
1 

 

LAKEWOOD PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH 
Rev. Katie Robb 

May 8, 2011 
 

In the Breaking of the Bread 
Luke 24:13-35 

                                      
 

 13Now on that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles 
from Jerusalem, 14and talking with each other about all these things that had happened. 15While they 
were talking and discussing, Jesus himself came near and went with them, 16but their eyes were kept 
from recognizing him. 17And he said to them, "What are you discussing with each other while you walk 
along?" They stood still, looking sad.  
 18 Then one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answered him, "Are you the only stranger in 
Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in these days?" 
 19 He asked them, "What things?"  
 They replied, "The things about Jesus of Nazareth, who was a prophet mighty in deed and word 
before God and all the people,20 and how our chief priests and leaders handed him over to be 
condemned to death and crucified him.21 But we had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel. Yes, 
and besides all this, it is now the third day since these things took place.  
 22 Moreover, some women of our group astounded us. They were at the tomb early this morning, 
23 and when they did not find his body there, they came back and told us that they had indeed seen a 
vision of angels who said that he was alive. 24Some of those who were with us went to the tomb and 
found it just as the women had said; but they did not see him." 
 25 Then he said to them, "Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that the 
prophets have declared! 26Was it not necessary that the Messiah should suffer these things and then 
enter into his glory?" 27Then beginning with Moses and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the 
things about himself in all the scriptures. 
 28 As they came near the village to which they were going, he walked ahead as if he were going on. 
29 But they urged him strongly, saying, "Stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is now 
nearly over." So he went in to stay with them. 
 30 When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed and broke it, and gave it to them. 
31Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him; and he vanished from their sight.  
 32They said to each other, "Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the 
road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?" 
 33That same hour they got up and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their 
companions gathered together. 34They were saying, "The Lord has risen indeed, and he has appeared 
to Simon!" 35Then they told what had happened on the road, and how he had been made known to 
them in the breaking of the bread. 

                          ____   
 
“We’re going for a walk.”  I remember my parents saying those words pretty frequently when I was a 
child. Once in awhile, they’d leave us kids with dishes and head out around the block. Or wherever it 
was that they went. I vaguely thought it was nice they wanted to be outside. But I didn’t really think 
about it that much. 
 
“Let’s go for a walk,” my dad would say to me when I was home on breaks during college. I’d go, glad 
to be outside, but also to spend time with my dad, just us. And it was pretty clear he had a plan for 
most walks… 



2 

 

                                                           

…an important topic of conversation related to the classes I was taking  
and just what in the world I was going to do after graduation  
and how I would I support myself  
and how to budget  
and all of those issues that dads are probably very concerned with when their daughter is about to 
graduate college. 
“Let’s go for a walk,” he would say. 
 
As I started working with young people more, I remember an episode where a ten-year was having an 
angry meltdown directed at friends. I stepped over to him and simply said, “Let’s go for a walk.” And as 
we got his feet moving, he began to calm down and think a little bit about what he was feeling. 
 
The story today is about a walk. The scene has a lot of movement. 
 
Jesus meets two people on the road. Though they were not of the twelve, they had been followers of 
Jesus. Part of a group with the women who had found the empty tomb. They had held hope that this 
great prophet would redeem Israel. It’s possible that the person with Cleopas was his wife. Women 
often appear in scripture without a name. 
 
A stranger asks them what they are talking about. And they go for a walk. They do some talking – 
processing the events that have passed. 
 
Jesus does some teaching about the scriptures. He reminds them of some things about himself in 
scripture. Starting with Moses, he talks about how God redeems Israel. This is a nice example of how 
scripture is best read and interpreted in community, where it can be questioned and studied and 
discussed. 
 
All this time they are walking. And then they stop as they near their village. They invite this stranger to 
stay with them. Then they go to the meal. 
 
Bishop John Shelby Spong  has been known to say: 
 – “we cannot know God, we can only experience God.” 
What might have happened if these two had not urged Christ to eat with them? If they had stopped 
the conversation on the road? 
 
“Christ meets us at tables that provide self-giving welcome.”1 
 
“He took the bread, and blessed it, and broke it.” 
 
And faith is born and nurtured in earthly things – bread, wine, water.  Christ reveals himself at a simple 
meal. 
 
“Then their eyes were opened and they recognized him.” 
 
The breaking of the bread, this simple act of community, or communion. Something shared together, 
the result of radical hospitality, is what opened their eyes, took their fear and doubt, their dashed 
hopes, and transformed it into something they could live on. 

