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Some of you may have participated in our March Madness: Worship Edition Facebook 
posts in March and April and I wanted to share with you all the final showdown 
winner!  You all narrowed it down to “They will know we are Christians” and “How 
Great Thou Art”!  The winner was...drumroll please….How Great Thou Art!  I hope you 
enjoyed these match ups, it was fun! Hearing some of those songs brought back a lot of 
memories for many of us, I am sure. Perhaps it was a song that you sang when you were 
younger, or one you learned at Vacation Bible School. Or maybe it was a song that you 
loved hearing in worship and it made you long for the day our choirs will be back in the 
sanctuary with us. I hope they were good memories, and made you smile! 
 

There are certain sounds and smells that stick with you, aren’t there? The bushes just 
outside of the church, you know the ones - they look like snowballs? I don’t remember 
what they are called (if you know, please let me know because I really want one!) - my 
grandparents had one of those bushes when I was a little girl. That smell reminds me of 
great times with my grandparents. So everytime I walk by them when they are in bloom 
here at the church, I am transported back to wonderful childhood memories. It makes 
me happy. There are also smells, and sounds that remind you of not so great times. 
Perhaps it is the sound of the machines beeping in a hospital, they always remind me of 
losing loved ones, sitting with them when they pass. I know, logically, that those beeps 
do not mean that the person attached to those wires will die, yet that sound takes me 
back to some moments spent by the side of someone I love, holding their hands as they 
took their last breath. And I am sure I am not alone in either of those feelings of 
remembrance. Sometimes it doesn’t take a sight, sound, or smell to bring back 
memories for us, they are just right there in our minds, and we can’t shake them. 
Sometimes it is talking about someone that brings back strong memories. 
 

I wonder if that is what the disciples were feeling when Jesus found them on the road to 
Emmaus. They were probably thinking back to just a short time before, a time that 
would forever be etched into their memories. And along came a stranger who somehow 
did not seem to know of this amazing story of Jesus’ final days. 
 

I love reading in the scripture how they said “Are you the only stranger in Jerusalem 
who does not know the things that have taken place there in these days?” Can you 
imagine being so flippant with Jesus? Of course they didn’t see that is who they were 



speaking to, at the time, but I wonder if after they knew who he was if they regretted 
their snarky response? 
 

So, since it seemed he didn’t know what had happened, the two men told this stranger 
everything they could remember. They told him about the crowds and how Jesus was 
welcomed so joyfully, about Jesus teaching in the Temple, about the conflict that Jesus 
had with the Pharisees. They shared their memories of the trials, and the beating, the 
crucifixion, the burial. I am sure that with each retelling they heard the sounds, smelled 
the smells, saw it as clear as day. Can you imagine retelling about Jesus’ life and 
ministry? I imagine they could smell the sweet perfume that was used to wash Jesus’ 
feet. The smell of the bread and the wine, served at the last supper, the meal they did not 
fully realize would be the last with him. The sound of the whip lashing his body, the 
hammer hitting the nails, the stone being rolled across the opening of the tomb. Some 
memories makes us smile, some make us cry. But it is good to share those memories.  
 

I recently attended a memorial service for Mark’s uncle. He was a bigger than life man. 
Joyous, fun to be around, loving, devoted. Memories were shared by many who knew 
and loved him. While I did not have the opportunity to spend as much time with him as 
the rest of the family there, through the sharing of their memories, I feel like I got to 
know him a bit better. That is one of the best parts of a memorial service to me- sharing 
memories, sharing what made that person special to us, and seeing the impact they had 
on our lives & the lives of others. It so important that we share our memories with 
others, especially after the passing of a loved one - it keeps their spirit alive for us. I 
imagine the disciples were telling these stories to the stranger in this way. Telling them 
how important Jesus was to them. Grieving and trying to heal after their loss. 
 

Going back to our 3 figures from the scripture this morning - the stranger began telling 
memories he had to the other two. He spoke of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. He relayed 
stories of Saul, David, and Solomon. He shared memories of Isaiah, Jeremiah, and 
Ezekiel. He spoke of achievement and disappointment, banishment and renewal, faith 
and unfaith. As the third traveler explained and remembered, the other two 
remembered the hospitality that was commanded by God, through Moses and they 
offered their house as a refuge. It was too late to go on that day. They offered a simple 
meal. They handed the stranger the bread so he could break off a portion. 
 

