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After his wife died, C.S. Lewis wrote that he thought that his grief might be less if he intentionally avoided 

the places he and his wife Joy had frequented… and so he limited his travels to only those places they had 

never been together… he switched grocery stores… tried different restaurants… walked along streets / paths 

that he and Joy had never taken.   But it didn’t work.  What he said, in the end, was something like this:  

“I found that grief is like the sky above—it is over everything.”   

I think, maybe, a lot of us feel that way right now—in the midst of this pandemic.  So much grief—on so 

many levels!  So much grief-laden sky above.  No one spared!  No place to hide!   

 

Luke is the only gospel writer who tells us the story of what happened on “the road to Emmaus”—but all of 

us have walked this road at one time or another.   

It is the road we walk when the treatment doesn’t work… when things go terribly wrong… when a loved 

one has died—that long road back to the empty house… to the piles of unopened mail… to “business as 

normal”—if it can ever be “normal” again.  It is the road of deep grief and disappointment… the road of 

“lost hope” and doubt… the road of discouragement and pain…  

It takes several hours to walk from Jerusalem to Emmaus—that’s how long these two have to talk over the 

“events” of the past several days: Jesus’ arrest and trial… his crucifixion and death… the sealing of the 

tomb… and then the women’s story of angels and an empty tomb…  

They are as exhausted—mentally, emotionally, and physically—as they are discouraged as they walk this 

lonely road… trying to “understand” / to make sense of what has happened…  when the stranger joins them 

and asks them what they are talking about.   

The one’s name is Cleopas… but who is the other?  Perhaps the unnamed disciple is Luke’s invitation to 

each of us to see ourselves as that other disciple in this story…  

“Are you the only person around Jerusalem who doesn’t know what’s been going on there these past days?” 

Cleopas asks him.  But the truth is—they are glad to have his company…  

They tell him how things had seemed so full-of-promise at first… and then how things had gone so terribly 

wrong… so that there was, finally, nothing left for them to do but go back home.   

“We had hoped he was the one to redeem Israel,” they say to him—showing their deep disappointment… 

admitting their pain / utter sense of defeat… 

“We had hoped…” – perhaps the 3 saddest words in Scripture… and in our lives…  

“We had hoped…” – This simple phrase pretty sums up their situation (perhaps ours too).  The light of hope 

has been extinguished… they have nothing to hold on to… the future now seem empty and dark.   

They had read their scriptures.  They had expected God’s triumph through Jesus, their Messiah… but that 

triumph had not happened!  Jesus had been crucified – killed like a common criminal!  In their mind, God 

had been defeated!   

“We had hoped…” – We had hoped he was the one.  We really believed that things might finally change… 

but we were wrong.  He is dead.  It is all over.  No more dreams (or “illusions”) of a better future… no more 

“fairy tales” of a happy ending… back to “life as normal.”   
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They are so consumed by grief… preoccupied with their dashed hopes and unrealized expectations that they 

do not… they cannot “recognize” the risen and very-much-alive Jesus who walks with them.   

“Oh, how foolish you are… and slow of heart to believe…” he says to them, to bring their attention back to 

the present.  None of this should really come as a surprise to you, you know… it was right there in black and 

white—you know the scriptures: The Messiah is NOT the one who wins the power struggle with violence and 

might—He is the one whose power is made known in weakness and humility.  The Messiah is NOT the 

“undefeated champion”—He is the suffering servant… the one who is “broken” for the sake of others… who 

brings redemption through suffering… who brings life through death… the One who comes into his glory 

with his wounds still visible…” 

Notice what Jesus does here as he walks with these two—starting with Moses and the prophets, he opens the 

scriptures to them… he helps them make sense of recent happenings in light of the scriptures… he helps 

make sense of all of scripture in light of God’s redemptive work in and through Jesus’ death on the cross 

(and his resurrection, too)—and we are told that their hearts burned within…   

They are exhausted and grieving… discouraged / without hope—but what this stranger is telling them is 

GOOD NEWS!  Maybe the “rumors”—the stories of his resurrection—really are true!  Maybe there really is 

reason to hope…! 

