
 

Ó First United Church of Christ, Northfield, MN 

{ PAGE } 

Seeking Christ, Seeing Christ 
Rev. Cindy Maddox 

August 14, 2022 
Luke 24:13-15 
 
It seemed fitting that on this Sunday when we talk about the sense of sight, 
 we supplement our reading of scripture 
  with some showing of scripture.  
I enjoyed finding artwork on this story to show you this morning.  
The artists among us undoubtedly noticed many things beyond my vision, 
 but still, I enjoyed studying them.  
In the piece titled The Pilgrims of Emmaus on the Road 
 you can see that Cleopas and his companion are troubled— 
  one downcast, the other with his hand to his head.  
In another, the walkers are pleading with Jesus to stay with them— 
 one with his hand upon Jesus’ arm,  

the other with hands folded in supplication.  
I found many more pieces of art focused on the meal than on the journey.  
I found it intriguing how some artists used the convention  

of contemporary clothing for all the characters except Jesus.  
Some of them were painted mostly in shadow  

except for the light emanating from Christ. 
I found myself especially intrigued by the looks on the faces  

of those sitting around the table with Jesus.  
Some of the artists took special care in showing that not a single person  

was looking at Jesus when he picked up the bread.  
 They really couldn’t see! 

Others showed absolute astonishment, 
 the whites of their eyes bright and wide.   
 
And I wonder, if I showed you the whole series again,  

if you would see yourself somewhere. 
Would you see yourself as Cleopas and his companion on the road— 

downtrodden, wounded, in emotional or spiritual pain?  
“Two disillusioned disciples who have loved and lost now have to attempt to find 
 where they can pick up pieces and possibly resurrect their lives.”1 

 
1  Woods, Peter. { HYPERLINK "https://thelisteninghermit.com/2012/04/18/leave-me-alone-but-please-stay-the-
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They have the most heart-breaking line: We had hoped.  
 
“So much is said in those four words,  
 as they speak of a future that is not to be,  
 a dream that created energy and enthusiasm but did not materialize,  
 a promise that created faith that proved to be false.  
It speaks of a future that is closed off, now irrelevant, dead.  
 And there are few things more tragic than a dead future. . . . 
 It’s not just the tragedy of what happened that hurts,  
  but the gaping hole of all that could have happened but won’t.”2 
 
We had hoped that this job would bring meaning to our lives. 
We had hoped that this relationship would fill the emptiness inside of us. 
We had hoped that this church community would be the perfect realm of God. 
We had hoped that this time our dreams would come true. 

We had hoped. 
But hope has died,  
Faith has been buried, 
And our souls are shrouded and dark. 

 
Grammatically, “We had hoped” is in the imperfect tense,  
 when in the church we much prefer a good strong future tense.  
Too often in the church we tend to gloss over our brokenness. 
 This isn’t only in the church, of course; we do it in the rest of life, too. 
 But in the church we use religious excuses for the glossing over. 
 We hurry too soon to the resurrection, or to eternal life, 
  and when we do that, we deny the pain that is in the here and now.  
So let me say to you this morning: 
 I know some of you are broken today. 
  You’ve had bad news this week. 
  Members of your family are struggling.  
  You’ve made bad choices and you’ve wounded those you love, 
   or you’ve been wounded by the choices of others. 
And in your brokenness, you cannot see who walks beside you.  

 
night-easter-3/" }  
2 Lose, David. “Broken Before Burning.” https://www.workingpreacher.org/craft.aspx?post=3188 



 

Ó First United Church of Christ, Northfield, MN 

{ PAGE } 

You are Cleopas and his companion— 
 one with his eyes on the ground, the other with his head in his hand.  
 
