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If you’ve attended live worship at Westminster on Sundays when we have celebrated the 

Lord’s Supper, you’ve heard me say something during the Invitation to Communion: “According 

to Luke, when our risen Lord was at table with His disciples, He took the bread, and blessed and 

broke it, and gave it to them. Then their eyes were opened and they recognized Him.” 

Today’s passage from Luke takes us to that moment, that magical pivotal moment when 

two disciples who were not part of the inner circle encountered Jesus on the road to Emmaus, 

failed to recognize Him, invited Him to a meal at their lodgings and at last recognized Jesus 

when He performed the simple act of breaking bread and sharing it with them. 

There are so many themes in this passage that it’s hard enough to even list them in a 

standard 20-minute sermon, let alone the slimmed-down version I use for these virtual worship 

services. But the theme that seems to me most relevant right now is the theme of hospitality. 

Cleopas and his unnamed companion display great hospitality by inviting in this stranger they’ve 

met on the road. 

But then there is this really remarkable reversal that takes place once the three of them 

are sitting at the table. Jesus, by breaking the bread, takes unto Himself the role of host. This was 

not the normal custom but Jesus was never one to shy away from breaking custom when 

necessary to make a point. 

All of this is happening on the first Easter. It’s still the day of the Resurrection. It is a day 

in which the most Earth-shattering miracle of the Gospels takes place. And yet Jesus draws this 
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day to a close with a very simple and very humble act. He shares bread with his companions. In 

this particular case, it is not angels who announce the presence of Jesus. It is an act of hospitality. 

In our current circumstances, hospitality is a bit of a challenge. We cannot invite friends 

over for a meal. We can’t physically go to someone’s house or meet them at a restaurant. That, 

however, does not mean that hospitality is put on indefinite hold. Let me give you an example. 

Back when we all first went into quarantine, Kay and I were fortunate to be part of what has 

become a tradition. Every Sunday at 5:00 p.m., we share a meal with some of our closest friends 

via Skype, including friends who are currently in Nova Scotia. We all sit down at our computers 

with our meals in front of us and proceed to spend usually about an hour and a half enjoying 

each other’s company. The irony has not been lost on us that we’re actually getting to see each 

other far more often than before the quarantine. It’s an act of mutual hospitality, keeping human 

connections intact at a time when quarantine keeps us all physically apart. 

Thanks to telephones and computers, no one need truly live in isolation right now. We 

can still practice hospitality. We might have to work a little harder to do it but I think that just 

makes us appreciate it all the more. 

When we’re done here today I invite each of you to take the time to reach out to someone 

whom you really miss, a good friend, a member of your extended family. If you’re missing them, 

there’s a really good chance they’re missing you. Extend the hospitality of your love, your 

friendship, your enduring sense of connection. We humans are notorious pack animals. We really 

weren’t built to live in isolation. If you’re looking for blessings in the midst of this crisis, how 

about the blessing that we now have tools to maintain connections in very meaningful ways. 

Friends, we will break bread together again in person. I have no insights to offer as to 
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when that will happen but happen it will. In the meantime, let’s do all we can to keep all of our 

important friendships and connections alive. When we gather together, whether we’re sitting at 

the same table or we’re speaking across thousands of miles, we know that Jesus sits with us, 

breaking bread and opening our eyes. 

 


