
 Long Walk, Found Selves  

The Rev. Geoff Parker to First Parish Church - Brunswick, ME    
Sunday, April 15, 2018  
Scripture: Luke 24:13-32

Introduction to the Scripture

We’re continuing on in the season of Easter, and the early stories of the followers of Jesus 
as they grappled with the news of the resurrection. Today, we’ll hear Luke’s telling of two 
disciples traveling on the road to a town called Emmaus. It’s a story of inspiration and 
revelation between these disciples, who, interestingly, interpreters have begun to call a 
married couple. So it is fun to listen to them as they wander and wonder together on the 
road about all that has happened since Easter, in the way that intimate friends often do... 
helping one another make sense of it all... that is, before things that are beyond sense 
begin to happen. 

As you listen, listen for the couple searching for meaning, and asking questions. And then 
listen for when the story snaps into focus, and everything becomes dazzling and crisp, and 
magical. 

Sermon

About two years ago, we heard this scripture, and the Beede’s as a family read it, and Mary 
shared a wonderful sermon. Mark this down as one of my top ten. Of course, I remember 
all that, because the last time we heard this text was when Julia and I came to you all for a 
blessing of our marriage. 

Mary called Julia and I, but also—you know, all of us—to be witnesses to each other, helping 
each other to see and journey through life together. It is a blessing that I hold close in my 
heart every day, and I am thankful to Mary preaching it, and for you all for blessing it, and 
Julia for living it, and God for... well, all of it. 

This is a story of disciples discovering who they are to each other... and to the world. They 
learn from Jesus as they have, and through the meal shared. 
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It’s a very intimate story, full of the bitter sweetness and confusion of love and grief in 
these disciples who loved and hoped in Jesus, who had become deserters, and now... 
were becoming something else. Who had seen their dreams and their teacher die, and 
then heard rumors of something beyond dreaming that Easter morning. 

They say to Jesus, before they can see Jesus, “We had hoped...” They had hoped that 
Jesus was coming to wipe the Romans out from Judea, that God’s army would follow close 
behind him, and all of their oppressors and the violence that marked their daily lives 
would vanish. We had hoped. But then by Friday they lost hope... and by Sunday... 
something beyond hope had happened, they just didn’t know exactly what. 

So Jesus, who they don’t know is Jesus shows up, and he tries to explain it all again. And, 
because the disciples are lovable in their consistency, they don’t quite get it. And so Jesus 
took bread. And he blessed it, and broke it. And shared it with them, and it changed him 
before their eyes, and it changed them. 

See, the very first communion was not at the table on the night before Jesus was betrayed, 
that was the meal itself, it was this meal that drew them back through time to that Upper 
Room, full of all of the knowledge of the pain that came after that, and then the thing 
beyond hope or knowing that came next.

That is good bread.

I hope that you have people in your life who break this kind of bread with you. Friends, 
companions, family, spouses, partners, whatever they are to you: I hope that you have 
people who help you see God when you sit with them... because I think that’s how you 
start to see yourself. These relationships are for me, sacramental, a gift of life that can 
become, if you look at it just right, a sign and seal of God’s grace, real and true. Grace that 
sets you free to discover your place in the world.

Thomas Merton said, “The beginning of love is the will to let those we love be perfectly 
themselves, the resolution not to twist them to fit our own image.” I would add, in so 
loving, we help reveal to them the truth of who they are... not who they would wish to be, 
or think they must be to be loved, but who they are. 

Feeding one another like this, we find we do not have to be worthy in order to be fed, or to 
be loved. We must simply strive to be the one who is loved and fed, and not be distracted 
by all that would try and make us less than we are. In this kind of love, Jesus shows up, a 
friend and guide, and shows us that indeed we are enough, and there is enough.



This is also an appearance of the un-kill-able teacher who had been the victim of violence 
at the hands of rulers and empires. We can not simply revel in the love and wonder of a 
meal shared with the holiness of friends. We have to also understand the transformative 
power of sharing that meal in compassion with the one who—just the other night—the 
disciples claimed they did not know, and now, ironically, they don’t recognize... the 
stranger, the victim, the captive. 

> “When Jesus rises…He returns not to the place of the death.  He returns to the dining 
room...it is [this] radical grace which reminds us scarcity and violence and oppression are 
not the last words. Instead, the last word is dinner.” - Diana Butler Bass

This week has seen violence in Syria. First in a chemical attack on the small town of Douma, 
and then in our response as a coalition of western forces that struck back. I’m a poor 
student of the theologian Richard Niebuhr, so I will simply say that I understand that there 
is evil in the world, and we must be realistic even as we are clear eyed about our responses 
to violence like this... I understand that it is part of the brokenness of our world that some 
forces of violence seem to beg for violence in return: that there are some things so 
terrible, they must be stopped. Like the use of chemical agents. Like the murder of 
innocents. We must do something. 

We had hoped... like the disciples... we had hoped that this would make something better.

I also understand we must do better at seeking the healing and welcome of the table as a 
solution to the violence of our world. To make the last word dinner. I understand that there 
are some 12.5 million Syrians in need of humanitarian aid either in or outside of Syria. I 
understand that we accepted only 3000 last year as refugees… that even the most 
pragmatic response to evil must be balanced with the necessity of the    of compassion, 
feeding, and welcome beyond all imagining. I understand that none of this is simple, 
either in humanitarian or military terms, but that this breaking of bread calls us beyond the 
breaking of bones… beyond proportional responses.  

Because Jesus had no thought of a proportional response to the violence of the world. 
Instead, we have the entirely disproportionate reality of the resurrection... a death that 
would have seemed insignificant, exploded by the reality of life which could not be sealed 
in a tomb. 

He showed up on the side of the road, and walked with friends, and then came to sit and 
eat. He took, blessed, and broke bread, and showed these disciples who he was, now, fully, 
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with no illusions of a military conquest, or a mighty throne room for them to sit together in. 
He took, blessed, and broke the bread and showed them who they were: 
not the tip of the sword, but the start of the song... 
the music that would pull people to him… 
to the dance of life… 
and if they could do that... 
the world would be changed. 

In the sharing of bread: the simple food of life, we may be reminded of who we have been 
called to be: children of God, our hearts burning within us, friends of this risen and 
undying Jesus, and followers on the Way to a world made more loving, more peaceful, 
and more fully part of God’s dream for all creation. 

Amen. 

  