When they get to their home in Emmaus, Jesus seems to be planning to continue on down the road, but they 

don’t let him go.  The day is almost gone… it’s too dangerous to travel alone at night… so they invite him to 

stay with them (at least for the night)…  

And that’s when things get really interesting.  It is their house… their food… their table—but when the three 

of them sit down together to eat, HE takes on the role of host.  HE takes the loaf of bread… blesses it… 

breaks it… and gives it to them. 

Maybe it’s seeing the holes in his hands when he lifts up the loaf of bread… that causes the scales to fall 

from their eyes…  

Maybe it is the familiarity of this simple action—something they’d seen Jesus do on the hillside with 5 

loaves and a couple of fish…  

HE takes… blesses… breaks… and gives—and amid these familiar actions they instantly “recognize” him—

their eyes are opened… and they recognize not just the person of Jesus… but the presence of the Lord their 

God—whose Word called light from darkness… whose Word gives life to the dead… whose Word turns 

sorrow into joy…    

At once, he vanishes from their sight… but their vision is clearer… their hope is restored…  

Grief is like the sky—it is over everything.  But so, now, is hope—the hope that only comes in and through 

the risen Christ!   

 

Yes, we all travel similar roads, don’t we?!   

When we reach “the end” and resign ourselves to “the way things are”… lower our expectations of what God 

could do (or would do)…  
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When we find ourselves trying to sort through the broken pieces of our lives… through “certainties” turned 

upside-down… through hopes suddenly dashed… through experiences that are difficult to process, much less 

“understand”…  

• We had hoped it wasn’t COVID-19…  

• We had hoped it wasn’t cancer rearing its ugly head…  

• We had hoped the relationship could be saved… that the marriage wouldn’t end in divorce…  

• We had hoped our loved one wouldn’t be sent overseas again…  

• We had hoped the chemo / radiation would work—kill the cancer or at least slow it down… 

• We had hoped we’d be able to “return to life as normal” by May…  

• We had hoped that things would turn around… that a vaccine would be developed sooner rather than 

later… that God would take care of this virus for us…  

We had hoped that Jesus “was the One to redeem Israel”—and us… and this world, too!   

Like these disciples, our hope is sometimes “extinguished”… and we weighed down by the happenings of 

our lives or the world around us.  At times we feel so lost—in ourselves… in our emotion—that we don’t 

see, let alone recognize, the risen One who walks with us… 

But that is the good news of this story—Jesus walks with us!   

Notice: Jesus meets these two disciples “on the way”… on the road of life… right smack in the middle of the 

pain and grief… the disappointment and hope-less-ness… that threatens to overwhelm them.   

Their “blindness” doesn’t stop Jesus from coming to them.  Their questions / doubts… their lack of 

understanding… their “foolishness” / “slow-ness to believe” – none of it keeps Jesus away.   

Jesus walks with us when we are disappointed / disillusioned… when our hearts are broken… when we are 

consumed by grief / pain… when our hope is all-but-dead…   

Jesus walks with us when our tear-filled eyes don’t see him… when we don’t recognize his presence (even 

when he is walking right beside us)…   

Jesus walks with us when we’ve “given up” and are headed back home (to what we know)—hoping to 

leave our grief / our troubles / our un-realized “hopes” behind…  

Dear friends, even if and when we feel alone… we are NOT!  Jesus walks with us… still / always!   

And like the two on the Emmaus road, we walk with each other, too—we share our problems and burdens, 

our questions and doubts with each other… we listen for Jesus’ voice in the words of Scripture—teaching / 

explaining, helping us understand, warming our hearts… we experience / know his presence: in the 

fellowship and meals that we share,  in the love and care we extend to each other and those in need, in the 

daily bread he blesses and provides…  

In all these ways he walks with us, still.  In all these places he meets us – again and again – and our hearts 

are gently warmed… and our eyes are opened anew… and our hope is restored! 

Yes, grief is like the sky—it is over everything.  But so, now, is hope—the only true hope… the hope that 

comes in and through the risen and living Christ… the One that even death cannot defeat!   

Christ is risen!  He is risen indeed.  Thanks be to God!   


