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Oh so many years ago, I remember someone gave me what 
looked like a drawing of a goblet, and said, “What do you see in 
this picture?”  I saw a goblet, but then, I was asked to look more 
closely, I no longer saw a goblet but I saw the contours of two 
faces.  That optical illusion is considered a classic; it was 
created by Edgar Rubin and I’m not exactly sure what it proved 
except that some people can see the goblet and two faces; some 
people can see the two faces but no goblets and some people 
can only see the goblet.   
 
It’s a matter of perception more than it is intelligence (at least, 
that’s what I think).   And if you go online, you can find lots of 
these optical illusions.  In fact, a lot of them get posted on 
Facebook—how many triangles do you see in this picture?  
What words do you see among all these letters?  And when 
participants dutifully post their answers in the comment 
section, I am always amazed at the variety of answers! 
 
A runner up to optical illusion games is the hidden objects 
game, in which a picture is drawn and then a bunch of smaller 
pictures are hidden in the larger picture.  And then, of course, 
there’s the ever-popular “Where’s Waldo?” which encourages 
us to search high and low for Waldo amid a sea of Waldo-like 
figures and colors. 
 
So optical illusions have what to do with today’s passage?  That 
Jesus was just an optical illusion, walking on the road to 
Emmaus with Cleopas and the unnamed disciples?  Did they 
just think they recognized him when they broke the bread?  
And all the disciples were fooled later that evening in 



Jerusalem by only what seemed like Jesus appearing in their 
midst? 
 
Good news for you that this sermon is not going to be like one 
of those mystery shows in which how the murderer did it is 
revealed in final ten minutes, although heaven knows staying 
at home has filled my head with hours and hours of Monk 
episodes!  If there’s a mystery to be solved, it’s not a “why 
couldn’t they recognize Jesus on the road to Emmaus” so much 
as it is “how do we let Jesus go unrecognized so much of our 
lives.”  Because Jesus is there.  He’s there in every moment of 
our lives, from our first breath to our last breath, in every 
ordinary and extraordinary event, from a common cold to a 
major pandemic.  He’s there.   
 
Like he did over 2000 years ago, Jesus walks along beside us 
and says, “Tell me again what happened?” and we tell the story 
of Jesus again but not because Jesus doesn’t know it, but 
because we need to hear it again.  Because we need to hear it 
out loud.  To be reminded of Jesus’ life, death and resurrection 
in the context of our sadness and suffering, our pain and 
disappointments, our desires versus God’s will.   
 
This entire passage is about recognizing Jesus in ordinary 
things—a walk, in a blessing before a meal, in sharing a meal 
together, in the simple act of daily living.  During his life, Jesus 
was with his disciples in their daily lives.  After his 
resurrection, Jesus appeared to his disciples in the everyday 
rhythm of their lives.  His appearances weren’t dramatic--he 
didn’t command the sun to stop shining, or make the entire 
Roman army faint.  He didn’t still another storm or feed 5000 
more people with leftovers.  He didn’t cure every leper in the 
area with a single word, or banish every demon-possessed 
individual.  He simply walked alongside two grieving and 



disappointed disciples, he accepted an invitation to share meal, 
and he ate a piece of broiled fish. 
 
This passage reminds us that even in the midst of our grief and 
pain, Jesus comes alongside us, in our midst, speaking words of 
comfort.  We may not recognize him at first—maybe he sounds 
like our best friend or spouse, offering prayer and 
encouragement.  Or he looks like one of our children or 
grandchildren, sharing a meal and passing the dinner rolls.  
Then suddenly we know the voice of our Savior, we experience 
his loving touch, and our doubts vanish.  Our pain is eased.  Our 
hope is restored. 
 
And this passage reminds us that even in ordinary moments of 
our lives, we need to be reminded of the story of Jesus—his life 
on earth, his death, his resurrection.  If we were all here in the 
sanctuary, I would say, “It’s why we’re here!” but even though 
we aren’t all here in the sanctuary, it’s why you tuned in to this 
service today, or why you’re watching it later.  In the ordinary 
moments of our lives, not just the times of pain or anxiety, but 
the times of joy and hope, we need to be reminded that Christ 
is in our midst.   
 
