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Texts: Ezekiel 36:22-28 ; Psalm 51:1-13; Luke 24:13-32    

 So these two disciples had witnessed the death of Jesus, and on the third day—after 

hearing the rumors the women had brought back from the empty tomb—they hit the road for the 

town of Emmaus.  And along the way some guy comes up to them, and for whatever reason they 

don’t see that “this guy” is Jesus himself... maybe it’s their grief, maybe their minds just couldn’t 

wrap themselves around such an irrational possibility, maybe God had closed their eyes to it for 

some reason, I don’t know.  But the deal is that they didn’t realize it was him.  And so “this guy” 

asked them what they’d been talking about and why they seemed so sad, and they ended up 

telling “this guy” the news about Jesus, and how he was betrayed and how he was killed and how 

those women had brought back stories from his tomb saying that it was empty, and that they’d 

seen angels, and that one of the women had spoken to Jesus in the garden.  And just imagine how 

upsetting that must of have been. 

 And you’d think “this guy” would have just patted them on the shoulder and said, “sorry 

for your loss” and that sort of thing, but instead “this guy” opened the scripture to them—

meaning he started recounting portions of scripture that spoke to this happening, and he 

unwrapped how it spoke of the coming of the person called Jesus, and how God would speak 

through him, and how God in this man would be rejected by the people, beaten, and killed... but 

that he’d rise again and come back among them. 

 And the two disciples were touched by his words... yet they were still missing the reality 

of his presence.  So they invited him to stay with them for the evening, and they scurried into 

their home, and threw a few plates on the table, and they grabbed a jug of wine and a few cups 

and a loaf of bread and they put all that on the table too.  And then this guy took the bread and 

blessed it and broke it, and he took the wine and blessed it and gave it to them, and as they heard 
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those words and saw those familiar actions, their eyes were opened and they saw Jesus there with 

them; and suddenly the man just disappeared.   He was gone, but they knew—deep down in their 

souls they absolutely knew—that this had been Jesus with them all along. 

 And I love what they said, "Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to 

us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?"  

 We should have known it all along!  At least way back there when he started reminding 

us of how God had worked and what God had promised through the scripture.  We should have 

known by what he said, and the authority of his words, and the way they meshed with the truths 

Jesus had been teaching us, and that glowing—that burning—assurance within us; that strangely 

glowing warmth in our hearts. How could we have missed it? 

 Hearts on fire.   

 Last month I wrote an article for our newsletter about those coincidences that rise above 

coincidental status.  It was about coincidences that by their nature are just too specific, too 

unique, too impossible to blame on the probabilities of nature.  And in this article I said that I 

like to claim these events as very minor miracles that serve almost no purpose other than to 

remind that God is still present, still watching, still caring.  And the deal is I find that these 

events that pop up maybe once or twice every year or two just put a smile on my face and warm 

my heart... I called it a wink from God like a subtle joke between two old friends.  And that 

does... it warms my heart. 

 And Nikki, our wonderful Administrative Assistant plugged that story into the Banner 

(which is the name of our newsletter) and she found a nice graphic to go with it about a winking 

God.  And then she went the extra mile and found a cartoon called Church Mice.  In the cartoon 

the one mouse is talking to another mouse who is apparently the cafeteria cook.  And the one 
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mouse says: “Preacher told me he had some sort of “experience” during our service last night... 

said he felt his heart ‘strangely warmed’... It seemed like it really affected him... So I gave him 

one of my Rolaids.”  And the Cafeteria worker says, “A Rolaid?  It sounds like he may have 

been having some kind of religious experience.”  But the other mouse says, “No, I’m sure it was 

your chili... he did eat lunch here yesterday!”  And that’s the conclusion they came to... the 

pastor—with his strangely warmed heart, just couldn’t tell the difference between a religious 

experience and indigestion. 

 Okay... ha, ha, ha... I get it, Nikki.  But the thing is, I believe in both:  I believe in 

indigestion (believe me, I believe in indigestion!)... but I also believe that there is something that 

happens to us from time to time when we sense God’s presence and God’s power and our hearts  

burn within us.  And they burn in a way that no antacid can stifle, and that we’d never want to 

stifle.  They burn with the joy, the peace, the truth of God’s presence... and I think that’s a gift.  

But it is a fleeting gift.  It’s one that often disappears about the instant we realize it’s happening. 

 You know, some people set their life up in pursuit of these events—they try to do 

everything they can to capture those moments as though living with these strangely warmed 

hearts was the goal of our faith.  Kind of like those people we’ve been hearing about on the news 

lately who chase the eclipses around the world... who will spend whatever it costs to travel to 

wherever they need to go to be in the path of totality because it’s such an awesome experience.  

But I don’t think this is what our faith is all about.  It’s not about the warmth, it’s not about the 

emotion—even though the emotion is awfully nice when it happens. 

 Our faith is about living out the reality of God’s presence even when our hearts aren’t on 

fire.  Faith is about what we do, how we live, who we believe in even after the glow in our hearts 

has disappeared.  Our faith is following through with the life of loving others as God has loved 
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us even when all we have to cling to is our the memories of the fire, our memories of the facts 

that led us to believe, the emotions that might—or might not—have accompanied the faith that 

grew in us, the times we’ve been assured, the promises we’ve made, and the promises we’ve 

claimed.  Our faith is about what we do when our souls feel numb and our hearts feel like ashes... 

and yet we move on trusting that our God is greater than our rising and falling emotions, our God 

is more constant than what we feel in our hearts, it’s about claiming that our God is grand and 

caring and still on fire even when our hearts might not be.   

 That’s the reality of faith journeys isn’t it?  Our hearts are strangely warmed... from time 

to time.  When God opens scripture to us, our hearts are on fire... now and then.  When we sense 

Christ is really present in the bread and the wine our hearts might be warmed. Our hearts might 

even burn a little when we sense God winking at us in a really odd coincidence... Maybe we have 

heartwarming experiences in our lives—and if so, we need to acknowledge those moments and 

we need to claim them—but let’s not confuse them with the core and the essence and the heights 

of our faith.  We don’t worship these burning-heart moments—we worship the God who brought 

us and all things into existence.  We don’t map out our faith journey to get us from one burning-

heart moment to the next—we follow Christ Jesus wherever he might lead us whether our hearts 

are warm or cold or somewhere in between.    

 The flames may rise and fall in our hearts, our emotions may come and go, but the truth 

remains, God remains, grace remains, and the good news remains to be shared.   

 My prayer this week is that we will know God’s presence in both the burning-heart 

moments as well as the times between those moments.  And may our faith drive us to love one 

another whether it is the product of a well-warmed heart or simply in spite of a bad case of 

indigestion.  And may we equally give the praise to God, in either case.  Amen 


