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Olivet Christian Church Worship 
Sunday, April 26, 2020 

3rd Sunday of Easter 
 

Call to Worship     
  
Travelers on the Way, what shall we do? 
We shall praise God who hears our prayers, who 
draws near to us, and brings new life out of 
death. 
Dear Ones, how shall we live? 
With the confidence of God’s beloved children, 
with security and joy of God’s saving grace. 
Friends old and new, what is the promise? 
New life, forgiveness of sin, the Spirit as gift! 
Beloved Siblings, how shall we praise? 
We lift our voices and our hearts in love, thanks, 
and praise! We will praise the Lord as long as we 
live! 
 

 
Pastoral Prayer     
      
Impossible God, You make all things possible. You 
make all things new. You called forth light when 
Your Spirit hovered over the waters, and there 
was light. You breathed into dirt and brought 
forth humanity. You raised Christ from the tomb. 
You continue to bring forth life out of death. You 
raise flowers from the earth after the cold 
winter. We know You will bring forth life again. In 
this time, may we deepen our trust in You. May 
we strengthen our faith in humanity that love can 
overcome fear and hate. May we broaden our 
understanding of love to all who are in need. May 
we rise from this time with lessons learned and 
strive to build a better society of kindness and 
caring. May we remember those who are risking 
their lives to save lives, and those who are 
keeping our society running and making it 
possible to have food and vital services.  

May we our part to ensure their health and 
safety now and in the time to come by working 
for justice for all, for living wages for all, for 
healthcare for all. Impossible God, may we learn 
that nothing is impossible with You. We can 
change the world because of You. We can love 
one another without hate because of You. We 
can become a new creation because of You. 
Remind us, teach us, and guide us. Amen.  
 

 
Scripture: Luke 24:13-35     
 
13 Now on that same day two of them were going 
to a village called Emmaus, about seven 
miles from Jerusalem, 14 and talking with each 
other about all these things that had 
happened. 15 While they were talking and 
discussing, Jesus himself came near and went 
with them, 16 but their eyes were kept from 
recognizing him. 17 And 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 
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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. 24 Some 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! 26 Was it not 
necessary that the Messiah should suffer these 
things and then enter into his glory?” 27 Then 
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. 31 Then their eyes were opened, and they 
recognized him; and he vanished from their 
sight. 32 They 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?” 33 That same hour they got up 
and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the 
eleven and their companions gathered 
together. 34 They were saying, “The Lord has risen 
indeed, and he has appeared to Simon!” 35 Then 
they told what had happened on the road, and 
how he had been made known to them in the 
breaking of the bread. 
 

 
Message   Rev. Hannah Ryan 
 
On this third Sunday of Easter, we find ourselves 
traveling a road that’s uncomfortably familiar. I 
dare to say, every one of us, regardless of 
identity or circumstance, knows this road.  

We’ve walked it. We’ve lost our way on it. We’ve 
left behind and then returned to it. The road is 
the road to Emmaus, and we recognize it by the 
words we speak when our feet hit its rough and 
winding way one more time: “But we had 
hoped.” 
 
But we had hoped the tumor wasn’t malignant. 
We had hoped our marriage would get easier. 
We had hoped the depression would lift. We had 
hoped to keep our jobs. We had hoped to 
experience God’s presence when we pray. We 
had hoped… 
 
Hope in the past tense is just one of the saddest 
things there is. The words we speak on the road 
to Emmaus are words of pain, disappointment, 
bewilderment, and yearning. They are words we 
say when our expectations have been dashed, 
our cherished dreams are dead, and there’s 
nothing left to do but leave, defeated and done. 
But we had hoped. 
 
In our Gospel story this week, Cleopas and his 
unnamed companion say these same words to 
the stranger who appears alongside them as they 
walk to Emmaus on Easter evening: “But we had 
hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel.” 
 
Jesus—as far as they know—is dead. The Lord 
they staked their lives on, the Messiah they 
thought would change the world, has died the 
most humiliating and godless death imaginable, 
and his promises of a new kingdom have come to 
nothing. Worse, Jesus’ tomb is empty, his body is 
missing and the women who loved and followed 
him appear to have gone mad, what with their 
bizarre reports of angels, gardeners, and talking 
ghosts. How things have fallen apart. “But we 
had hoped” for so much. 
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Now, it’s important to remember that the 
Emmaus story is an Easter story. We may be a 
couple weeks out from Easter, but according to 
Luke’s Gospel, this story happens on Resurrection 
Sunday. On the very day we pull out the Easter 
lilies, sing our “Alleluias,” and declare that death 
has been defeated, the road to Emmaus 
stretches out ahead of us, offering defeat, 
disillusionment, and misrecognition. Which is to 
say, sometimes resurrection takes longer than 
three days. Sometimes new life comes in fits and 
starts. Sometimes, seeing and recognizing the 
risen Christ is hard. 
 
