
Reflection for At Home Worship- 26th April 
 
Here is a beautiful story, tinged with the colours of the day, and the dirt of 
the road.  
Here are some of Jesus’ followers, walking together and talking about the 
truly remarkable couple of days they’d had. Just that morning, some ladies 
they knew had come to tell them that their friend, newly dead, was no longer 
in his tomb.  
Even the shock of this surely outlandish report isn’t enough to shake them out 
of the sadness they feel however.  
 
They begin to talk to a man who they meet on the road. He, amazingly, says 
he doesn’t know anything about what’s been going on. And so Cleopas tells 
him a story. It’s not always a happy story, and if we remember it well, it 
certainly doesn’t always make Jesus’ friends look good. But he tells the story 
of the hope they had, and, the horrible disappointment contained there. 
“…but, we had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel.” 
 
What an utterly understandable moment.  
We had hoped.  
Do you feel this?  
Do you recognise this?  
Cast your mind back to that time that thing that you had hoped for, longed 
for, finally allowed yourself to believe was actually happening, held your 
breath for… fell spectacularly apart, or just vanished as if it never was.  
 
They had hoped he would be the saviour, the liberator of their people and 
then the unthinkable had happened and now not only were they wrong, but 
they had lost him, he had died and also their friends, the women, were 
becoming unhinged and talking about a lost body. Too much had happened.  
 
This stranger on the road who has listened to their heartbreak then starts to 
speak. He offers them their stories back again and from his mouth their story 
sounds different.  
Here, he says, are the bits you’re missing about that.  
Here, is the heart and the meaning behind your history, your journey, 
yourself.  
Here is how I came to join it all together.  



 
They get to a town where they pause in the road, and where the man could 
have easily gone on his way, if the disciples had let him. But instead, he comes 
in to eat with them. And then it happens, they gather, he takes bread, he 
blesses it, and he breaks it, and it all comes rushing back and they suddenly 
realise who it is they’ve been spending the evening with.  
 
Just as they come to their senses, Jesus disappears and they are left, gazing at 
each other and realising that in some way they knew all along, or at least their 
hearts, blazing away within them, had.  
 
Later, he comes to them again, when they are back with their band of 
brethren in Jerusalem, and still they are riddled with doubts. As they are 
talking in wonderment, another beautiful moment- Jesus asks for some food. 
He is given some fish, and he eats it, I imagine ravenously. The things that are 
revealed by food, by our shared presence around a table and our sharing of 
what we have.  
 
There is much in this story- doubt and its refusal to move even in the face of 
revelation (say it with me, doubt is not the opposite of faith); loss both heavy 
and deep; Jesus revealed in teaching and in the breaking of bread; Jesus 
inviting the telling of stories, even the ones in which we are not the hero.  
There is Jesus, once again meeting people where they are, whatever they are 
in the midst of, and showing himself to them, even if they don’t see it straight 
away.  
 
So I invite you to make yourselves comfortable, and to spend some time again 
reading through this story, and asking yourself some questions. You may like 
to jot down your responses.  
 
• How would you present your story at the moment? Is it a sad story or a 

happy one? 
• Do you think you always recognise Jesus in this story? Particularly 

when you are in the midst of heavy disappointment? 
• Do you still carry doubts about Jesus and what he is supposed to have 

done? (this is ok, admit them to yourself!) 



• Jesus comes quietly down the road to meet his friends, and is fully 
known when he shares a meal with them. What quiet, small moments 
have you felt or seen Jesus in this week? 

• This story is a wonderful model of how to be in community, and indeed 
communion with people; meet them where they are, open the 
scriptures together, meet Jesus in the breaking of bread and the sharing 
of meals, go from there to keep sharing your story. Do you recognise 
our community’s practice in this? what about at the moment? What can 
you do to keep the story alive for yourself and those around you in this 
time?  

 
Friends, we walk through our days, in and out of disappointments, carrying 
our hopes and our fears, so often unable to recognise Jesus when we brush 
right by him.  
 
It is my prayer that this week, and all weeks, your eyes will be opened to 
meet him in the quiet moments, in the telling and hearing of stories, in the 
harder moments, and yes in the breaking and sharing of bread. It is my prayer 
that like His disciples we will move through our days as people sent to 
witness to this oft unrecognisable, always present reality- that which 
completes and grounds our stories, that which blesses us and gives us a 
purpose, that which is revealed in communion with God and our fellow 
persons.  
 