 
1 Molly T. Marshall in Feasting on the Word, Year A, Volume 2. Pg. 422. 
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But what I really love is what comes next. Their eyes have been opened, but they don’t stop there. 
 
For then, though Jesus has vanished, they begin to reflect together. They continue to process what 
happened on the road. “Were not our hearts burning within us?” 
 
So not only were their eyes opened in that bread-breaking moment, their eyes were opened to look 
back upon events that they had experienced and to see them differently. To find some grain of truth 
and life as they finally recognized Christ in their midst. Like a young adult who looks back and 
remembers the faith or wisdom that a parent, a mother, may have shared when they were too 
hormone-blinded to hear it. 
“Were not our hearts burning within us?” 
 
Many of you know that I spent a week recently on the Isle of Iona in Scotland. I went there to study 
with an expert in Celtic Christianity named John Philip Newell. Celtic Christianity has a rich history of 
connecting Christ with creation, with the deepest beauty that God has made. 
 
In his book, Christ of the Celts, Newell says: 
 “Christ comes to reawaken us to our true nature.”2  
 
He continues: 
 
“Christ comes to restore us to the original root of our being.  As the twenthieth-century mystic-
scientist Teilhard de Chardin says… in the Celtic world, grace is the ‘seed of resurrection’ sowed in our 
nature.” 
 
“And grace is given not that we might find some exterior source of strength,  but that we might be 
established again in the deep inner security of our being and, in learning to lose ourselves in love for 
one another, to truly find ourselves.”3 
 
“Were not our hearts burning within us?” 
 
And can you imagine how their conversation continued? When have you really spoken with a 
companion about a time your eyes were opened? Have you not only walked the road but also made 
the journey inward? 
 
Many Christians have struggled this week to find the proper reaction to the death of Osama bin Laden. 
 
Some cheered…celebrating a kind of justice done.  
Some were sickened by the cheering…finding it hard to celebrate any death. 
Some continued as they had been, under the difficult command of Jesus, praying for this, their enemy. 
Some were simply proud of their soldier children. 
Some simply continued to worry about potential new dangers to their soldier children. 
 
Whatever our varied initial reactions, we know that we are called to reflect on the events of the world.  

                                                            
2 J. Philip Newell, Christ of the Celts, pg. 9. 

3 Newell, pg. 10. 
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To walk awhile, and talk them through with friends. 
To invite strangers into the conversation. 
And to reflect on our reactions. 
Was your heart burning within you sometime last week? 
For what? 
Relief? 
Revenge? 
Victory? 
Hope for peace? 
 
Can we see the face of God in any of this? 
 
I was encouraged by the many Facebook statuses and Tweets quoting Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. 
Holding out hope for a transformed world. Reactions that are more measured and thought-out. 
 

”Returning hate for hate multiplies hate, adding deeper darkness to a night already devoid of stars. 
Darkness cannot drive out darkness: only light can do that.  

Hate cannot drive out hate, only love can do that.” - Martin Luther King Jr 
 
Certainly he is talking about finding the seed of resurrection within us. Of re-awakening to our 
deepest, truest natures that acknowledge God’s creation at the heart of all things. 
 
Just like at the meal, in the reflecting together, our best understanding comes in community, in 
sharing our interpretations.  These two disciples began to reflect together…they came to see with 
their hearts what was happening… 
 
And the conversion happened within them, hope returned to them. 
 
Faith does not come to us in a singular moment. It is a process, lifelong. We walk together. We 
experience. We process. We listen and learn from the scriptures. 
 
We break bread together – the earthy stuff of life. 
 
And then we reflect. 
Process. 
Pray. 
Apply. 
Share. 
 
In Iona, our prayer time included walking meditation. We didn’t stop with the words of the prayers or 
songs. But we continued, in silence, walking. So that we could see in the world around us make 
meaning of the events of our lives. 
 
So this bread is not just for opening our eyes. It’s to make us think. The bread stops us. The walking 
feeds us. 
 
So many of the sermons you hear here at Lakewood, both mine and Terry’s, call you to action. And 
that tells you a lot about who we are as a church community. For what good is a life of faith if it is not 
lived? But today I do not want to call you to action. I want to call you to reflection. 
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As you break bread with whomever it is you may break bread with today, whether is it with mom, or 
alone in her memory, whether you have a burger with friends at Cruisers, or leftovers in your kitchen 
with your husband.  As you break bread today, and at every meal, slow down enough to see the face 
of Christ in your life. And take enough time to look back and reflect on it. 
 
When was your heart burning within you? 
What was it like? 
And how will you live now that you have thought about it? 
 

Walking and stopping.  Looking back. 
We know the risen Lord. 


