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 Question for reflection: Tell a story about a time when Jesus was with you, but it was only in hindsight 
that you recognized that fact. 

The road to Emmaus is such an interesting story.  I think it resonates with us so much because we are so 
like those two disciples who meet Jesus on the road – blinded by our preoccupations, blinded with our 
questions of what happened and why, blinded to the risen Christ right here, right now as we walk the 
journey of faith.  We need the reminder of who God is, what God has done – we need the backstory of 
God's redeeming love – and then we become aware of Christ's presence with us. 

I think for me, I often look for Jesus in the meta story of life – looking for those big arcs where my life 
is being shaped by the presence of Christ.  And I have those places.  Several years ago, I was in a very 
serious car accident, and I look back and see how God was with me.  I didn't realize it at the time – 
literally didn't realize what hit me when someone ran a red light at nearly 60 mph, throwing my van into 
the air like a rag doll, rolling and coming down on a pick up truck (which saved my life).  It was only 
later, when I saw the pictures and realized that every window was broken, every surface crushed and 
twisted, with the exception of the driver’s window, which was intact, and no one could explain it.  It 
looked like a hand had covered that window, even though my head hit it hard.  And I saw God in that.   

And in a deeper, mysterious, profound way, looking back I see Christ with me in ways I could never 
explain and I didn't see.  Ten days after my accident, while I was just starting to be up and walking, my 
mother died suddenly from a pulmonary embolism.  I was devastated.  The one-two punch of my 
accident followed by my mother's death led me to a very dark place, a place I didn't want to be, could 
see no way out of, and wouldn't wish on anyone.  And strangely, looking back, I can see how present 
God was with me, even though I didn't feel it at all.  How who I am now is actually much stronger, more 
aware, more grounded and available and compassionate through that experience. How God shaped me 
and transformed me through the suffering and the grief.  Not that God necessarily caused it; but that God 
uses whatever happens in my life, meets me on the road where I am, journeys with me and helps me see 
the Big Picture in the midst of my own questions.  I have no doubt that I am a priest, and that I am a 
better mother and wife and friend, because of what happened.  God was definitely present in ways I am 
still discovering. 

Yet when I think of times when Jesus was with me, I think that the places I most fail to see it is in the 
daily round of my life.  My first response to the question was – where do I not recognize that Christ is 
with me, every day?  Honestly, at the close of the day, I so often reflect and realize how Jesus was with 
me – in the difficult conversation with someone, through some song or poem I find in the day, in the 
near miss on the interstate, in shattering beauty or in mundane detail, in the moment with someone that I 
later realize was holy, sacred.  So often, I look for the big, sweeping presence of God.  Yet most often, 
when I reflect, it is in the small, everyday mysteries of the day when Jesus is with me, and I am so often 
blind to it.   



 

 

So Emmaus invites me most to awareness, about hope and about light in the darkness.  Jesus tells the 
disciples: you have eyes but don't see, ears but don't hear.  One of my constant prayers is make me 
present to your presence.   Frederick Buechner says it this way:  “I believe that whether we recognize 
him or not, or believe in him or not, or even know his name, again and again he comes and walks a little 
way with us along whatever road we're following."   

Emmaus reminds me of this reality.  Find Jesus in the now, and recognize the Risen Christ in the midst 
of my day to day life, in the faces of those I love and those who are strangers, in the holy conversations 
about everyday things, in the meals we share, the laughter in the car with my sons, the uncertainty of 
what tomorrow brings.  Christ is present.  And on the road with me.  And you.  God, make me present to 
your presence.   
 
 


