
TEXT:  Luke 24:13-35         April 18, 2021 

MORE THAN JUST A BITE TO EAT 

There are some folks who routinely call me Brother John.  I don’t mean Robert, Mark, and 
Sue, my three siblings.  No,  I am referring to members of my religious order.  The fact that I 
am a member of a religious order may surprise you, after all most people think of religious 
orders as being part of the Roman Catholic tradition.  You know monks and nuns and all that.  
But the fact is there are any number of religious orders that are not Roman Catholic in origin 
or in membership.  And mine is one of them.  In fact, it was started, some ninety years ago, 
by a Unitarian--which is about as far removed from Catholicism as you can get.  He was a  
pastor named John Wilson.  Today there are about fifty of us and we are all Protestant 
pastors, mostly from the United Church of Christ. 

Our order is focused on several vows  that one takes when one is welcomed into its 
membership.  Vows that commit one to a series of obligations.  The daily obligation is to pray 
for the members of the order and clergy in general.  The weekly obligation is to visit the sick, 
the lonely, the imprisoned, or other person on the fringes of society.  The monthly obligation 
is to maintain a two-hour period of silence at some point in the month.  The annual obligation 
is to join with other members of the order in a retreat which is structured around times of 
silence, times of worship and prayer, sharing various readings, music, meals, and fellowship.  
In the beginning all the retreats were all held at the home of our Founder on an island off the 
coast of Maine near Boothbay Harbor.  Today they are held in a variety of locations including 
Ohio, West Virginia, Swan’s Island in Maine, and a lovely spot in Rhode Island. 

My father was a member of the order and I am one of a small handful of members  who have 
been second generation.  I have very fond memories of  my first times on retreat when I 
shared a room with Dad.  We would often talk late into the night.  Somehow the cloak of 
darkness, the sounds of the waves and the smell of salt in the air, freed us both up to speak 
with a degree of openness that often eludes fathers and sons. 

Our order was once made up exclusively of ordained men, but back in the late seventies it 
began to admit clergywomen as well.  It was originally called. Brothers of the Way--but now 
is known as BSOW--Brothers and Sisters of the Way. 

The Way being referenced, of course, is the Way of Jesus.  It reflects one of the earliest names 
for the church.  In fact, several times in the book of Acts Christians are referred to as people 
of the Way.  The idea that we are all traveling along the Way together, the idea of our sharing 
the journey of faith, is also reflected in the familiar words we offer up at the beginning of 
every worship service here on this island surrounded by much warmer waters than the North 



Atlantic:  “No matter who you are,” we say, “no matter where you are on life’s journey, you 
are welcome here.” 

For me there is something especially satisfying about this image of the church:  we are not 
stagnant, we don’t’ stay in one place, we aren’t bound to one location, nor to one set of 
prescribed understandings about God or Jesus or the Bible.  We are on a journey.  We are on 
the way.  We haven’t arrived; we may never arrive.  But we carry on, putting one foot in front 
of the other.  Sometimes at a brisk clip, sometimes at a snail’s pace.  But whatever, we keep 
on the Way.  As Martin Luther King once said, “If you can't fly then run, if you can't run then 
walk, if you can't walk then crawl, but whatever you do you have to keep moving forward.” 
And so, we do.  Yes, to say faith is a journey may be cliched, but it also happens to be true. 

Luke understood that.  If you look closely at the structure of his gospel you will quickly 
discover that it is built around a literal journey, the journey Jesus and his disciples take from  
Galilee to Jerusalem.  If you look at the Acts of the Apostles, the other book Luke wrote, you 
will see that too is built around the idea of journey, as he recounts St. Paul’s four journeys, 
and the story of how people of the Way carried the gospel message from Jerusalem to Rome.  
So it is that our passage has a setting that, as one scholar writes, “is typical of Luke.” (Donald 
Senior, Feasting on the Word, A:2,419)  Yes, it is literally about a journey from Jerusalem to 
Emmaus, but more importantly, it is about a journey from fear and sorrow to courage and 
joy. 

It is evening, and as the sun sets on that first Easter, two of Jesus’ disciples are making their 
way home to Emmaus after being in Jerusalem.  One we know is named Cleopas.  The other is 
never identified, which leads many scholars to speculate that his traveling companion was his 
wife.  I assume that to be the case.   

