the desert, right, hospitality before all.  And it is here, in their humble home, that Jesus will finally make his own full disclosure, and cross over from being caminante to companion, cross over from being a fellow walker to one who shares bread.  It is there, in that ritual of the meal, that they really, really, really know him, perceive him afresh.  And like is nearly always the case with us humans, the insight is but a flash, and then, somehow, he is just gone.  He is known to them around the table, in the breaking of the bread, and being known is the most intimate of Biblical categories of relationship.  He has fully disclosed, and they have fully understood.  In our age of endless varieties of instant communication, we need to appreciate how rare that is, and how precious! Full disclosure and full understanding…most of us go a lifetime without ever opening that gift, right? 

In our Monday night Bible study we have spent a fair amount of time so far discussing the value of historical stuff, and theoretical stuff, and stuff that does not seem to have any relevance to our daily needs and wants. Their voices cry out: how does this stuff make my life better, make my faith deeper, make my heart less broken? These are fair questions, and loop us back to the beginning of this chatter. This is the truth as I understand it: as we travel the road through Life, we manage to wander again and again into an awareness of the presence of God, and if we are awake and aware when that happens, we inevitably seek to have what they had, that fully connected moment.  What was the first thing they did after Jesus vanished from their sight?  The big word is concretizing; they tried, as we all try, to lock that experience into time and place. “Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?” The human impulse to take a photo, to take a screen shot, to make a recording; these are all the same, attempts to lock down the ephemeral and the sublime. Our cameras work on Crater Lake, friends, but not on the Divine.

Nevertheless, the next inevitable step, once we are fully energized and connected, is to share that energy. It is too much for any individual to hold within themselves.  In our story, it is night already, and the uneven terrain between their snug home in Emmaus and the big city of Jerusalem is shadowed and risky, but they don’t care.  Back up the Midway they go, to find the apostles and share the truth that cannot be suppressed, that they have experienced a full connection with God.  This is their ‘Go Tell It on The Mountain’ moment.  Or, to use the words of our buddy Antonio Cipriano José María y Francisco de Santa Ana Machado y Ruiz, Caminante, no hay camino, se hace camino al andar.  Traveler, there is no road; roads are made by walking.  My prayer for us all is that we keep walking, keep searching, keep traveling with Jesus and with one another as both caminantes and companions.  There is a whole lifetime of joyful discovery before us.  Amen.
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