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A common scene now throughout a world suffering the ravages of the coronavirus is this one: In a 
hospital parking lot, family members stand at a distance from one another (6 feet of course). They speak 
to each throughout their vigil: “As long as there is life, there is hope.” Medically, there is a lot of truth to 
a family’s statement that if there is life there is hope. Without hope, we wither and die. Without hope 
we find it hard to go on, to live our lives. It is hope that keeps the doctors, nurses, and the whole 
company of medical personnel going back into that hospital day after day despite the threat to their 
lives from the pandemic. As long as their life there is hope.  
 
Our Gospel story of the two disciples on the road to Emmaus is a story about hope; hope lost, and hope 
restored. Hope lost in that their dreams had come crashing down around their ears. This Jesus of 
Nazareth, the one who they had put their hopes in to redeem Israel, was brutally executed by the 
Roman Empire by crucifixion. The Triumphant march into Jerusalem just the Sunday before had now 
come to a screeching halt.  
 
As they are walking along the road back to their village of Emmaus, the grief of Jesus’ death begins to 
sink in. It was all now really over!! Jesus was dead!! Everyone knows that when you meet death, the 
game is over.  
 
In our modern day of 2020 we feel much like those two disciples of our Gospel story. Due to the 
Coronavirus being so unpredictable and striking death in its path everywhere the virus turns, we feel 
bereft of hope. We wonder when will joy ever return to our lives? Parents, grandparents, children, 
uncles, aunts and friends are dying, or are becoming invalids due to this dreaded disease. With a vaccine 
being a year or more away, we are at a loss on where to turn. Where is our hope? 
 
For our two friends in the Gospel story, as they begin the crushing reality of a new week on that Sunday 
(we now call Easter), they decided it was best to leave Jerusalem to start rebuilding their lives where 
they left off before meeting Jesus. A life, unfortunately now, without the presence and power they felt 
walking with Jesus for those three years. 
 
They knew those seven miles would be a long, lonely walk from Jerusalem back to Emmaus. There 
would be no joy in their steps. How wonderful the future looked just a week ago on that Sunday before. 
But now they leave Jerusalem dejected and disillusioned. Grief and a sense of no hope just sucks the life 
force right out of us, and even the simplest tasks seem impossible. How do you go on, when everything 
you lived for and hoped for is taken away?  
 
In our day with the economic shutdown due to the pandemic, some 22 million have lost their jobs, some 
permanently, maybe. I am sure that many of these unemployed are asking a similar question as those 
two disciples: How do we go on, or even survive, when our hope for the future seems robbed from us?  
 
Loss is the question that haunts the mind of the two disciples on their way back to Emmaus that 
particular Sunday 2,000 years ago. You can just hear the grief in their voices as they try to explain the 
recent events and their feelings to the “stranger” who happens upon them. “We were hoping that he 
would be the one to redeem Israel!” they cry. The stranger, though, is not upset with them. He is gentle 
and patient, though he does chide them for their lack of faith; “Oh how foolish you are.” He continues to 
walk with them, opening their minds to understand the scriptures at a deeper level. He stays with them, 



and breaking and blessing bread and sharing it with them over supper, he opens their eyes. All is not lost 
after all. Yes, there is life, there is hope. Jesus is not dead! Jesus is Risen, and he restores hope to the 
hopeless and life to the lifeless. 
 
Realizing that it was the Risen Jesus who was traveling with them, who blessed and broke bread with 
them as He done on that previous Thursday, those two disciple jump up from their table and rush back 
to Jerusalem to proclaim to their fellow disciple the good news of Jesus’ resurrection. The hope that the 
Risen Jesus gave them filled them with new energy, filling their hearts with joy and strengthening their 
legs. 
 
Those two disciples proclaim to us also, in 2020, the good news of hope, when so much suffering leaves 
us dejected and despondent. Those two disciples had to rush back to Jerusalem, because hope is a gift 
that has to be shared. As those early disciples were to each other, we have to be each other’s partners 
in hope. We strengthen each other with the hope that the Risen Lord gives us. 
 
As we bless bread and break it, and pour the wine, I am praying that even through live-streaming your 
minds and eyes be opened, like those two disciples so long ago, to see the Risen Lord Jesus is with us. 
Jesus is with us, closer to us than our own breath or heartbeat. Jesus lives. Death does not have the final 
say. The Coronavirus and COVID-19 do not have the final say.  
 
The risen Jesus’ living hope sets our feet and voices free. As those two disciples, with hearts 
strengthened with fire and joy, we rush to proclaim this good news to each other and to the world: that 
Jesus is alive! 


