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“A Few Miles From ‘But we had Hoped’...” 

Text: Luke 24.13-35 

 I know I’ve told you this story before, but I want to drag it out again, because I think it 

fits this gospel lesson especially well. 

 Years ago I had a friend who was—apparently—quite a good skier.  She trained and 

raced for a number of years and she told me it was just grueling: the discipline, the physical 

rigor, the travel, the anxiety.  I guess she’d gotten to the point where she was questioning what 

she was even in it for anymore.  Well one day she was at Jackson Hole and the weather was 

pretty nasty.  The ice had built up on the turns and the moguls were wicked, and there was this 

misty freezing rain that made for bad visibility.  And she’d taken her first run and it wasn’t that 

good so she wasn’t in a particularly good mood as she got on the chair lift.  And there was some 

random old guy on the chair with her and he was trying to chat and she just didn’t have time 

because she was trying to scope out what she could see of the course from the chair as she was 

riding back to the top.  But as they approached the top she realized she’d been kind of a jerk to 

this guy who was just trying to be nice.  So, as she was eyeing the landing the guy asked her 

name and she told him, and then—almost as an afterthought—she said, “And what’s your 

name?”  And he said, “Paul Newman.”  And she glanced up and sure enough!  And he smiled 

and waved and skied away and she never saw him again...except in the movies. 

 She wasn’t on the road to Emmaus, but she was on a road of sorts.  And those two 

disciples on the road to Emmaus weren’t caught up in foul weather that we know of... but they 

were certainly under the weather—what with Jesus’ death, and the confusion of having their 

dreams and hopes all dashed. 
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 Karoline Lewis said that in her mind the difficulty of the journey on the road to Emmaus 

wasn’t so much the distance—which was about seven miles 

from Jerusalem.  It wasn’t even the danger—although there 

were bandits and beasts to worry about, especially after dark.  

The real hardship on that road was the broken hopes.  This 

journey wasn’t so much from Jerusalem to Emmaus; it was 

from “But we had hoped...” to “He is risen indeed!” 

 We get that place of broken hopes.  They’d hoped Jesus would be the one to restore 

Israel.  They hoped that under his leadership the Romans would be ousted, faith would be 

restored, and the nation would rise to a place of prominence.  But when Jesus was killed and his 

followers scattered, well, it was pretty obvious that all those hopes were wasted.  And all the 

work they’d put in, the plans they’d made, the joy they looked forward to: gone now. 

 Our hopes might not be the same, but we’ve had hopes shattered too.  We’ve hoped our 

sick would be healed—and sometimes that happened, but sometimes... not so much.  We hoped a 

romance would turn into a marriage and that marriage would be 

filled with joy—and sometimes that happens, but sometimes not.  

We hoped the perfect job would lead to security, we hoped that 

this candidate would be the perfect leader, we hoped this war 

would end, we hoped this injustice would be removed, we hoped 

this death would be held off... Oh yeah... we know that place 

called: “But we had hoped...”  And we know the pain, the 

sorrow, the loss, the grief, despair, confusion, and the anger that 

can go with it.  “But we had hoped...” 

This journey wasn’t so much 

from Jerusalem to Emmaus; it 

was from “But we had hoped...” 

to “He is risen indeed!” 

Oh yeah... we know that place 

called: “But we had hoped...”  And 

we know the pain, the sorrow, the 

loss, the grief, despair, confusion, 

and the anger that can go with it.  

“But we had hoped...” 
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 Meaning no disrespect: I knew a fellow who had lived in Butte, Montana.  I asked him 

what it was like to have lived there. “ He told me it’s a nice place to be from.”  I guess you could 

say the same thing about “But we had hoped...”  Maybe we’ve all been there but nobody wants 

to live there forever.  There must be a better place, and with any luck we’ll find it as long as we 

put some miles between us and it. 