I imagine that bread brought back memories for all of them. Memories Can Bring 
Transformation. A miracle occurred during that simple meal. As the stranger broke 
the bread, they suddenly knew who he was. He was the One who had ridden the donkey 
into the city. He was the One who had been lashed. He had been nailed to the cross. He 
was the hope of Israel, a hope that seemed crushed with his death. The Romans were 
still in power. The people of God were still a captive nation. In remembering, in having 
their eyes opened to the truth, the travelers from Jerusalem to Emmaus discovered a 
new reality about the events of the past.  
 

The text from Luke illustrates how God reveals himself when we remember. When we 
open ourselves up to hearing it. When we listen. When we take the time to learn. When 
our eyes are open. The walk to Emmaus of past centuries can be our walk of 



remembrance. The three travelers remembered the history of their people. They 
remembered how God had visited them. Their memories were more than memories. A 
new reality came to be; a new experience was born in them. "Were not our hearts 
burning within us," was their memory. 
In remembering our past, our present and our future become something new and 
different. Remembering is more than a thought. Remembering is a new reality. 
Remembering creates something more than what we remembered from the past. 
Remembering is a reality that reveals the constant truths of life.  
Remembering sets us on a journey that does not end. When we remember a beloved 
family member, we spend time reflecting on their life, and hopefully realize the 
opportunities that we have to impact others’ lives. Remembering does make our hearts 
feel warm.  
We when we say the words, "He is risen!" we are remembering that amazing day that 
Jesus rose from the grave, and that revealing truth of who God is, and just how much 
God loves us becomes fresh and new for us. We experience the power and presence of 
God, simply by remembering that He is risen. He has come to us! We are made fresh 
through his power. The power of God, which brought Jesus Christ out of the bonds of 
death, brings us to true life. The power of God in Jesus who walks beside us, brings us to 
life.  
The scripture said “he was revealed to them in the breaking of the bread.” I love this. 
Open yourselves up to allowing God to reveal himself to you. Lord, open our eyes, that 
we might see you.  
When we participate in Communion, we hear the words that Jesus spoke about tasting 
the bread and wine - he said “Do this in remembrance of me.” So what do we 
remember? What are our eyes opened to see? For me, it’s His love. His forgiveness. His 
selflessness.  
We have the task of helping others to know about that amazing love. We can share 
stories from the Bible, share our memories of God at work in our lives, and the amazing 
ways we have seen God in others. In that sharing, we are helping make it real for 
someone else. We are taking the moments in our lives that we reflect back on and we are 
helping others to see their own moments, with fresh eyes.  
The past month has not been the month we had expected. This was not the Easter we 
had thought we would have. But that does not mean that we will not have some 
memories and reflections to share in the future from this time of our lives. We most 
definitely have loss. And it is valid to grieve what has been lost during this pandemic. 
But, just like when we lose a loved one, we can gain something from our loss, though it 
may not always be easy to see - we may gain a new understanding of love and life and 
faith. We can regain memories that may have been forgotten or overlooked. We can 
reconnect with friends and family that unfortunately we may have lost connections with 
in the past. The pain of losing someone, and the pain of being isolated, is still great, but 
the sharing of memories can be amazing and a way to heal.  
I encourage you this week to reach out and share God's love with someone else. Perhaps 
you’ll share a memory of a wonderful time together, perhaps you will bake a batch of 
cookies and drop them off for someone, with a note that says you remembered that it 
was their favorite, perhaps you will hear a song and it will remind you of a friend you 
haven't spoken to in a long time and will call them to catch up. Sharing memories is a 
wonderful experience. Memories are important. And sharing them is vital. Sharing the 



message of Christ is vital too. We have an opportunity to share both even in our 
isolation. Pick up the phone, write a note, make a special treat, share a smile, mow the 
neighbors lawn, make a mask and give it away...the possibilities are endless for how you 
can share love with others! We can be the hands and feet of Jesus during a time when 
we feel alone, by reminding others, and ourselves that we are never truly alone. Jesus 
shared love with all, and called us to do the same. Even in the midst of pain and sadness, 
we are called to love and to share the good news of Jesus Christ. Boldly do both as you 
go about your week! Amen.  

 