This year, especially, I find myself grateful for the 
honest witness of this post-resurrection story. 
I’m grateful that the journey continues into 
Easter evening, when hope is possible but not yet 
realized. I’m grateful that even the road to 
Emmaus—the road of brokenness, the road of 
failure—is a sacred road. A road that Jesus walks. 
A road that honors our deep disappointment, 
even as it holds out possibilities of nourishment 
and revelation. 
 
Here are a few things I’ve noticed as I’ve 
reflected upon the Emmaus narrative this week: 
 
I notice a quiet resurrection. One would think 
that a God who suffers a torturous death would 
come back with a vengeance, determined to 
shout his triumph from the rooftops, and prove 
his accusers and killers wrong. But Jesus does no 
such thing. He makes absolutely no effort to 
vindicate himself, or to avenge his cruel death. 
 
Instead, in the evening of his greatest victory, the 
risen Christ takes a walk. When he notices two of 
his followers walking ahead of him, he 
approaches them in a guise so gentle, so 
understanding, and so mundane, they don’t 
recognize him. 
 

This is not, I’ll admit, what I always want from the 
resurrected Christ. “Be we had hoped” he’d be 
more dramatic. More convincing. More 
unmistakably divine. We had hoped he’d make 
post-Easter faith easier. Part of the 
disappointment we face on the Emmaus road is 
the disappointment of the quiet resurrection. 
The disappointment of God’s maddening subtlety 
and hiddenness.  
 
I also notice healing through story. As soon as 
Jesus falls into step with the companions on the 
road, he invites them to tell their story. 
Astonished by this question, Cleopas and his co-
traveler tell Jesus everything. They share with 
him the story of their faith—its rise and its fall. 
They tell of their devastation, their confusion, 
their uncertainty.  
 
And Jesus listens. He hears them out, allowing 
them the balm of articulation. And then—when 
they’re done—he tells the story back to them, 
and as he does so, the story changes. In his 
retelling, it becomes what it really always was—
something far bigger, deeper, wiser, and richer 
than the travelers on the Emmaus road 
understood.  
 
When Jesus tells the story, he grounds it in 
memory, in tradition, in history, in Scripture. He 
helps the travelers comprehend their place in a 
narrative that long precedes them, a narrative big 
enough to hold their disappointment without 
being defeated by it.  
 
For me, the experience of the Emmaus road 
always involves a narrowing of my story—
perhaps for you, too. I lose all sense of the big 
picture. I lose all ability to place my life in the 
broader, more expansive context of God’s all-
encompassing Story. I need Jesus to meet me on 
the road, and weave memory, Scripture, context, 
and purpose back into the tiny narratives I cling 
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to. “But we had hoped the story was bigger. We 
had hoped it would have a better ending.” Well, 
it is. And it does. 
 
Finally, I notice the smallness of things. Once 
Jesus and his companions are seated around the 
table, Jesus takes bread. He takes, blesses, 
breaks, and gives. So small a thing. So small a 
thing that changes everything. 
 
During these hard days of sheltering in place, 
hearing horrific stories of death and suffering, 
and fearing for our futures as individuals, 
families, communities, and nations, it’s difficult 
to trust in the transformative power of small 
things. A bit of bread. A sip of wine. A common 
table. A shared meal. 
 
But the Emmaus story speaks to this power—the 
power of the small and the commonplace to 
reveal the divine. God shows up during a quiet 
evening walk. God is made known around our 
dinner tables. God reveals God’s self when we 
take, bless, break, and give. God is present in the 
rhythms and rituals of our seemingly ordinary 
days. 
 
What does this mean right now? It means God is 
in the text you send the lonely neighbor. God 
appears in the Zoom gathering, the phone call, 
the greeting card. Jesus is the stranger you see 
across the street when you walk your dog—both 
of you smiling beneath your protective masks. 
The sacred is in the conversation you have with 
your stir-crazy child, the technology you attempt 
to master so that you can talk to your friends 
across the distances, the loved one who 
challenges you to reframe the story of these days 
in the light of God’s inexplicable provision and 
love. If the Emmaus story tells us anything it tells 
us that the risen Christ is not confined in any way 
by the seeming smallness of our lives. Wherever 
and whenever we make room, Jesus comes. 

“But we had hoped.” Yes, we had. Of course we 
had. So very many things are different right now 
than we had hoped they’d be. And yet. The 
stranger who is the Savior still meets us on the 
lonely road to Emmaus. The guest who becomes 
our host still nourishes us with presence, word, 
and bread. 
 
So keep walking. Keep telling the story. Keep 
honoring the stranger. Keep attending to your 
burning heart. Christ is risen. He is no less risen 
on the road to Emmaus than he is anywhere else.  
 
Thanks be to God. And Amen. 
 

 
Benediction 
 
Know that the ever-present mystery we name 
God is in your past forgiving you, in your present 
loving you, and in your future meeting you. 
 
And may the blessing of the Source of life, love 
and hope, the Word of life, compassion and 
wisdom and Breath of life, grace and truth 
surround, sustain and surprise you, 
this day and all your days. Amen. 
 