 Jesus meets these two guys on the road, and asks what they’ve been talking about—as if 

he hadn’t overheard them as he was overtaking them—and they give it to him in a nutshell:  He 

was a prophet, did mighty works, we’d hoped...  But three days ago they killed him in a very 

messy way, and just this morning some of the women went to his tomb and it was empty and an 

angel told them he’d arisen.  And that’s where they’re at on the map.  Some place just outside of  

“But we had hoped...” but not quite yet to “He is risen indeed.”   

 And the irony is that Paul Newman is sitting right there on the chair lift with them...  

Wait a minute, now I’ve got my analogies mixed up.  The irony is that Jesus was the one walking 

with them on that journey.  Jesus was the one asking them these leading questions.  Jesus was the 

one who called them a couple of slow hearted “numbskulls.”  Jesus was the one who opened the 

scriptures to them so they could understand all the prophets had said about the one God would 

send to redeem, or save, or restore the people.  Jesus was the one who accepted their invitation to 

stay for dinner.  Jesus was the one who took the bread and broke it and blessed it...  

 And somehow right then, in that action—in those words, that prayer, the way he held the 

bread, the way his eyes twinkled as he spoke the blessing—they absolutely knew that this wasn’t 

just some random guy, a stranger passing through, this was Jesus himself—the very man—the 

dead man now living and walking and teaching among them.  And just like that he disappeared... 

we don’t even know if he smiled and waved as he skied off down the hill... Sorry there I go 
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again.  He was just glimpsed and gone, but they were filled with the assurance that he’d actually 

been with them.  They knew they’d reached the place we’re calling “He is risen indeed.”   

 And look at the change in these two 

disciples... They’d impressed upon Jesus the need for 

him to stay with them for the night on account of the 

dangers of the road at that time.  But now—having 

reached “He is risen indeed”—wild horses couldn’t 

keep them from racing back down that same 

dangerous road to the place where the other disciples 

were staying.  They had to get there; had to be there 

now.  Their message couldn’t wait, they couldn’t leave the others in the agony of the place of 

“But we had hoped” for another second.  So they blew out the candles, and let the door slam 

behind them, and they raced back down that same road to tell the others.  And we should note 

that now the uneven road is dark, now the beasts are out, now the bandits have the cover of 

night; but they’re fearless.  Hope has overpowered their fears and despair.  Now they’re done 

debating about the things that others have seen and heard, and analyzing the implications of this 

and that.  Now their message is simple, it’s first person plural: “We have seen the Lord.  He is 

risen indeed!” 

 And friends, we’re on that road—one direction or another.  We’re either heading from 

“But we had hoped” or were running back with “He has risen” echoing from our lips and 

emblazoned on our tee shirts.  But the deal is that we often seem just too caught up in the 

mundane to recognize where we are and who we’re with.   

Their message couldn’t wait, they 
couldn’t leave the others in the agony of 
the place of “But we had hoped” for 
another second.  So they blew out the 
candles, and let the door slam behind 
them, and they raced back down that 
same road to tell the others.   
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 That young woman on that chair lift—those two disciples on the road—they were just so 

caught up in their own moment of broken hopes and misdirected dreams that they couldn’t see 

the truth of who was right there next to them all the time.  Think of the moments wasted when 

that young woman could have been actually talking to Cool Hand 

Luke himself.  Think of the stories he might have told.  And think of 

those two men sulking on the road:  what if they’d recognized Jesus 

sooner?  Think how much more closely they might have listened, 

how much sooner their despair might have turned to joy. 

 And you and I... have we yet seen him in the breaking of the 

bread?  Have we yet realized the absolute truth of “He is risen 

indeed”?  If so who are we running to share that news with?  Who’s 

still caught in “But we had hoped”?  Who needs Christ walking next 

to them?  Who needs hope restored, who needs the joy of the 

resurrection that we might share? 

 Please don’t hold it in.  Let the hope within you drive you out onto the road no matter 

how dangerous it might seem... because, Lord knows there are so very many who need to find 

“He is risen indeed.”  May we come alongside them and be their guides on the journey. Amen 

  

Let the hope within you 

drive you out onto the 

road no matter how 

dangerous it might 

seem... because, Lord 

knows there are so very 

many who need to find 

“He is risen indeed.” 
 


