
Today’s Bible reading 
Luke 24:13-35 (“The walk to Emmaus”) 

Now on that same day two of them 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 recognising 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 recognised 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. 
Amen. (NRSV)

See page 4 for today’s hymns.
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It all happened so very long ago, though the memory of it is still as fresh in my 
mind as if it had happened just yesterday. Cleopas it was who first sowed the 
seed in my mind. ”Let’s go,” he said. “Everyone’s talking about this man, and he 

seems to be quite a draw. Teaching like no rabbi teaches. Healing people with 
terrible illnesses. Speaking about the state of the world and the love of God for each 
and for all. We’ve never seen the likes my love. (He always called me that: “my 
love”.) And the thing is, he’s coming to Bethsaida, to our little town. Why not, eh?”
Well, it wasn’t like Cleopas to get all spiritual on me. We’d been married ten years 
by then. Happy years for the most part, lived out in the traditions of our ancestors. 
We’d go to synagogue every Sabbath and we’d listen to the Scriptures read and 
preached. But I always felt that our religion was mainly to do with routine and 
ritual. There was a pattern to it and everyone just did what they’d always done, 
Sabbath by Sabbath, month by month, year by year. We liked the festivals, of course 
- a chance to do big things on big days. But they were few and far between. 
Otherwise, the synagogue was the synagogue … and that was that.
So when Cleopas said we should go to see this man, it seemed like it meant a lot to 
him, as though it might be a once in a lifetime opportunity the like of which might 
never come around again. All excited he was. ’Spose that’s why I said yes to him.
Out we went into the glare of the afternoon light. It was a hot day with the sun 
beating down on our necks. It didn’t take long to find our way, joining that snaking 
trail of people jostling down the hill ahead of us. “Abraham’s field,” says Cleopas. “I 
bet you that’s where we’re all headed. Lots of space for lots of people, you’ll see.”
And he was right. My word! There must have been 5000 folk there, maybe 10,000 for 
all I know. And none of us could have guessed at what we’d find: an ordinary man 
who could do extraordinary things, but not like a sorcerer or a conjurer from the 
shows. What this man did he did with kindness and with love. Yes, and with 
authority as well. And the things he did that day! Shouting for all to hear in his 
rough northern accent, he all but opened up the secrets of God’s great Kingdom 
right before us. Telling stories about lost coins being swept into the light, and lost 
sheep being carried back to the fold, and lost sons coming home to a father’s 
sobbing embrace. I can remember it all word for word, the images still clear in my 
mind. On and on he went, but in such a bonny way that you had to listen - you 
wanted to listen, because this was good news. And it had what I call the ring of truth.
Then what about those healings, eh? Nothing showy, mind. He did what he did so  
as people would get better, and he didn’t take a penny for his troubles. Like a gift it 
was: a gift freely given and received with thanks and hugs and cheers of joy from all 
the crowd. Remember: under enemy occupation all these years, real joy was hard to 
find, so this kind of spectacle - a miracle, really, when you come to think of it - made 
all the difference to that tired, bedraggled crowd of lost souls. It was like sunshine 
breaking through the clouds, or a tree springing into full bloom right next to you. 
That day the light dawned on Cleopas and me. It’s true: the sun really shone for us.
But here’s the thing: no-one in that crowd wanted to go home. It seemed like 
everyone, young and old alike, just wanted more, and more, and more, even though 
it was heading on to teatime. From where we were, we could see some men 
speaking with him, but he only shook his head and smiled. Then the men came out 
to us and got us to sit down on the grass in groups. Next thing we knew, one of 
them brought a tiny parcel of food and handed it to him. He took it, blessed it, broke 
it up and shared it out, meagre though it was.



