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I’m sure we’ve all heard jokes about men who get lost and stubbornly refuse to ask for 

directions.  I’d like to begin my sermon by condemning this hurtful stereotype, but I can’t… 

because as a man I know it’s true.  I’ve done it myself.  Many times.  I say to myself, “Missed a 

turn?  So what!  Don’t consult a map or stop and ask for directions; it’ll just slow you down!  

Just keep driving, because all the roads eventually connect, right?  Sure, you may end up an hour 

late and put your family’s lives at risk, but you will have blazed a new trail, you rugged, 

independent, modern-day pioneer!”  Yes, that’s the nonsense I tell myself as I keep driving, 

hopelessly lost. 

 

Turns out I’m not the only one.  A 2010 study revealed that on average men drive an 

extra 276 miles per year just because they’re lost and don’t want to admit it.  That’s the driving 

distance from State College to Columbus, Ohio.  According to the study, 26% of men wait at 

least half an hour before asking for directions, with a stubborn 12 percent refusing to ask a 

stranger for help at all.1  As Bruce Springsteen sang, “Like a river that don't know where it's 

flowing, I took a wrong turn and I just kept going.”2 

 

This brings us to today’s Gospel, where we meet Cleopas and his unnamed friend, two 

disciples who’ve taken their own wrong turn.  They left Jerusalem after their master, Jesus of 

Nazareth, was crucified.  With Jesus’s death, a terrifying darkness had descended upon the entire 

movement he had led, leaving all of his followers, including Cleopas and his friend, disoriented 

and scared.  And so with no plan in mind, and no interest in asking others for direction, they just 

started wandering.  Lost. 

 

Maybe they were like me when I get lost – a little too proud and stubborn to ask for help.  

Maybe they were just scared, hoping to avoid the fate that had befallen Jesus.  And maybe they 

were simply too distressed, disillusioned, disappointed, and depressed to stay in Jerusalem any 

more.  Their hopes dashed and their dreams destroyed, perhaps they simply wanted to get away 

from this entire failed Jesus movement and start over somewhere else.  And so they wandered.  

Lost. 

 

Can you blame them?  This wasn’t the way it was supposed to turn out.  Cleopas and his 

friend had high hopes for Jesus.  He was going to make everything right by overturning the 

Roman occupiers and the corrupt religious institutions, just like he overturned those tables in the 

temple.  But now Jesus was dead, and the only reasonable conclusion was that he must not have 

been the one they sought.  After all, a real messiah doesn’t suffer and doesn’t die.  And so they 

wandered.  Lost. 
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These days I can identify with those disciples, and I bet you can too.  Since this pandemic 

began, I think we’ve all felt lost.  Life as we knew it has been turned upside down, and to some 

extent we’re all grieving.  I know how much I’ll miss the AAUW used book sale, and I can’t 

imagine summer without the Festival of the Arts.  In the larger scheme of things, I suppose those 

losses are minor.  But many of our losses are deeply consequential.  Tens of thousands have died.  

Medical professionals and other essential workers are daily putting their lives on the line.  People 

in hospitals and nursing homes with life threatening conditions aren’t able to spend their waning 

moments with loved ones.  Teachers are lamenting that they can’t enjoy a final good bye with 

graduating seniors.  And every time I stand alone in our church sanctuary, I feel a mix of anger 

and sadness, because I wish we were together.  Friends, we’re all grieving.  We’ve all stepped 

into the shoes of Cleopas and his friend.  We are wandering.  Lost. 

 

In the midst of all this, have you struggled to see where Jesus is?  He rarely acts precisely 

how we want or when we want.  We want Jesus on our terms and our timing.  And when that 

doesn’t happen, when he seems absent, uninterested, and even dead to us, we throw in the towel.  

After all, we say, a real messiah doesn’t suffer and doesn’t die, and he surely doesn’t allow his 

followers to suffer and die.  And so we wander here-and-there to try to find the soothing security 

we’re missing.  Who knew that hoarding toilet paper would even turn out to be a coping 

mechanism? 

 

Yet no matter how lost we’ve become, there’s a tiny place in each of our hearts where the 

Spirit continues to whisper to us that what we really need is Jesus, and that nothing else will 

bring peace to our restless hearts.  Cleopas and his friend heard that whisper as the mysterious 

stranger began unpacking God’s Word to demonstrate that, indeed, it was not only possible but 

necessary that the real messiah would suffer and die before he entered into his glory.  Something 

beautiful burned in their hearts as they considered the possibility of a savior who understands 

firsthand the suffering they were feeling, and who uses his wounds to heal ours. 

 

As they shared a meal together, the stranger’s true identity was finally revealed in 

fullness.  Jesus had been with them the whole time, comforting their aching hearts and offering 

understanding and perspective.  In that encounter, Cleopas and his friend regained their purpose 

and direction.  They were no longer wandering or lost.  And so with haste they reversed course 

and headed back to Jerusalem to share the good news that Christ had risen.  He was alive.  And 

because of that, now they were too. 

 

Friends, Christ is just as vibrantly alive and present with us today as he was for those 

disciples.  In our grief, we may struggle to see him, but he is here, walking alongside us, 

reframing our understanding, providing hope, and offering direction.  I’m witnessing it firsthand 

as I see how you are adapting to this crisis.  I see many of you reigniting, developing, and newly 

discovering gifts that Jesus has implanted within you to bless the world – things like cooking, 

writing and sharing stories, making music, gardening, sewing masks, sending encouraging notes, 

making phone calls, and doing small but meaningful things that extend affection and care to your 

neighbor.  All of those loving and creative acts bear the fingerprints of Jesus.  There is no more 

effective way of revealing the risen Christ to the world than loving and serving your neighbor 

through even the smallest acts of mercy! 
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Faith is being rekindled in many of you too.  In this crisis, Jesus is inviting you into a 

renewed relationship.  But how should you respond?  Well, it need not be difficult or 

burdensome.  Return to the fundamentals.  Watch a church service online.  Read and meditate 

upon a brief passage of scripture.  Participate in Pastor Hetrick’s Wednesday study.  And if you 

want a really concrete suggestion, here’s my #1 recommendation: spend 5 minutes a day in 

prayer.  Once you can do that, gradually increase it.  Keep it simple.  Pray a familiar prayer like 

the Lord’s Prayer, or just sit in reverent silence.  A favorite theologian of mine once wrote that 

prayer “is a holding on to God, until waiting, waiting, waiting, we move into the knowledge that 

we are being held.”3  You can do that!  I know you can.  As you do, I promise you’ll discover, 

just like Cleopas and his friend, that Christ is with you.  By God’s grace, you’ll find yourself 

reversing course and heading home.  You’ll no longer be wandering.  You’ll no longer be lost. 

 

As I’ve said throughout these past few weeks, in every challenge, God reveals an 

opportunity.  Just like Cleopas, our opportunity in this moment is to honestly assess if we have 

become a little lost and, if so, to turn back toward Jesus.  Doing so won’t magically eradicate the 

virus or pay our bills, but it will bring priceless peace to our hearts, and joy and hope to our 

souls.  And who knows.  Maybe the next time I get lost I’ll even wise up enough to ask for 

directions.  Now that would be a miracle.  Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Citations: 
1 https://abcnews.go.com/Travel/male-drivers-lost-longer-women-refuse-directions/story?id=11949176 
2 “Hungry Heart” by Bruce Springsteen 
3 Why Pray? By Robert Llewelyn, pp. 27-28. 


