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Do any of you recognize this face?  This is a record album of his greatest hits.  He’s been dead for more than 40 
years now, but I’ll bet there are plenty of people here who can identify him, because “He Got a Name.”  That’s 
the title of a song that was released the day before he was killed in a plane crash at the age of 30 in 1973.  “I Got 
a Name.”  He actually didn’t write that song, but he’s probably the only reason people remember it.  It’s Jim 
Croce, and for some reason the enduring memory I have of watching the TV news the morning after his death is 
that the newscaster on the Today Show kept mispronouncing his name, calling him “Jim Crochet.”  This is not a 
mistake that any Italian would make.  Jim Croce was not French, and this is not the face of a French guy.   

I got a name.  This is important.  Especially in the Gospel of Luke which we just heard today.  Names matter, and 
Luke of all people knew that very well.  Which is why he alone addresses his gospel to somebody by name, 
specifically, to someone named “Theophilus,” which means “lover of God.”  Was that a specific somebody?  Or 
was that name meant to be a category of believers?  Maybe we’ll never know, but Luke never remembers 
people’s names for no reason.  His first question to a reader is, “Do you identify yourself as a lover of God?”  If 
so, welcome in, and read on.  What is your name?   

Remember the story of the man lying at the gate, hoping to eat the scraps of food from the homeowner, and 
who had dogs licking his sores?  A story told only by Luke?  He had a name.  It was Lazarus.  The rich man did 
not.  He was just “the rich man.”  And remember the small man, the tax collector, who had to climb up into a 
tree in order to see Jesus passing by?  A story told only by Luke?  He had a name.  It was Zachaeus.  Nobody else 
in that story had a name.  And remember the story of the two sisters who welcomed Jesus into their home, one 
by serving and the other by listening.  A story told only by Luke?  They had names, specifically Martha and Mary.  
When St. Luke remembers a name, it means something. 

Which means that when Luke doesn’t write about people by name, that also means something.  Not because 
those people aren’t important, but because those people could be anybody.  It could be you.  It could be me.  
That’s the point of it.   

And I think of all this in light of the gospel that we just heard proclaimed today, that story of the two travelers, 
disciples of Jesus, walking the road of despair from Jerusalem to the village of Emmaus after Good Friday.  They 
don’t get names.   They could be anybody.  And what makes it even more intriguing is that at the very end of 
their story Luke tells us that they returned to Jerusalem to announce good news to “The Eleven,” who were 
gathered there.  That means that whoever these two are, they weren’t any of the apostles specifically chosen 
and named by Jesus.  They could have been anybody, you or me, for example.  Jesus on the road to Emmaus 
chose to walk with just two guys, not with the named saints.   

And how did these two nameless, struggling believers come to see and know and recognize the Risen Lord?  It 
began with an honest accounting of their life story with Jesus, including their profound disappointment with 
what seemed to have been the end.  And their willingness to listen to news that seemed impossible to believe—
reports of resurrection and of angels, reports that come from the women at the tomb; and reports of the 
scriptures being fulfilled that come from this stranger walking on the road with them.  It began with them, as it 
must for all of us, with hearts that are ready to ponder and to trust beyond what seems completely reasonable.  
To listen and to imagine and to hope.  Those two guys on the road “got a name,” and it is my name, and your 
name. 



 

 

 

 

  P a g e  2 | 2 

And the story continued, with an openness on their part for hospitality: “Stay with us, sir, for the day is almost 
over,” they said.  If they had not said and done that, none of the rest of it would have happened and Jesus would 
have just kept walking on past.  To come to faith involves not only listening, but welcoming, even the one whom 
you and I don’t yet recognize as Christ.   

And the story continued yet again with an invitation for all to share a Eucharistic meal, blessing, and breaking, 
and being together at table.  Here their eyes were opened and they recognized the one whom they had not seen 
before—even though he’d been walking with them all along.  And they got names.  Guess who’s?  

And finally, the story ended with their bearing the news of who and what they had recognized, and loved, and 
adored.  To encounter the Risen One is to be sent, to share with joy the promise of life over death.  And the 
names of those witnesses are Bob, and Jack, and Betty, and Mary, and Aaron, and Katie, and Sharif, and every 
one of us here.   

We got names.  And they are remembered for a good reason:  We got a mission to do. 

 


