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I find this Road to Emmaus story fascinating with more to it than the rather brief facts given by Luke and it does have a real Ring of Truth.

I have tried to find out a little more of the early followers of Christ such as Cleopas and his companion.  Luke’s other book, Acts, in the first chapter, tells us there were about 120 followers of Jesus, some of whom had followed him from the time of his baptism in Jordon, by John.

I have assumed that these two are amongst the 120 – it is only conjecture, but a reasonable one, for when at the end of the story they came rushing back to Jerusalem with the news, they knew where the Apostles were hiding, behind which locked doors.

For the next few minutes, I will let them tell their story:  
There was a difference this year coming up to Jerusalem for the Passover.  Jesus kept telling of how he would be handed over to wicked men and killed and also ‘My kingdom is not of this world’, it was confusing, but on the Sunday when we arrived, his close friends produced a young donkey, a colt, and he rode the animal into the City with the people cheering and calling ‘Hosanna’.  Was this the fulfilment of Zechariah’s prophesy, ‘Rejoice, behold your King cometh unto thee.  He is just and having salvation, lowly and riding upon an ass’?  This must signify something was to happen.

For several days he taught to huge crowds in the Temple – although the first day he turned over all the money changer’s tables and the people cheered, but he kept on about dying and being raised up after three days, most did not understand what he meant, we didn’t.  We hoped he was going at last to lead us against the Romans and establish his kingdom here.  We were all agog for the action.

How our world fell apart!  From our highest hopes, we woke on Friday morning to hear he had been arrested during the night, not by the Romans, but by our own Council who had been helped by Judas.  It was true alright, by 9 o’clock he was on a cross and by three in the afternoon he was dead.  We watched from a safe distance, we saw Joseph and some others take him down, carry him to a cave and seal the entrance just as the Sabbath was about to commence.

The Sabbath was the most wretched day ever, completely devoid of any hope and the next day nothing had changed.  We decided to go to our cousin in Emmaus, anything rather than stay here.  Just before we left we heard some of the women had been to the cave, but the body had been taken away somewhere and Mary was shouting that she had seen him alive.  She was always a bit hysterical!
We set off and this stranger going the same way asked if he could join us.  We would rather have been on our own; being polite to a fellow traveller was not on our agenda!

Of course we did not recognise him, we gave him little attention really, but he started asking questions and we found he had no idea what had been happening!  But when we told him he started off on the prophecies of Isaiah and reminded us how the Holy One of God was to be killed, led like a lamb to the slaughter.  The time went so quickly, we found ourselves at our cousin’s house in no time at all.  So we asked him in.  There he was sitting at the table breaking the bread and giving the blessing and suddenly we knew who he was – absolutely, not a shadow of doubt!
As we realised it was Jesus, he disappeared, but we didn’t care, he was alive, we knew it, our hearts were just bursting and we more or less ran all the way back to tell the others.

Well, that is the story of the Road to Emmaus, a marvellous story in itself, but I think it has a deeper meaning.

To me, it was the rescue of two believers from the depths of deepest despair.  These two were not leaders, not important, just ordinary followers, but Jesus came to them.

Mary at the tomb was in complete despair, but Jesus called her and she knew.

The 11 equally in despair – he came to them, even coming back specially to reassure Thomas.

In our darkest moments, Jesus will come to us.
