
Sunday 26th April 2020 – Easter 3  

Readings: Zephaniah 3:14-20 and Luke 24:13-25 

Zephaniah 3:14-20 
Sing, Daughter Zion; 

    shout aloud, Israel! 

Be glad and rejoice with all your heart, 

    Daughter Jerusalem! 

The Lord has taken away your punishment, 

    he has turned back your enemy. 

The Lord, the King of Israel, is with you; 

    never again will you fear any harm. 

On that day 

    they will say to Jerusalem, 

‘Do not fear, Zion; 

    do not let your hands hang limp. 

The Lord your God is with you, 

    the Mighty Warrior who saves. 

He will take great delight in you; 

    in his love he will no longer rebuke you, 

    but will rejoice over you with singing.’ 
 

‘I will remove from you 

    all who mourn over the loss of your appointed festivals, 

    which is a burden and reproach for you. 

At that time I will deal 

    with all who oppressed you. 

I will rescue the lame; 

    I will gather the exiles. 

I will give them praise and honour 

    in every land where they have suffered shame. 

At that time I will gather you; 

    at that time I will bring you home. 

I will give you honour and praise 

    among all the peoples of the earth 

when I restore your fortunes 

    before your very eyes,’ 

says the Lord. 



 

Luke 24:13-25 
Now that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about 

seven miles from Jerusalem. They were talking with each other about everything that 

had happened. As they talked and discussed these things with each other, Jesus himself 

came up and walked along with them; but they were kept from recognising him. 

He asked them, ‘What are you discussing together as you walk along?’ 

They stood still, their faces downcast. One of them, named Cleopas, asked him, 

‘Are you the only one visiting Jerusalem who does not know the things that have 

happened there in these days?’ 

‘What things?’ he asked. 

‘About Jesus of Nazareth,’ they replied. ‘He was a prophet, powerful in word and 

deed before God and all the people. The chief priests and our rulers handed him over to 

be sentenced to death, and they crucified him; but we had hoped that he was the one 

who was going to redeem Israel. And what is more, it is the third day since all this took 

place. In addition, some of our women amazed us. They went to the tomb early this 

morning but didn’t find his body. They came and told us that they had seen a vision of 

angels, who said he was alive. Then some of our companions went to the tomb and 

found it just as the women had said, but they did not see Jesus.’ 

He said to them, ‘How foolish you are, and how slow to believe all that the 

prophets have spoken! 

  



Reflection 
To differentiate my Father from their other grandfather, my children used to call 

him “Grandpa Whiskers”. This was because my father-in-law was clean-shaven, while 

my Dad always sported a handlebar moustache, to which he later added a beard. I say 

“always” but a couple of times he shaved some, if not all of it, off. This made him look 

completely different. The first time I remember him doing this, I was a teenager, sitting 

in our dining room doing my homework, when a head popped round the door. “Do you 

need anything?” he asked. I jumped out of my skin. Partly because I had been so 

engrossed in what I was doing that I wasn’t expecting to be interrupted; but mostly 

because, although he sounded like my Dad, he didn’t really look like him! For I couldn’t 

remember him ever being without his whiskers! Once I looked at him properly, of 

course, I recognised who he was!  

It’s not just when people radically change their appearance. Sometimes it’s when 

you bump into someone out of context. It’s not where you expect to see them, so you 

don’t recognise them! A couple of years ago I was with some friends at a “Kew the 

Music” summer concert. We had our chairs and our picnic and we were just settling 

down to listen to Jools Holland, when the man sitting in front of me turned around and 

said, “Hello Fiona! How are you doing?” I looked at him and my brain whirred as I tried 

to work out who he was. Clearly he knew us well. The face and the voice were familiar, 

but I was baffled. I was hoping my husband might help – by saying “hello Fred” or 

whoever – but the expression on his face showed that he was equally mystified! 

Moreover the stranger could tell we hadn’t recognised him and he was enjoying our 

discomfort!  

In the end the stranger put us out of our misery. Some 15 years earlier he had been 

our builder; he effectively lived with us for about six months while we had our kitchen 

extension and other renovations done! (Not literally – he just spent so much time on 

site, it felt as if he never went home!!). Not only was it a long time since we’d seen him; 

we weren’t expecting him to be there. Once we remembered it was obvious!  

And there’s a sense of the same thing happening in Luke’s resurrection narratives. 

They are all about people seeing but not recognising; hearing but not understanding; 

being so slow to believe, even when Jesus was standing right next to them! I’ve always 

loved this account of the two men on the Emmaus road. They were believers, but not 

part of the Eleven (Luke 24:33). How Jesus must have smiled as they walked along and 

talked about him, without realising it was Jesus who was with them! 

It was only when they were sitting at table, when Jesus took bread and gave thanks 

and gave it to them, that they recognised him. Suddenly their eyes were opened, even 

as he disappeared from their sight. Hindsight is a wonderful thing! “Did not our hearts 

burn within us?!” And this made me wonder; how often are we blind to Jesus’ presence 

with us? Only to spot the signs afterwards, that he was walking beside us all the time, 

not just in our difficult moments, but also during times of celebration?  So I want to 



encourage you: the next time God “gives you a nudge”; if he reminds you of something, 

or if something moves you, or causes your heart to quicken, or maybe your eyes to fill 

with tears; whatever it is that attracts your attention; pause and ask God what he is 

showing you and what he is saying to you through it. And then write it down so that you 

remember!  

Years ago, when I was walking in Richmond Park, God drew my attention to a 

hawthorn in blossom. I noticed how the flowers grew amongst the thorns. At the time 

our family was experiencing a difficult time because of illness. I felt God was saying to 

me, “Even in the middle of sharp and painful times, beauty is still present. Beauty can 

still be found.” This brought me much comfort then; and still brings me much comfort 

now, as I walk in the Park and see the hawthorn in flower again.  

Those two disciples would never forget that moment when Jesus broke bread and 

revealed himself to them. The darkness of Good Friday was totally transformed by the 

revelation that Jesus had risen. This is a strange season for all of us. We need to hold on 

to the truth and beauty of God’s love for us and for the whole of creation. To the truth 

that God can, and WILL bring beauty out of the darkest of times if we look for it.  Amen. 

 

Fiona de Quidt 

 