Take … bless … break … share.
All very simple, and anyone could have done it. Yet in his hands it was different. 
Somehow or other we were all fed with enough … and more than enough. The good 
things that had been flowing all afternoon just kept on flowing from him … to the 
crowd … to right down deep inside us, with more to spare.
Here’s the thing. That day something happened. Seeing him face to face got right 
into our souls and we knew that we had to do whatever we could do to follow him 
on his way. We had never been blessed with children and all our parents had died 
long since. With Cleopas a maker of sandals and me a seamstress, we thought our 
trades might come in handy on the road, like. So off we went. Never looked back.
Long story short, we ended up in Jerusalem at the height of the Passover. By that 
stage, of course, he’d got himself a name: the Nazarene rabbi like no other, ready to 
take on the scribes and the Pharisees and the Romans all at once. What started with 
a big parade on the Sunday soon led to conflict, betrayal, arrest - you know what 
happened. Everyone knows what happened that Friday.
We were distraught, Cleopas and me, like everything good had gone from our lives 
… and it had. Next day, Sabbath though it was, all we could do was sit in my aunt’s 
house in Emmaus and weep. Weep, and pray for guidance in all our lostness.
Next day we thought we would go back to the Holy City to sit with the believers. 
Shared grief, as they say. We left early, for the seven-mile walk was far from easy. By 
the time we got to Jerusalem the whole place was in uproar. Some of our women 
friends had gone to the tomb but they found it empty, his body missing. More than 
this, there were stories of witnesses to what had happened. Maybe even angels.
“Cleopas,” said I, “this is more than I can cope with today. Take me home to Aunt 
Ruth. Peace and quiet, that’s what I need to make sense of all these goings-on.”
So off we headed back to Emmaus once more, chatting to and fro about all that we 
had seen these last days. And wondering (if you know what I mean). That’s when 
we found ourselves joined by a stranger. Falling into conversation we told him of all 
that had gone on, of our hopes, our disappointment, our terrible sense of emptiness.
Then he said to us: “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?”
As we walked side by side, this stranger opened up the Scriptures all the way from 
Genesis on, showing us that what had happened was really meant to be. It was like 
we were back at Abraham’s field, taking in all the wisdom that was flowing so freely 
into our spinning heads.
In time we arrived at the edge of the village and he made to go on, but we weren’t 
having it. ‘Stay with us,” I said, “because it is almost evening and the day is now 
nearly over.”
So in he came. Aunt Ruth went straight to the kitchen to prepare for one more guest, 
while we showed our companion to the table. In no time at all the food was in front 
of us and we were ready to eat. It was all so simple; all so astonishing. He took the 
bread … blessed it … broke it, and shared it with us.
Take … bless … break … share.
No-one else in all the world could have done it that way.
And then our eyes were opened.



Today’s hymns 
Thine be the glory (CH: 419) 

Christ has risen (CH: 430; t: 510: Lewis folk melody) 
How can I ever thank the Lord (CH: 76) 

When I receive the peace of Christ (CH: 566) 
Forth in the peace of Christ we go (CH: 646) 

Praying for others 
God of new life, 

with Easter joy enlightening our lives, 
we turn to you recognising the need for your light in our world of sin and suffering.

We recall before you the trauma facing millions of Ukrainians 
facing war in their homeland, or displacement abroad. 

Bring peace to each troubled heart and justice to a troubled land. 
Just as the Risen Christ travelled with two disciples in their time of deepest fear, 

may we be led by your guidance to become companions 
to our neighbours in their distress.

Bless us, so that we may bless those around us: people who are grieving or lost; 
people who are lacking in faith or in trust; 

people whose lives are lived in frustration or in bitterness. 
Bring your light this season of Easter, we pray.

In Jesus’ name, Amen.

And finally … 
Robin Hill considers the kindness of neighbours: 
I am deeply thankful that for Ailsa and me our brush with Covid-19 has been 
reasonably straightforward. There has been a general range of flu-like symptoms, 
but we have not suffered any of the issues which have brought tragedy to so many 
families since 2020. It has been unpleasant and inconvenient, with a touch of 
deeply frustrating thrown in. But now we are pleased to be on the mend. 
Over the last week, people have been kind and considerate in so many ways. 
Sadly, I have had to miss services (including a wedding and a funeral) yet 
colleagues within and beyond our charge have stepped in to cover for me with 
great willingness - and what a huge relief it has been. Then at home, there have 
been family members going the extra mile again and again, plus offers of help 
with shopping and much more besides from friends and neighbours. 
What strikes me is that our experience is just one among millions, with 
communities such as our own rallying behind the requirements of those living 
with the virus who just need a little extra help until they can return to health once 
again. These are quiet examples of life-changing kindness which largely go 
unnoticed yet which make such a huge difference to the lives of those who can’t 
get out and about for themselves. Thank God for those who “are there”. 
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