I grew up in a time when seat assignments in school were

based on the alphabet, and so I was usually on the last row

or next to the last.  The teacher would write our assignments

on the board, and when school was over, I would move up

to the blackboard and copy everything down.  Noticing this,

my first grade teacher suggested to my mother that she have

my eyes checked, and when we went to the optometrist, it

was discovered that I did indeed need glasses.  And thanks to

the generosity of the Lions Club, I got my first pair of glasses.

What a difference!  I could finally see the individual leaves on trees

rather than green blurs, I could copy off the work from the

blackboard without moving closer, I could actually see

stars in the sky, rather than dim lights (of course, I thought

how I saw - blurs and all - was how everyone's eyes worked).

It would be easy for me to simply take that childhood experience

and compare it to what happened to the folks on the road to Emmaus.

That their eyes were opened, and suddenly they could see Jesus

for who he was, not just some shapeless blur, that they could

now see clearly, and would do so from that day on.

But the reality of my experience is that I have dealt with a lifelong

struggle with very poor eyesight.  While the glasses helped, I

had to get them changed almost yearly, because my myopia

continued to increase.  I was trying bifocals by the 6th grade, and

for years was the one who wore the glasses with lenses that looked

like they had come off the bottom of coke bottles.  From year to year,

the experts would just shake their heads, and grind thicker lenses.

Contacts were not an option, because of my severe astigmatism,

and lasik surgery was to great a risk, because of how my retinas

had been stretched.  As I moved from place to place, and acquired

new eye doctors along the way, I got used to the "you have eyes

I've only read about in textbooks!"

Over the years, due to improvements in contacts, I was able to

try them and use them with much success.  Then, several years ago,

"blessed" with cataracts, I had the surgery to have them removed

and lenses implanted (though I had to see a retinal specialist before

the doctor would consider doing the surgery, and then again after, to

make sure my retinas 'survived').  For about a year or so, I could see

20/20 for the first time in my life, but now my eyes are declining, and

the interesting thing is that apparently I am stuck with them, and the

experts can't do things with lenses in glasses to really improve my

vision, and I am now a prime candidate for macular degeneration.

To me, my journey with my eyesight is like my journey with Jesus.

Yes, there was that Emmaus Road experience when I saw Jesus

for who he was, but once I left the table, and the bread had digested

within me, life just became a series of struggles to see him.  I had

to keep cleaning my 'lenses' of all the dust and detritus of the world,

in order to catch a glimpse of him.  There was only so much the

'experts' could do for me, before leaving me to my struggles.  There

were times when someone would hand me a book, or I would hear

a sermon, or listen to a lecture, and it was like putting on contacts

and being able to really see for awhile, but then . . . When I went

on my journey to Gethsemani, Iona, and Taize, it seemed that

for the first time I could see Jesus with Easter Eyes, with that clarity

of vision, of life, of hope that I had always heard those who were

born with 20/20 faith talk about, but always was told, 'sorry, you

just will never have the capability to see that clearly.'  Even now,

I worry at times about ever being able to see as clearly, as far,

as dearly as I could with those eyes.

But though my Easter Eyes aren't what they once were, they are

all I have right now, and maybe that's enough.

Maybe that's what those two folks in Emmaus discovered.  Yes,

their eyes were opened and they could see clearer than they ever

could in their life, they could run and tell everyone, "We have seen

the Lord!" ('look, did you know trees had leaves?').  But as the

years went by, as they journeyed on, as they walked with the

dust and detritus of the world always around them, as they looked

for that face in every face they met, for that voice in every person

who spoke to them, for that grace and wonder in every moment

they encountered - even as their memory faded, as their faith

wavered, as their vision of the kingdom grew dim at times,

maythey they realized that though their Easter Eyes weren't

what they once were, they were all they had, and they were

enough to keep looking.
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