Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him; and he
vanished from their sight.
As some of you know I was down in the Lower Mainland for
the past few days.
I spent two of those days at St Andrew Wesley United in
Downtown Vancouver where the Inspire Conference was held.
The keynote speakers and worship took place in their beautiful
sanctuary with lovely stain glass windows surrounding us.
Very inspiring.
In this old worship space there’s a side door leading out to a
side street.
It’s an odd sort of thing.
I’m not sure what is wrong with the side door but every time
someone walks through it, the door closes with a loud bang,
bounces open again, make a lesser bang and then bounces last
time and makes a final bang.
You always know when someone enters or leaves the space.
Well during our opening worship on Saturday the side door
opens.
During a very contemplative hymn the door goes bang, bang,
bang as we all look to our right.
Wandering towards us is an older gentlemen with cerebral
palsy.
He’s a little rough looking, swaying back and forth and I
wonder what he’s up to.
One of the event organizers walks over, says hello, and
explained how this is the Inspire Conference.
She seems confused about what to do with this stranger.
After a few more words she invites him to sit down.
He walks over and sits down in the pew in front of my mom
and I.
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I refocus on the song we’re singing.
One thing the conference organizers ask us to bring is some
water from the area we live in.
During our first worship we pour all this water from various
regions into the baptismal font at the front.
Now the worship leader invites us to come up and wash each
other’s hands or mark a friend or stranger with the sign of the
cross in that same water.
I ask my mom if she wants to go up and then look at the man in
front of us.
“Why not,” I think.
I tap him on the shoulder and ask, “Do you want to come up
with us.”
“Sure,” he says.
My intention is to simply mark my mom and him with the sign
of the cross.
I don’t want to get my hands to wet.
I dip my thumb into the font and mark this stranger with the
sign of the cross.
Standing there I expect the same action but that isn’t what
happens.
The man grabs my hands and immerses them in the bowl.
The cold liquid surrounds my fingers.
I look back at my mom and she walks over, standing beside me.
Soon she immerses her hands in this water.
Our six hands intermingle as water and skin move together, a
chaotic symphony of beauty.
Then as soon as it begins it’s over.
We wipe our dripping hands off on the towel and walk back to
our spots.
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Within a minute of sitting down the man gets up and moves
slowly towards the side door.
I look to my right just as he opens the side door and walks
through it.
Bang, bang, bang.
I put my head in my hands and several tears run down my face.
Where did this strange man come from?
Why did he grab my hands when all I wanted was a sign of the
cross?
Why did he leave so abruptly?
Why was I crying?
Along with these human questions I also felt an immense sense
of love.
That stranger drew me into something greater than myself,
wider than my own intentions for the situation and beyond the
control I thought I had.
God broke into that moment without me knowing it and then
slipped away.
Today I’m telling you this story because I’m compelled to, I
have to, I want to.
I wonder if the disciples encounter with Jesus on the road to
Emmaus felt similar, even though it was different?
Cleopas and another disciple are walking the two hour journey,
in deep conversation about the horrible events of the past
week and suddenly this stranger shows up.
He starts asking questions and being curious which get’s a
negative response.
But he persists despite the lack of welcome and soon they’re
sharing their confusion about this Jesus character that a part of
their lives for three years, the hope that died with him on the
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cross and the strange sense of possibility when they hear he
could be alive.
He talks to them, explains about this Jesus but they still don’t
get it.
As they enter Emmaus town they invite the stranger to stay the
night or more accurately they insist.
He says yes.
Up to this point even though Jesus has been walking and
talking with them for hours they don’t recognize him.
I wonder what prevented them from seeing Jesus?
I wonder what prevents us from seeing Jesus?
The afternoon of walking and talking has made them hungry.
They sit down and when Jesus breaks the bread this amazing
moment of recognition happens.
When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed
and broke it, and gave it to them. Then their eyes were opened,
and they recognized him.
Jesus takes bread, blesses it and breaks it and gives it to them
and their eyes open and they recognize him.
Then what happens?
He vanishes from their sight.
Bang – bang - bang.
But that’s not the end.
It can’t be the end.
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Whether it’s an old man taking your hands and immersing
them in the water of life or watching me bless the bread and
give it to you saying “This is the body of Christ given for you,”
or one of the many encounters that each of you have had with
Jesus, whether you see it or not, when you see Jesus you want
to tell others.
An encounter with Jesus isn’t only for us but for the whole
world.
It’s never ours alone.
It’s a generous gift from God that we get to share generously
whenever and wherever we can.
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?" That same hour they got up and returned
to Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their companions
gathered together. They were saying, "The Lord has risen
indeed, and he has appeared to Simon!" Then they told what
had happened on the road, and how he had been made known
to them in the breaking of the bread.
A stranger shows up uninvited, stays for a while, opens our
eyes to a world that is so much more than we can imagine and
vanishes.
The gift of Jesus, the gift of those encounters that help us see
that love is not dead, it has risen and walks among us.
Can I get an Alleluia?
Alleluia.
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