
Luke 24:13-35 The Journey to Faith 

 

‘Faith is a journey’… and I am somewhere on that road”… something I have 

heard on the lips of many non-church folk over the last few years. This 

beautiful story of the road to Emmaus is profoundly the story of journeying 

from doubt and despair… to certainty and hope – a realisation – a light dawns! 

(v.31) “Then their eyes were opened and they recognized him and he vanished 

from their sight.” 

This is an almost exact reversal of the account of the Fall in Genesis 3. After 

Adam and Eve ate of the forbidden fruit, we read: “Then the eyes of both of 

them were opened, and they knew that they were naked…. and they hid”  

Adam’s disobedience ushers in an era of shame and fear. 

Jesus’ obedience ushers in a new era of forgiveness and peace. 

But this is to get ahead of ourselves…. How did that couple on the Emmaus 

road move from fear and doubt to certainty and hope? What can we as a 

church learn about how the risen Lord meets with us and how we can 

accompany others on that journey of faith, enabling them to experience the 

presence of our risen Lord too? 

First some principles lifted from this passage and then something of my own 

experience: 

• The stranger came and accompanied these disciples in their doubts; he 

asked questions; he listened to their story. He discovered their 

disappointments “We had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel” 

Jesus listens to it all, whilst walking in the wrong direction – away from 

Jerusalem and the rest of the disciples… but he meets them in despair 

and listens to understand.  

• Jesus then opens up the Word of God, he explains the Scriptures. We are 

not always confident to do this, but the Word of God has its own power 

and authority to convict hearts and we need to be people, to be a 

church who will graciously offer truth…. Not is a way which is 

judgemental or threatening; but in a way which offers life and peace. 

• Jesus then accepts their hospitality; he makes time to go and spend time 

at their table; to fellowship with them. He is the guest at their table. 



Often, we want people to come into church and be our guests, but 

perhaps God calls us to go to them and receive at their table. 

• Finally – in that moment of shared thanksgiving; as Jesus breaks bread; 

there is an acknowledgement of God’s generosity – a sharing of 

thankfulness – which reaches right back to the bounty of the Garden of 

Eden and right forward to the banqueting table in heaven. “For what we 

are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful….” And he 

disappears from their sight. How often – when I am asked to say Grace 

at a wedding supper, or community meal – do I feel this is the point of 

greatest connection with the Creator. 

In order that these two disciples might recognise him in his risen glory, Jesus 

went out of his way to walk alongside them, listening to their doubt and 

despair, offer words of truth from scripture, accept hospitality and share 

fellowship…. Can we in church learn from these principles as we seek to meet 

others where they are on the journey of faith? 

And let us also be ready to meet the risen Lord in unexpected guises and learn 

new truths about our faith.  

This past month I have thought a lot about the pilgrimage I undertook in 2017 

with a small group from Stafford to London, to pray for our NHS, finishing in 

the chapel of St Thomas’ hospital where Boris Johnson was recently in ITU. We 

had scheduled stopping points through each day where people could join us to 

walk a section, sometimes a group joined and we were encouraged, often we 

were alone. On the longest day,22 miles, nearing the outskirts of 

Northampton, the sky was growing dark and menacing. On the carpark of a 

deserted Methodist church stood a loan figure with a backpack. I will call her 

Jenny, she had seen the poster about our Prayer walk on the chapel of the 

Psychiatric hospital where she had been an inpatient for 6 months and worked 

out she could join us as she was having a trial overnight stay at home that 24 

hours. She purchased several packets of biscuits to share with us and walked 

the remaining 4 miles to the hospital. In the last mile, the heavens opened and 

it bucketed with rain. Jenny was able to guide us into a side door and walk 

about ½ mile through hospital corridors to the chapel. We had barely stripped 

off wet jackets to start the worship – than she slipped quietly away to catch 

her bus home. 5 days later in the chapel of St Thomas hospital; Jenny rejoined 

us. She had grown in confidence through our meeting, the hospital had 

discharged her and she had travelled to London to complete the walk with us. 



Jenny was for me the unexpected stranger; the face of Jesus on the road… and 

if we had walked the whole 180 miles to see her healed, I would have done it 

again. I learnt in a profound way that our faith is not about attracting the 

masses but ministering to the individual – the pne person in whom I see Jesus 

that day. 

I can vividly recall the times of thanksgiving and fellowship we shared around 

so many tables and the prayers that were offered for the NHS and for the 

Government; especially that they would come to value our health service as 

the hands and feet of a healing God. Last week, listening to Boris’s speech I am 

wondering if God has answered our prayers in the strangest of ways. When we 

faithfully pray and trust God for his answers… we may find ourselves walking 

with a stranger who turns out to be our Lord. 

 

I am not sure what the next few weeks will bring for any of us; but may we 

learn to see Christ in unexpected people and places and to be as Christ to 

others when he needs us to listen to their fears and disappointments… to walk 

alongside them and share fellowship, if only in our phone conversations or e-

mails. Finally, may we grow in our Pilgrimage of prayer, as we learn to walk 

alongside our risen Lord and pray ‘Thy Kingdom come, thy will be done…. on 

earth as it is in heaven.’   Amen. 


