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To see today's readings,
http://www.usccb.org/bible/readings/042620.cfm.

Whenever my family visited my grandparents on Cape
Cod, we rented the same cottage located at the end of a
long sandy dirt road. It always felt like a little offroad
adventure to get there. The road curved a lot, and there
were plenty of bumps as the car gradually wound
downhill through the pine woods until we arrived at a
large clearing where the cottage sat. 

When I was six years old, I asked my dad if he'd let me
drive the car on the dirt road to the cottage. He said I
could when I was older. 
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could when I was older. 

So I waited for another year. And when I was seven, I
asked again. My dad said, okay.

One problem: I couldn't reach the gas pedal or the
brake. So my dad told me I could sit on his lap and
steer.

The ride began well, as the car moved slowly through
the straightaway. Although I never realized how large
the steering wheel was, my little hands held it
confidently, with my dad guiding. 

Then the car began its slow descent down the hill. 

The car bounced up and down, and it was fun. But then,
the road appeared to narrow, with the trees dangerously
close. The bumps seemed to get bigger too. Soon, I
could barely keep my hands on the steering wheel. And
then it got worse. The car sped up as we descended
further. Since I couldn't reach the brakes, my dad
slowed the car down. But I still struggled to steer. And I
could barely stay on his lap. 

I had traveled this road so many times before, and it
was always thrilling. But now, I felt afraid and wanted



was always thrilling. But now, I felt afraid and wanted
to quit. But my dad encouraged me to keep my hands
on the steering wheel. He held me tightly on his lap.
 And he assured me that he'd make sure we'd get to the
cottage. 

And we did.

On this third Sunday of Easter, we hear the Gospel story
of the Road to Emmaus. It's a story about two travelers
on a familiar road, the road from Jerusalem. But, on this
day, they travel that road burdened with feelings of
disappointment, fear, and pain. Jesus of Nazareth, the
one upon whom they placed their hopes for Israel's
salvation, has died a shameful death. So the two
travelers are disillusioned and afraid. There's nothing
left for them to do but leave Jerusalem and go home. 

However, the two travelers have an encounter with the
Risen Lord, who comes to meet them on the road. They
share with Him their story of what happened and the
pain they feel. And they listen to Him use the scriptures
to connect their personal experience with the larger
story of God's people through the ages. 

And yet, they fail to recognize Him. 

However, their journey ends with an awareness of His



However, their journey ends with an awareness of His
Presence that restores their hope and transforms their
lives. It changes everything because they realize that the
Risen Jesus, who they feared was dead, has been with
them all along.

Today, we hear the Gospel story of the Road to Emmaus
proclaimed at a time when we also are afraid and feel
disappointment. We live and walk in familiar places, yet
everything has changed. We cope with new routines at
home. We try to balance family life with the demands of
our jobs and the children's schoolwork — while the
entire family stays home. Bills and debts mount. Maybe
we have lost our job. We may struggle with serious
illnesses or chronic medical conditions that place us at
higher risk. Or perhaps we experience the pain of
separation from people we love, especially those who
are in nursing care or hospital.

The Covid-19 pandemic continues to sicken and kill
people in large numbers around the world and closer to
home. We receive so much conflicting information. We
even hear speculation that our upturned lives may
become a "new normal" until scientists develop a
vaccine. Indeed, it can feel as if there is no end in sight.

What are we to do? The path forward is, at best,
uncertain. It's a road that's often rough, with twists and



uncertain. It's a road that's often rough, with twists and
bumps. It can feel overwhelming and scary, even
frustrating. And we hear our inner voice lament that so
many things are different right now than we had hoped
they'd be.  

Amid our struggle to move forward, it's easy to forget
that the story of the Road to Emmaus is an Easter story.
It assures us that the roads we travel in life are sacred —
especially roads taken during painful and sorrowful
times. Why? Because they are places to encounter the
Risen Lord.

Indeed, the Lord walks with us, even when we fail to
recognize His Presence. He hears us and holds us close
to Him. And this was true, even for the earliest
disciples. 

Seeing signs of the Risen Christ is hard. But today's
Gospel also assures us that moments of recognition are
possible. Indeed, the two travelers on the Road to
Emmaus eventually recognize the Risen Lord in the
blessing, breaking, and sharing of the bread. 

This shared meal allows them to understand their
journey —  with all of its pain and uncertainty —  in the
context of something bigger than themselves. Their eyes
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now can see, and their hearts comprehend how their
human story fits within the divine story is one of God's
love for His people.

And that awareness changes everything.  