After all, we have invited him, have we not?  As Christians, we 
have asked Jesus to walk with us, we have urged Jesus to 
remain with us because darkness is coming.  Or because as we 
travel this life, we don’t want to be far from our savior. 
 
I know that we have sung the spiritual, “I want Jesus to walk 
with me.”  I love when we sing that hymn together; I’ll confess 
that I love how Will plays that hymn, too!  The words fit well 
with this Emmaus road experience: 
I want Jesus to walk with me, all along my pilgrim journey, Lord, 
I want Jesus to walk with me. 



In my trials, Lord, walk with me; when my heart is almost 
breaking Lord, I want Jesus to walk with me. 
When I’m in trouble, Lord walk with me, when my head is bowed 
in sorrow, Lord, I want Jesus to walk with me. 
 
Someone once gave me metal plaque with a Latin phrase on it, 
which translated means, “Bidden or unbidden, God is present.”  
The interesting thing about the person who gave me that 
plaque is that she declared that she was not a Christian, but she 
respected my Christian beliefs and wanted to give me an 
appropriate “religious” gift.  Her gift opened my eyes to all the 
ways God was present in my life at that very moment,  enabled 
me to see God at work in so many people and things, and 
reminded me that I was not alone—Christ was walking beside 
me. 
 
We can get so wrapped up in our lives, our concerns, our fears, 
uncertainty about the future, anxiety about country “opening 
up” and about the virus itself.  We can get so distracted by life’s 
problems, until someone speaks a word of hope or grace, or 
performs a simple act of kindness and we think, “how foolish, 
and how slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have 
declared!”  Jesus wasn’t scolding Cleopas and his companion, 
but affirming them with scripture after scripture.  Jesus walks 
in step with us and shows us—like he showed them—how the 
scriptures bring life not death; hope not despair; divine 
strength not human achievement.  Now, understand, it’s not 
that our troubles will vanish, like Jesus vanished from the 
disciples’ sight.  It’s that our troubles will be caught up in the 
walk, in the talk, in the prayer, in the meal, in the fact that Jesus 
is with us—with our family, with this congregation, with our 
community, with our world.  Even if we don’t immediately 
recognize him, Jesus is there. 
 



Donovan Drake, senior pastor at Westminster Presbyterian 
Church here in Nashville, tells the story about a visit he and 
some church members made to group homes in Nashville for 
homeless people.  He met a woman who told the group," I 
thank God that I have a roof over my head," she said. "I thank 
God that I have food on my table! I'm learning how to type, so I 
can get a job. I thank God, and I thank God for you too, because 
without people like you, who help make this place possible, I 
don't know if I would be alive. I just thank everyone I see, 
because you never know who the angels are among us." 
One of the women who worked for the organization told 
Donovan’s group, "I'm not saying that we don't have failures. 
Sometimes we don't hear back from our graduates, and when 
we don't hear back, we worry. Most of the time we don't hear 
back because they've fallen off the wagon or are embarrassed 
to call us." She said, "I've gone down to police stations in the 
middle of the night and told a young girl in chains, 'When you 
get out of jail, I'll be right here for you! Don't you ever think 
that I've forgotten about you. I haven't. I haven't forgotten 
about you...because God never forgets about you!'" 

Donovan reflected on that day, and said, “As I left that group 
home I thought about a God who never gives up on anyone. I 
thought about how we can't either. I thought about strangers 
who come out of nowhere to reach out a hand. I thought about 
angels unaware. I thought about past pain and new hope.  I'm 
just thinking as we walk this Emmaus road, we can either 
stand around looking sad, or we can stop feeling sorry for 
ourselves and just listen to his words, believe and do! Visit the 
strangers. Feed the hungry. Lift up the poor, taste and see that 
the Lord is good!” 

It is in those ordinary moments that we see Christ in our midst, 
that we recognize our Lord and Savior.  In ordinary moments 
of giving thanks and sharing, we see—sometimes 



unexpectedly!—the face of Jesus.  Hold the picture of your life 
in the light of Christ and your eyes will be opened and you’ll 
recognize Jesus.  It’s no optical illusion.  Every day, sometimes 
knowing, and sometimes without knowing, Jesus walks with 
us, talks with us, eats with us, is with us in the midst of our 
lives—and he is there, and will be there, always. 


