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THE ROAD BACK HOME 

Studying how I get off track and fall away can be as helpful as understanding what brings me home.  

How about you?  

For me it is often small simple things that stop working or interrupt a pattern. The interruption begins 

the downward turn, and in the crush of life I simply don’t stop to fix or adjust or redirect.  

With COVID19 I have stopped going to the gym, replacing this with outdoor walking. But because I 

stopped going to the gym, I have stopped my regular weekly routine of checking weight and step 

counting  

I have a scale at home. And my Fitbit is still on my arm.  

It just wasn’t my routine. So I don’t use them.  

I got the scale as a birthday gift and used it happily for a while. It synchs automatically to my Fitbit. 

Perfect. But the batteries died. And I didn’t realize that was the problem. Then my Fitbit went on the 

fritz and somehow erased the devices that were synched. So I started using the equipment at the gym. 

Until the gym closed. 

I did not intentionally stop using the scale. It just happened.  

I did not intentionally decide to break routine when I couldn’t go to the gym. It just happened.  

Psychologists and pastors and mental health professionals are working overtime to guide us through this 

COVID19 Pandemic. They say: 

Don’t give in to the inertia of nothing.  

Get up. Make your bed. Get dressed. Remember to shower. Make a list. Develop a pattern even if it is a 

new pattern of when you will walk, when you will connect virtually with others, when you will study 

scripture and pray, when you will eat, when you will stop working.  

It reminds me of the powerful graduation speech delivered by a Naval officer…If you want to change the 

world, start by making your bed each morning.  

It also reminds me of my grandmother’s generation. Maybe because they lived through the great 

depression they knew something that applies today. Every day; no matter what was planned she had a 

plan. No matter if she was working as a factory nurse or a school nurse. No matter if she was at home all 

day or out running errands. No matter if she was living at home or in the nursing facility. No matter if 

she was confined to her wheelchair or walking down to dinner herself, my grandmother got dressed. 

She picked out clothes that were color coordinated with her costume jewelry. She did her hair. She put 

on her makeup. She made her bed. And she planned her day. EVERY SINGLE DAY. And if the batteries in 

her scale died, I am sure she replaced them. Or at least added batteries to her shopping list for the next 

day. One step in front of the next, she was ready.  



Our scripture for today continues in the Easter Resurrection stories. Here Max Lucado, in chapter 37 of 

On Calvary’s Hill asks the question I personally had never really thought through…how did the disciples 

leave and when did they re-gather.  

We know that Peter followed Jesus’ way of the cross from a distance, hiding and eventually denying he 

knew him. 

We know that John was at the base of the cross with the women disciples and Jesus’ mother the day of 

his crucifixion.  

We know that Judas, after the betraying kiss in the garden, eventually took his own life in a field out of 

guilt and struggle. 

But where were the rest? When did they leave? And when did they gather back together?  

It struck me for the first time – I bet they sort of drifted away as well.  

It was not a big conflict that sent them all storming out of the room.  

It was not a disciple church meeting that ended in a sour vote and hurt feelings.  

They were gathered in the Garden of Gethsemane with Jesus after the Palm Sunday entrance. They tried 

to stay awake, heads nodding onto fellow shoulders in the dark of the night, like a box full of sleepy 

puppies. They watched as Judas betrayed and Peter drew his sword. They saw Jesus kneel down to pick 

up the severed ear and like miracles before, they watched Jesus bring it back to life. And they watched 

the soldiers take him away. Probably they scattered in fear when the situation got ugly. But when did 

they decide to stay lost? Why didn’t anyone call a meeting? Send a message where they might meet?  

It was probably individual, gradual, and perhaps not even conscious.  

With so much fear, so much visible pain, so much dislocation for these Galilean boys stuck in the heart 

of the big holy city of Jerusalem, they just drifted. The batteries died and they did not know the real 

problem so they just moved on into the numbness of these strange days.  

Max Lucado says “No one knows what happened to the disciples in the hours after they ran away when 

Jesus was arrested. Those hours are left to speculation. Any guilt, any fear, any doubts are all 

unrecorded.“ 

They fell off track, like often happens to me; without any real awareness.  

But, Lucado says “We do know one thing. They came back. Slowly. One by One. Matthew, Nathaniel, 

Andrew. They came out of hiding. James, Peter, Thaddeus. From all sections of the city they 

appeared….Each hoping to find some kind of solace in numbers, they came back. Something in their 

nature refused to let them give up. Something in those words spoken by the Master pulled them back 

together.”  

And perhaps this is part of resurrection hope as well. Perhaps resurrection power includes a conviction 

that even when our fear and guilt and shame build walls to separate us from God, there is a power of 



the seed of His truth within us that calls us home. One halting step at a time; we still believe in 

transformation. We still find seeds of Hope.  

Perhaps the road off track happens without our conscious awareness at times. We let inertia take over 

until shame or regret build a wall.  

But our hearts long for the truth.  

Our eyes look for the light.  

Our hands search for His Presence.  

And we slowly, one step at a time, not even sure exactly how, come back to belief, to hope, to promise, 

to relationship, to power. We, like the disciples, find new joy even as we continue disbelieving and still 

wondering. And Jesus walks us one step at a time.  

Thanks be to God for the broken road back home! 

Let us believe even when we don’t have all the answers, that as Lucado says “a repentant heart is 

enough to summon the Son of God himself to walk through walls of guilt and shame. He who forgave his 

followers who scattered is ready to forgive us too.” 

There is, by His grace, always a road back home! 

Change the batteries in your scale. Get up, make your bed, get dressed, and put on your makeup.  

And begin the journey from lost to found one more day.  

God is with us each step.  

And invites you, as always, to invite another along THE WAY! 

 

33 That same hour the men on the road to Emmaus got up and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the 

eleven and their companions gathered together. 34 The disciples were saying, “The Lord has risen indeed, 

and he has appeared to Simon!” 35 Then they told what had happened on the road, and how he had been 

made known to them in the breaking of the bread. 36 While they were talking about this, Jesus himself 

stood among them and said to them, “Peace be with you.” 37 They were startled and terrified, and 

thought that they were seeing a ghost. 38 He said to them, “Why are you frightened, and why do doubts 

arise in your hearts? 39 Look at my hands and my feet; see that it is I myself. Touch me and see; for a 

ghost does not have flesh and bones as you see that I have.” 40 And when he had said this, he showed 

them his hands and his feet. 41 While in their joy they were disbelieving and still wondering, he said to 

them, “Have you anything here to eat?” 42 They gave him a piece of broiled fish, 43 and he took it and ate 

in their presence. Luke 24: 33-43 


