
JOURNEY INTO JOY 

What does your morning routine look like when 
working from home? 

 

The zombie apocalypse is coming, who are 3 
people you want on your team? And why? 

 

 

With the trauma of the cross behind them we find two disciples in our text today walking 

from Jerusalem toward the sinking sun westward to Emmaus, about ten kilometers away. 

The invitation is to walk with the post resurrection devastated and confused disciples on the 

road to Emmaus, joined on the journey by Jesus Himself. 

1. Break out into groups and read Luke 24:13-27 and Luke 24:50-53 (the parallel passages 
are Mark 16:12-13; John 20) 

a. Which verse or theme really spoke to you? Describe why?  

 

 

b. What troubled you from the text? And why? 

 

 

c. Are there any unanswered questions from the text? 

 

 

 

2. Come back from your break-out groups and discuss your reflections. 

 

 

3. List some common misconceptions about Jesus and his ministry.  

 

 

4. What prevents people from knowing and accepting Jesus as their resurrected King? Read 

Mark 16:12-13; Ephesians 4:18. 

 

 

5. What was restorative about this conversation? What was formative? 

 



 

Jesus. The man. The bronzed Galilean who spoke with such thunderous authority and loved with such 
childlike humility. 

The God. The one who claimed to be older than time and greater than death. 

Gone is the pomp of religion; dissipated is the fog of theology. Momentarily lifted is the opaque 
curtain of controversy and opinion. Erased are our own blinding errors and egotism. And there he 
stands. 

Jesus. Have you seen him? Those who first did were never the same. 

“My Lord and my God!” cried Thomas. 
“I have seen the Lord,” exclaimed Mary Magdalene. 
“We have seen his glory,” declared John. 
“Were not our hearts burning within us while he talked?” rejoiced the two Emmaus-bound disciples. 
But Peter said it best. “We were eyewitnesses of his majesty.” 

His Majesty. The emperor of Judah. The soaring eagle of eternity. The noble admiral of the Kingdom. 
All the splendor of heaven revealed in a human body. For a period ever so brief, the doors to the 
throne room were open and God came near. His Majesty was seen. Heaven touched the earth and, as 
a result, earth can know heaven. In astounding tandem a human body housed divinity. Holiness and 
earthliness intertwined. 

This is no run-of-the-mill messiah. His story was extraordinary. He called himself divine, yet allowed a 
minimum-wage Roman soldier to drive a nail into his wrist. He demanded purity, yet stood for the 
rights of a repentant whore. He called men to march, yet refused to allow them to call him King. He 
sent men into all the world, yet equipped them with only bended knees and memories of a 
resurrected carpenter. 

We can’t regard him as simply a good teacher. His claims are too outrageous to limit him to the 
company of Socrates or Aristotle. Nor can we categorize him as one of many prophets sent to reveal 
eternal truths. His own claims eliminate that possibility. 

Then who is he? 

Let’s try to find out. Let’s follow his sandal prints. Let’s sit on the cold, hard floor of the cave in which 
he was born. Let’s smell the sawdust of the carpentry shop. Let’s hear his sandals slap the hard trails 
of Galilee. Let’s sigh as we touch the healed sores of the leper. Let’s smile as we see his compassion 
with the woman at the well. Let’s cringe as we hear the hissing of hell’s Satan. Let’s let our voices soar 
with the praises of the multitudes. Let’s try to see him. 

Has it been a while since you have seen him? If your prayers seem stale, it probably has. If your faith 
seems to be trembling, perhaps your vision of him has blurred. If you can’t find power to face your 
problems, perhaps it is time to face him. 

One warning. Something happens to a person who has witnessed his Majesty. He becomes addicted. 
One glimpse of the King and you are consumed by a desire to see more of him and say more about 
him. Pew-warming is no longer an option. Junk religion will no longer suffice. Sensation-seeking is 
needless. Once you have seen his face you will forever long to see it again. 

(From God Came Near by Max Lucado) 

JOURNALING 

Take a few moments to record your personal reflections from this lesson. 
 
 
 
How is walking with Jesus impacting my life on a restorative level? Formative level? 


