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I knew I needed to call ahead of time.  A few weeks had gone by since our last visit.  The telephone rang once and I heard her voice.

“Hello,” she said.


“Hi,” I responded.  “It’s kahu.”  

Before I could say anything more she asked, “How are you?”


“Oh, I’m fine,” I answered.  “How are you?”


“Okay,” she replied, her voice sounding softer than usual.

“I called to see if I could stop by for a visit sometime this week,” I added.


“Sure,” she responded.


“Would early Friday morning be okay?” I asked. 


“Let me look at my date book to be sure that there isn’t something else going on then,” she said.


There was a slight pause and then she said, “That’ll be okay.”


“Good,” I replied.  “I’ll see you on Friday.”


When I arrived that morning I rang the doorbell and before the sound diminished the family dog started barking.  I waited for a moment. 

The door opened and we offered our words of greeting to each other.  We walked into the living room, sat down opposite each other and began our visit.  I noticed that she was walking more slowly on this visit and gesturing more slowly as she spoke.  She explained that she was in a bit of malaise over the last several days, not certain if it was the change in weather or the medication she was taking.

Just when it seemed we were settling into our visit with more conversation she asked, “Can I get you something to drink?”  


“No, I’m okay,” I said.


We continued talking and then she asked, “Can I offer you some fruit?”


When I declined it seemed as though she knew I was thinking I wanted her to conserve her energy.  “Oh, it’s already cut and prepared,” she said as she made her way to the kitchen and returned with slices of pineapple and cantaloupe arranged on a plate.

So it was that we began our visit.  I marveled later in the day over her hospitality.

Despite the distress and anguish of her illness and declining health she was the ever gracious host in offering her hoÿokipa.  

Today is the Third Sunday of Easter.  Our reading from The Gospel According to Luke provides us with an opportunity to reflect upon the meaning of the first Easter.  The passage involves an experience with the Risen Christ that includes the sharing of a meal which ties the meaning of the resurrection to the ministry of Jesus and to the Hebrew Scriptures, offers the promise of the Holy Spirit, and commissions the disciples to witness to the nations.  


While all of that may be said about the text, what caught my attention in the account of that first Easter was the invitation by the two disciples for Jesus to stay with them.  “They urged him strongly, saying, ‘Stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is now nearly over’” (Luke 24:29).

Even though they were filled with distress and anguish over the death of Jesus, the desire to offer their hospitality to the “stranger” that stood before them did not escape them.  Although they did not recognize him, they extended a gracious invitation to him.
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By extending their hospitality to Jesus, he in turn offered his.  The account of what happened around the meal revolves around four verbs that describe Jesus’ actions:  “he took bread,” “blessed it,” “broke it,” and “gave it” to the two of them (Luke 24:30).  It is then that their eyes were opened and they recognized him (Luke 24:31).

As we go about our busy lives here on Maui and in the many other places where we live, as we travel and cross many roads and highways every day, we do not always recognize the living presence of the Risen Christ among us.  We need words and actions that open our minds, our eyes, and our hearts.  

It would hardly seem possible that we would recognize such a presence in the midst of our distress and anguish, but as often as we offer our hospitality to one another we will open the door to the Risen Christ to come among us again and again.  Late in the week I received a telephone call from a mother.

“My son was in a bad accident.  He was returning from work late one night.  Someone else was driving.  He was the passenger.  He had fallen asleep and because it was late, the driver fell asleep at the wheel,” she explained.


“The truck crossed the center line, hit a guardrail, tipped over, and slid across the pavement and hit the other guardrail.  Both my son and the driver were able to get out of the truck with the help of others who were at the scene of the accident.”


“Within a few weeks of their working together, they have become friends,” she said.  “It was a close call for both of them.”


“But the reason I called wasn’t to just tell you about the accident or to tell you that my son and his friend were able to walk away without serious injuries. I wanted to tell you that something more seems to have happened.  With all that he has been through in his own life it seems as though the accident opened his eyes about life and about living.”
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I could hear in her voice the love of a mother for her son.  I thanked her for sharing her story with me.  As much as she may have wanted to tell me what had happened, I realized that it was on that road just outside Olowalu that he came to realize what the two disciples eventually realized on the road to Emmaus.

I do not know if he and his friend ever shared a meal together.  My hunch is they did even if it was only hamburgers and fries or a plate lunch.  The simple act of offering food to one another or of sharing a meal becomes the way in which we demonstrate to others the hospitality of the Risen Christ who invites all to sit with him at the table of life.


The visit on Friday morning ended with a prayer thanking God for the gift of life, for family, and for friends.  We bid each other aloha.  


I walked back to my car, got in, and drove down the road.  It was then that I realized we need to be hospitable to one another through the breaking of the bread and the sharing of slices of pineapple and cantaloupe that we will be able to recognize the Risen Christ among us.  I realized we need to be open to those words, to those actions, to those persons that open our minds and hearts; that open our eyes in such a way that we will be able to see the Risen Christ in our midst.

Mahalo Ke Akua.  Amen.
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