Or maybe you don’t see yourself in those travelers quite yet.  
Maybe you don’t see yourself in them until they ask Jesus to stay,  
 to come in for dinner and please stick around.  
A writer online has a poignant article about this called 
 “Leave me alone, but please stay the night!” 
He writes this:  
“There is in me at times of crisis the instinctive reaction that wants to flee  

from a confusing context and just get myself home.  
Like the disciples, I want to get the [heck] outa Dodge  

and find something familiar.   
Coffee, red wine, or chocolate in some extravagant ratio will usually do the trick. 
Like those runaways, I also don’t appreciate people who crash my crisis  

with their presence.  
In those first painful moments, when I would rather be alone,  

I seldom recognize them for the risen Christs they really are. 
Like the returning Emmaus residents I would also rather argue and berate  

than listen to what the mysterious presence is saying. 
Yet despite my shock and wallowing confusion, there comes a moment  

when my heart rather than my head recognizes that this one who is walking  
with me has something I need more of.   

If I listen to the impulse I also subliminally understand  
that to allow them to pass me by in this moment would be to miss  
a mystical moment and worse even, avoid healing. 

It is then that my deepest soul wisdom finds this prayer  
and offers it through the fog of confusion and pain. 

‘Stay with me Lord, stay with me, for the day is ending and soon it will be night.’”3 
Maybe you see yourself in the travelers asking the risen Christ 
 to stay close by.  
 
Or maybe you are seated at the table. 
You’re there because you’re hungry  

or you’re there because you’re bored 
  or you’re there because that’s where everybody is gathered 

 
3 Woods, Peter.  
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   so you might as well.  
Maybe you are the one looking away— 
 the one minding his sword, 
  the one reaching for the food— 

or the one staring right at Christ without the slightest recognition. 
Or maybe you are the one with jaw dropped and eyes widened with shock 

as you recognize the risen Christ in the breaking of the bread.  
In our text for today, the disciples didn’t recognize Jesus 
 through the journey or through the teachings. 

It wasn’t until Christ broke the bread that suddenly they recognized  
the stranger in their midst. 

I wonder why. 
Was it because this was such a familiar action— 

Jesus coming into a house as guest and acting as host? 
Was it because they had seen him, on a hillside, 

take and bless and break and give 
a child’s gift of loaves and fish and faith? 

Was it because the last time they saw him alive  
he took and blessed and broke and gave, 

saying, “This is my body, broken for you”? 
Was it because, when he broke the bread, they saw the scars? 
Or was it the brokenness itself? 
Did the brokenness speak so clearly to their broken hearts and broken dreams 

that all the rest broke as well? 
Their fears, broken. 
Their despair, shattered. 
Their expectations, pierced. 

Whatever the reason, they finally saw with their eyes and with their hearts. 
They finally recognized Jesus, the Christ . . .  

and just as quickly Christ disappeared, vanishing into thin air. 
 

Boy, I wish this weren’t in the story! 
In my search of artwork, I didn’t find a single painting of that next moment, 

the moment right after they recognize him, when he disappears. 
I wish Christ had stayed  

until all their questions had been answered and their fears dissolved. 
I wish Christ had stayed 
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and they had laughed and talked and “remember when”-ed,  
until their doubts were just a memory. 

I wish Christ had been known, not in the breaking of the bread,  
but in the slicing of the cake, 

so at least we’d know God would stay through dessert! 
 
But that’s not the way the story is told. 
And it’s not the way most of our stories are told, either. 
The good news is:  

whenever we try to run away; 
when nothing has gone the way we hoped and expected; 
when we can’t figure out, for the life of us,  

how we’re going to make it through . . . 
God is on the road, getting dusty and sweaty right along with us. 
God will be found in the breaking of the bread— 

the bread of sacrament, the bread of community,  
the daily bread of our everyday lives. 

Be known to us, O Christ, in the breaking of the bread. 
Be known to us in all our broken places. 
 
 
I have one last visual treat for you this morning:  

a music video by a group called The Many.  
The song begins with these words:  
“I feel empty; I am worn out; there is so much I cannot see. 
But your love they say has open arms, and your grace is waiting for me.” 
It’s called: Love is here.  
 
 


