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Often, we just don’t see what lies in front of us.  Something in us or in our circumstances blinds 

us to the reality that lies before us. I can tell you a story of such not-seeing in myself. 

 

In February, my daughter Hannah and I were in Baltimore where she was auditioning at the 

Peabody Conservatory.  We were killing time before her audition and stopped for coffee.  As 

we made our way back, I reached the crest of a hill where a beat up car on the side of the street 

was stopped.  Two guys motioned me over, “Hey man, come here.”  Hannah looked back with 

a wary glance.  I approached the car assuming I was either going to be robbed or sold drugs.   

 

As I sauntered over, the driver called out, “You into Snarky Puppy?”  What’s Snarky Puppy? you 

may ask. And why did this fellow ask me?  Snarky Puppy is one of my favorite jazz bands. 

They’ve won a Grammy and all kinds of other awards. And then I realized why he asked me.  I 

was wearing a Snarky Puppy t-shirt with their logo – a Boston terrier wearing headphones.   

 

“Yes!” I answered enthusiastically, as I simultaneously exhaled my anxiety.  

 

We proceeded to have an incredible conversation.  We talked about Snarky Puppy.  We talked 

about Cory Henry, their virtuoso keyboardist who began playing organ in his Brooklyn church 

at age of four.  We talked about Clyde Stubblefield, who had just died a week before. 

Stubblefield was the drummer on a James Brown song called, “Funky Drummer.”  There’s a 30 

second drum solo in that song that became the most sampled piece of music in history.  Well 

over 1000 songs use that solo as their basis. Stubblefield never made a penny of royalties on it. 

 

We talked about all kinds of other musicians we knew in common. We talked about their own 

blues band in Baltimore, because, as it turns out, they were working musicians.  Hannah joined 

the conversation, and before parting, they wished this kid, about to audition in the world of 

classical music, all the luck in the world. I can hardly recall a more life-giving encounter with 

utter strangers in all my life.   

 

Today’s gospel, the story of the Road to Emmaus, shares something familiar and strange with 

other post-resurrection encounters with Jesus. Despite his being present physically, despite his 

walking along with them, they had no idea it was Jesus.   

 

On Easter morning, when Mary Magdalene encountered the risen Jesus, she mistakenly thought 

he was the gardener.  She said to him, “Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you 

have laid him.”  Here it’s the same.  Two disciples of Jesus are walking along, talking about all 

the things related to the death of Jesus.  He comes near them, but they don’t recognize him.  
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That’s just weird. How can they not see what’s in front of them?  Is it that their hearts are so 

clouded with grief that they can’t see?  Is it that they, like us, simply know, as I quoted in the 

hymn about Thomas last week, that “His brittle certainties denied that one could live when one 

had died?”  Did living in the certainty of that impossibility close everything in their being to 

seeing what was in front of them? I’m not sure what the answer is. 

In today’s story, these two disciples tell Jesus what happened.  They serve up the meat of the 

story, sandwiched between their grief and dashed hopes.  We had hoped that he was the one.  But, 

it’s over now.  Some women went to the tomb and reported it empty.  They had a vision of angels telling 

them that Jesus was alive.  Some from our group went to the tomb and found it empty, but they didn’t see 

him. There it is again, that not-seeing.  

 

Jesus, after chiding them for being foolish and slow of heart, is about to go on. Offering 

hospitality, they urge him not to wander of into the dangers of darkness, and compel him to 

join them.  They sit down together for supper.   

 

And then, Jesus, as he had before, took up the bread, gave thanks, broke it and gave it to them. 

In that – in the taking up, blessing, breaking and giving of bread – their eyes were opened and 

they recognized Jesus.  And in the very same moment, he vanished from their sight.  

 

Sometimes people tell me that they wish God would be clearer.  They tell me they are seeking 

some obvious sign of God’s presence and power.  They are aching for some unmistakable 

display of God’s concern.  It’s always on their terms. And nearly always, they tell me how 

disappointed they are that God didn’t appear.  But, that’s like those disciples on the road to 

Emmaus and me in Baltimore.   

 

This story reminds us that we often don’t see what’s right before our eyes.  We don’t see when 

God shows up.  But God’s preferred way of showing up is not in a Hollywood explosion of 

excessive obviousness, but in ordinary bread.  God is deeply and powerfully present in the one 

whose wounds of crucifixion remain imprinted on his hands forever.  God is present in the one 

who breaks bread with us still.  God is present – not just here, but definitely here – when we take 

up bread, give thanks, and share it with each other. And these are God’s terms of presence: a 

risen and glorious life that is identifiable only as a life of costly self-giving and love. A risen life 

obvious in the still-visible wounds. A risen life in the strangers who walk with us.  

 

I told you that my encounter vision was clouded. My sight was cataracted by expectations of 

the inner city.  My seeing was blocked by assumptions that come with fearing people of color 

driving beat up cars.  I was shrouded in fear and judgment. In this, I nearly missed the risen life 

about to given me.  But those men shared grace. They shared the bread of their lives.  And I was 

filled and I recognized, in a clear and at once vanishing moment, the presence of God.  

 

Of course, life in the inner city can have bitter and violent certainties. As Hannah prepares soon 

to go to Peabody, and to live 1700 miles from us, she’ll need to learn to be street-smart and wise 

and independent.  She’ll also need the eyes of faith to see what lies before her, in the ordinary 
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things and in the unexpected gifts of the people she’ll encounter, in the strangers she’ll meet.  

And you and I, right here, in our fears, in our clouded vision, will live a risen life and share in 

unexpected gifts of life, as we recognize Jesus in the way he has always given himself: in taking 

up, blessing, sharing and giving new life in strangers and in ordinary things.  Amen.  