As they walk, they are more than  likely weighed down by grief.  They have been  followers of 
Jesus for some time.  Maybe they’ve even traveled with him part of the way as he journeyed 
to Jerusalem.  They have been inspired by his message, they have listened intently to his 
stories, they have seen him heal the sick.  And they have hoped that he was indeed the one 
anointed by God to save Israel, the Messiah.  But his constant references to the kingdom of 
God finally caught up with him.  The Romans would not abide anyone suggesting someone 
other than Caesar was a true king.  To speak like that was seen as treason.  To speak like that 
was considered seditious.  And while Jesus never mounted an insurrection, Rome was still 
worried enough to put him to death.  They had hung him on a cross along a well-traveled 
road as a warning.  Mess with Rome and this is what could happen to you.  It was classic 
state-sponsored terrorism, designed to keep the Jews in line. 



All that had happened on Friday, but then Sunday morning, they had gotten word that Jesus 
wasn’t dead.  That his tomb was empty, that some of the women in their number claimed to 
have actually seen him, even talked to him. 

As Cleopas and his wife are discussing all this a stranger catches up to them as they walk the 
road to Emmaus.  It is Jesus, Luke tells us, but they do not recognize him.  Perhaps because of 
the tears in their eyes.  Perhaps because of the inner turmoil they are experiencing. 

What are you discussing, he asks.  And they tell him--all about their hopes, their fears, the 
stories they have heard from Mary Magdalene and others.  They are surprised he doesn’t 
know about the crucifixion.  It’s been the talk of the town.  “Are you the only stranger in 
Jerusalem who doesn’t know about these things?”  

But then things take a turn.  And the stranger begins to do a Bible study in motion.  He goes 
through the teachings of Moses and the writings of the prophets and shows them how all 
these things about Jesus were inevitable.  “Don’t you see how these things had to happen 
that the Messiah had to suffer and only then enter glory?”  (The Message, 1912) 

His exegesis, his explanation, puzzles them, and yet it also gives them a bit of hope.  Maybe 
what the women have reported is true.  The moon has come out, though, and night is falling.   
And they have arrived at their home.  It can be dangerous for a traveler to move along a dark 
road by himself after dark, so they invite him to spend the night.  Come, they urge him, have 
a bite to eat, and we’ll make a space where you can rest to rest before heading out in the 
morning.  And he accepts. 

So, it is they find themselves at table with him.  They invite him to offer a word of thanks, to 
say grace if you will.  And then it happens.  The stranger takes the bread, blesses it, breaks it, 
and then hands it to them,  just as they had seen Jesus do, so many times before.  At meals 
they had shared.  When he fed the thousands with five loaves and two fish.  The time he ate 
with Simon the Pharisee.  With Jesus a meal was never just a bite to eat, it was a celebration 
of life itself!  And this meal, this simple meal in their own home, felt just like all those other 
times.  And suddenly their eyes are opened.  And they realize who the stranger is.  Who this 
one who had shared their journey truly is.  But just as quickly as they have recognized him, he 
is gone.  Vanishes from sight. 

 In their excitement, they can’t sit still.  The journey must continue!  They jump up from the 
table and rush out the door to make their way back to Jerusalem to find Peter and the others-
-and to tell them all that had happened on the road and at their table.  And in that moment, 
they become people of the Way.  The Way of Jesus, the way of hope. 



When the members of my order are on retreat, we close each evening with a time of reading, 
a time of communal prayer, and then we gather around a table by candlelight to share Holy 
Communion.  One of us takes bread, blesses, and breaks it and then gives it to the rest.  And 
most nights, if we are fully present, we too are able to see Jesus.  Not just in the face of the 
one presiding at the meal, but in each precious face around the table.  And in those moments, 
we are reminded just why we are called Brothers and Sisters of the Way.  For it is our task, 
even as it is the task of each and every Christian, to travel along the way of Jesus, inviting 
friend and stranger alike to share the bread, to share the meal, to share the journey called 
faith.  For all who follow Jesus are truly people of the Way. 

Amen 

John H. Danner 

 

 

 

  


