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Many of us are familiar with Willie Nelson’s song “On the Road Again.” He wrote it 
for the movie Honeysuckle Rose about a musician on tour who “can’t wait to get on the 
road again.” 

But it’s the second verse that appeals to me. It simply says: On the road again, 
goin’ places that I’ve never been, seein’ things that I may never see again, and I can’t wait 
to get on the road again. 

It sounds like a song about travel but I feel it is really a description of resurrection. 
And I also believe it captures the essence of the Gospel this morning—the story we call 
the Road to Emmaus. Two disciples, Cleopas and his companion, are walking home on 
Easter evening. They are not celebrating—they are trying to make sense of loss. Rumors 
of resurrection swirl in the air but their hearts are heavy and their minds are confused. 
Was Jesus really risen? What could that possibly mean? 

And then Jesus comes alongside them with no announcement and without fanfare. 
But they don’t recognize him. That is the unsettling truth: Jesus is present but they don’t 
see him. And if we are honest, neither do we. Because we expect resurrection to look like 
certainty, not confusion. We expect Jesus to appear in glory, not in the dust of an ordinary 
road. We want clarity, not questions. But resurrection does not begin in clarity. It begins 
in disorientation. 

Remember these disciples are not on a victory march. They are retreating—
walking away from Jerusalem, away from hope, away from the place where everything 
fell apart. Their dreams have died. Their expectations have been crucified. The grief is 
heavy. The disappointment is crushing. When the stranger, who later turns out to be 
Jesus, walks beside them, they tell him, “We had hoped.”  What they mean is, we had 
hoped Jesus would be the Messiah we imagined. We had hoped that he would overthrow 
Rome and liberate us and return our county to its former glory.” 

We know those words too. We say them when we had hoped for healing from an 
illness. When we had hoped the relationship would last. We had hoped for a more just, 
more peaceful world for our children. We had hoped so many things would change. And 
when those hopes collapse, we do what they did—we go back to what is familiar. We 
leave. 

Yet it is there, in the leaving, in the confusion, in the disappointment that Jesus 
meets them. It’s not when their faith is strong but when they are lost. Still, they don’t 
recognize him. Because recognition is not just about sight—it is about expectation. 

They are looking for a Messiah who conquers, not one who suffers. They are 
looking for something extraordinary, with all the bells and whistles and so they miss Jesus 
walking beside them in this ordinary routine of travelling on the road. 

And we do the same. Jesus is often in the conversation we dismiss or in the person 
we overlook. He’s in the interruption we resent or in the grief we are trying to avoid.  He’s 
right beside us unrecognized until something shifts. 

In the story, it is not on the road that their eyes are opened. It is at the table. Jesus 
takes bread, blesses it, breaks it, and gives it to them—and suddenly, they see. And then 
he vanishes because recognizing Jesus is not about holding onto him. It is about being 
awakened to where he has been all along. 

“Were not our hearts burning within us?” they said. He was there the whole time. 



And that is the invitation of this Gospel: To trust that Jesus is present even when we 
cannot see him. To believe that resurrection is unfolding even when we do not understand 
it. To recognize that the road we are on which is often confusing, uncertain, and just plain 
ordinary is the very place where Jesus is walking with us. 

The challenge is not that Jesus is absent. The challenge is that too often we are 
unaware. We are distracted or too certain of what the Holy should look like. Too quick to 
dismiss the sacred hidden in the ordinary. 

A priest at a church in Richmond told the story of a woman named Charlotte who 
was a homeless paranoid schizophrenic who slept in the doorway of his church for almost 
10 years.  She had no family and when she died the decision was made to bury her in 
their memorial garden.  He thought there would be a few people that would attend but 
when they gathered in the garden over 50 people came for her service.  Church people, 
police officers, people who had fed and cared for her over the years told stories of their 
encounters with her. He realized that they had all come because they had given 
something at one time or another to this homeless woman.  However, they were leaving 
that morning with the deeper knowledge that in fact she had given much to them. He said 
it was one of the holiest moments of his life because he understood it was a reminder to 
never forget that Christ lives among us and reveals himself to us in the everyday people 
and moments of life.   He realized that through her they had seen the resurrected Christ. 

 This is what Jesus did throughout his ministry appearing amongst the ordinary 
everyday events of life. As Richard Rohr says, “The purest form of spirituality is to find 
God in what is right in front of you.  

So maybe faith is not about finally recognizing Jesus in some dramatic, undeniable 
way. Maybe it is about learning to pay attention. To the conversation. To the stranger. To 
the breaking of bread. To the quiet stirring in our hearts. Because that is where Jesus is. 

Those words from Willie Nelson describe more than movement—they describe 
what resurrection does to a life. Resurrection is not a return to what was. It is a sending 
into what has never been. 

“On the road again” is putting resurrection into motion. It refuses to let faith stay 
static or nostalgic. The road becomes the place where faith is lived, not avoided. 

“Goin’ places that I’ve never been” That is the disorientation of resurrection. It takes 
you beyond your expectations, beyond your groups, beyond the version of God you 
thought you understood. Resurrection always leads into unfamiliar territory to new ways 
of seeing, new ways of living, and new ways of trusting. 

“Seein’ things that I may never see again” Encounters with the risen Christ are 
often fleeting. Like the moment at Emmaus, recognition comes—and then it’s gone. You 
cannot control it or recreate it. You can only receive it.  It’s about letting resurrection open 
your eyes. 

“And I can’t wait to get on the road again” This is about a willingness to step into 
that unknown. Not because it is easy, but because something in you has been awakened. 
It doesn’t mean fear disappears, but it no longer has the final word. 

So those lyrics echo the heart of the Road to Emmaus: Resurrection is not about 
arriving. It is about being sent. Not about certainty. But about movement. Not about 
holding onto the past. But about stepping into a future you did not plan and discovering 
that Christ is already there for the risen Christ is always walking among us. Whether we 
are at home, grocery shopping or working he is right there with us. Let us pray to have 



the faith to recognize him wherever we may go, in whomever we might meet and to seek 
him in the ordinary routines of life.  But most of all to have the courage to love him when 
we do. Amen. 

 
As we baptize Philip this morning our prayer is that Jesus will walk with him all the 

days of his life and that he will be on every road of his life in moments of laughter and joy, 
in seasons of questions and doubt and in times when he cannot see or sense Jesus at 
all.  And when he cannot recognize you may he understand the deeper truth: that you 
acknowledge him, you claim him, and you never leave him because nothing can separate 
Philip or us from your love. For, after all, it is Jesus who walks every road with us. Amen. 
 