Peace,
Fr. Harry

 

 
Direct replies to this email can only be seen by admins. Click the blue Reply button above to leave a public
comment. 
Email me when people reply to this note
 

 

 

St. Vincent's House, P.O. Box 376 47 Depaul St., Emmitsburg, MD 21727   •   stjosephemmitsburg.org/

 

http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJxVkMlugzAARL_GHBFesM2BAyGLkkulokpNb8ZLzBIMxkElX184Vhpp5jB6Go3KGcSIkajJUYKShCAKKSQIxjBGtCyOJ8wPxxMvOYeAJKZ3shtc0LF0z8jmhgoOOdWGSsMxlpAhIVCqRSYYM5REfW5DGGeAC4DOm6pwc7Me7VyKYF3fyNK-vLQs_kfeinvcjGZ43wTwObhODwAfMUAbq5Aie6jLD4NFkTTppPxaXoaPG7Pfh3f4uq7XJY3de1nvp7ty52r9rKuiAoi-Zu03iqxb0zZ4muycZC3xphlftpuk72tqSNoFhVInoPqVXlvp6OQjn7d6GBqj_XMRw6j7sB2yCuvcPvkPJhVpHw
http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJxVUE9vgyAc_TR6NAiIevDQabutadJ1mqw9IoWhUFCkre2nn9ttyUve7_D-5PfORRojmOKwKyCAAGBIYhJjGEdxBEm5qtYoe6nWWZllcYCB0JYpYz2PmL2E8teckJxygrhIGQeEJhwKksOECgA4DnUhvR-mAK0CuFlQ-62d-CCnknppdcdKeXVMptG_5EV4nbhbKCcYZSRdrlvH7x_Oik7zdyNsQ9sAbbxV3ASoQgFcClanQ2UOSu31rcbHt7zeq-_5K2oiupWNymt2us_z8wHap7XK7D73Tbo7vgaQ_JWhirW96Ds0jnICeY-d6IarVCNzuiUCJ8qfYWJpfJ6Z45JZMrrQFT03phPcXW7UDFz7ZaUHldb-_vEDhExxSA
http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJxVkMtugzAQRb_GLBG2wcCCBSGJmlbqC6lSuzNmLBsIBj-i9O_rLCuNdM_i6mhmxqbElJR5ohuSkSzLCcMM5wSnOCWsa48nWh2Op6qrKozyTC5GzKvxkApzTVTD-FgPjNV4zAoJULByIGQAqAURUcWTpVHebw7RFpFznN4_Gwebch33yixadCpYocr0nzkWHxiD1fSxU6SwujA4YfUAiJ69mWFF9EgRieb2kmbXn_61egN6nyh9Lw795TMNX7eefbQjL8LTBmff3e5CvtjPTR_q78ARYcGBjRYxTHLSdN-Vy-opt1JvQc27sMvAZF7MfiSF4Xi8CwtKGLbbxDYTrKuWYK83vm6w-PieX66MeRzwByFvbe4
http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJxVjcsOgyAQAL9GjoZdKGwPHHz1P1Ye0VbBGNKkf197bDK3yWSCs6DQarE6lCilRgMGNEILLZqhGydF_TjRQASNlmkr_pVLja0vu1jcHD0HJA7xbpKeGZEtGgU-JaZwA7G5pdajUV2Dj4v__nTPmPOa4rm_OR9xq9fiw0spP_0F_k4vHw
http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJxVkMtugzAURL8GlsgvDCxYUJK0SqQ2bZouujN-yAZigzEV7dfXUVeVrjSzmDkaXVEXEKOCpKZGAAFAEIUUEgQzmCHaNrs9Lh92-7ItS5gQoEbHB-uCzLi7pbouCAAKYlkIhlRBhOKQ5oTLsmNK0EqlY61DmJYENwk6xLuEo1vkpJeWBe1Gw1u9eq6L7B85Bu82Cq3wfVOCD9zaKcE7nCAa3CDtn4_YJjtdzMtbK9mP-Fhix0H0ua3l-u5NfgyvfHr2h0cYrufm3Fz1EzqhVm3zJYLWRfrI4V2veoPnWS-g6olXZlr1MHM_dlSRfAgC5Y5BsXEvNXd09qmve2mtUdLfvpid5Bjid76Zdu6-_xcrqWyS
http://email-mg.flocknote.com/c/eJwVzT0OgyAAQOHTyEj4E3BgsGrvAYiiFTBAa3r72uRtb_hmJTAlgoFNEUQQYoRjjhnBEEPCh36cqHyMkxykxA1Dy5HsK6bqoE0BeMUttVpro6WdRYd42wpGjbaks9qwWYBD-VrP0tC-Ic-767pgqXsq7vQuhK0W884rTHm9J8hqdzFui8vho-PpjnqbX-1T-ns_VVw1hA



