
Sermon for Newnham and Grantchester, 26th April 2020 
Acts 2:14a, 36-41, Luke 24:13-35 

 

As I have already mentioned, and like many of you in this time of 
lockdown, Sam and I have rediscovered the joy of going for a walk.  We 
are not only discovering the network of footpaths and rights of way 
from Grantchester and enjoying the amazing weather, scenery and 
sunshine, but we are reminded of the great opportunity for 
conversation when you walk with someone.  If one was to write down 
the list of topics covered in an hour’s walking conversation, we would 
probably be rather surprised, and amused, at the range. 
 

On one of our walks last week, we suddenly heard the words, from 
about 100 yards away, ‘oh hello, how are you?’.  Clearly this person 
knew me, but I had no idea who it was.  As we went as little closer (but 
not too close!), still no idea!  The person clearly realised that I had no 
idea who it was and taking off his hat, said, ‘its Robin!’.  Now, it was 
still a couple of vital seconds, as my brain mentally flicked through its 
records, before I realised, ah, yes, ‘hi Robin!, I replied! 
 

Now Robin is someone I have only met at Corpus Christi College.  I have 
never seen him in Grantchester, or in shorts, a cap and sunglasses or 
with his wife.  Seeing someone out of context and not recognising 
them is rather an occupational hazard for clergy!  Remove all the things 
that normally help your brain to place someone, and therefore 
recognise them, and it is hard to immediately recall who they are. 
 

Today’s gospel passage is a familiar story about a walk, a long and 
involved conversation between two people and a failure to recognise 
someone. 
 

I have often been mystified as to why people didn’t immediately 
recognise the risen Jesus.  I mean, its Jesus!  And of course there are 
many theories about why this might be but I know from meeting Robin, 
or others on the road walking, or in another unexpected place, that it is 
not always obvious straight away.   



The two people strolling along the road do not recognise Jesus when 
he joins them, but then would you recognise a feelow traveller on the 
road if you’d seen him die a couple of days previously? 
 

It is only later, when he breaks bread with them, that they see who he 
is.  Is that because they had been with him at that last supper just a 
few days ago and their brains finally connect the dots to enable them 
to see the man Jesus.  We don’t know. 
 

I love this account of the road to Emmaus, it is one of those well known 
tales from scripture, there is loads in it, things we can perhaps find 
easy to connect with, a walk with a friend, an in-depth conversation, 
the ability to recognise, or not, a fellow pilgrim on the road, the 
eucharistic imagery, perhaps other things.  There are also things to 
wrestle with, who were these men, if indeed they were both men, 
what was the purpose of their walk, why Emmaus, how could they not 
see it was Jesus, what was God doing, what did they feel? 
 

It is a really good passage to look at using a method of bible study 
called lectio divina, or ‘divine reading’ - a reflective, meditative way of 
reading scripture and allowing it to speak to you.  Why not try it this 
week?  Take time to read the passage, slowly, prayerfully and several 
times, noticing words, phrases, questions.  There is more information 
about lectio divina in a link on our website and in my email. 
 

As I read through this passage in the past week, noticing and pondering 
the many things already mentioned, one small phrase stuck with me.  
Verse 21, the two pilgrims on the road say to the as yet unrecognised 
Jesus, ‘we had hoped that he was the one’. 
 

‘We had hoped’. 
 

Hope implies a positive view of the future, a looking forward positively.  
We hope for lovely weather on our wedding day, we hope for good 
exam results, we hope to see each other again soon.  We like to hear 
future tenses. We like it when people say that everything will be okay, 
that they will get everything back to normal.  
 



But these two disciples have stopped using the future tense, their hope 
is not so positive now and an imperfect tense is required.  ‘We had 
hoped’ brings a sense of hope having been dashed, a sense of 
disappointment that things have not turned out how they thought, 
how they hoped, they would. 
 

I think we could well be entering the ‘we had hoped’ time of lockdown 
about now.  We had hoped things would start to go back to normal by 
now, we had hoped there would be a vaccine, we had hoped to see our 
loved ones for birthdays, anniversaries, celebrations, we had hoped to 
be back in church. 
 

‘We had hoped’ is honest about disappointment, ‘we had hoped’ 
suggests a feeling of we were actually wrong. 
 

Those disciples on the road had hoped that Jesus was the one and the 
unsaid end of their sentence seems to be ‘but clearly we were wrong’.  
We see and feel and share their disappointment, because we know 
what ‘we had hoped’ feels like, but we also stand in a different place to 
them, we have the benefit of seeing a fuller picture than they could, 
and we know of course that their hopes have not been dashed.  Their 
hope in Jesus had been well placed, their hope was in the right person, 
he was indeed the one who would redeem.   
 

Christians are people of hope.  We have a hope, a hope in a God who 
will not leave us, a hope in a God who has, in Jesus, redeemed and 
saved us, a hope that one day there will be a new heaven and a new 
earth and things will be different, a hope that one day we will see God 
face to face and all things will be restored. 
 

But like these two Emmaus pilgrims, we also live in a ‘we had hoped’ 
time, when we can’t always see that full picture, or believe in it, 
because the snapshot we have now looks like everything has gone 
wrong.  Of course those two people on the road didn’t recognise Jesus 
straight away, he had died a violent, brutal death just a couple of days 
before and had been placed in a sealed tomb.   



Of course their hopes had died alongside Jesus on that first good 
Friday, of course they thought they had got it wrong.  ‘We had 
hoped…..’ 
 

And the wonderful end to this story is that a new picture emerges for 
them, they realise, they see, a new snapshot appears that moves them 
back into hope. As Jesus breaks bread, their eyes are opened.  Hope 
restored. 
 

Life on this earth for the Christian believer should be a life of hope and 
hope is what we can offer.  Real hope in the God of the universe, of his 
transforming love and forgiveness, of redemption and salvation, of the 
promise of a future where things will be different and all things will be 
restored.  But that can’t be a glib platitude kind of hope because the 
road we walk in this life isn’t a glossy smooth one, but one with 
disappointments and dashed dreams, and of not always being able to 
cling to the truth of that hope because things haven’t gone in the way 
we expected, or hoped. 
 

We cannot talk about resurrection and new life unless we are willing to 
acknowledge the depths of deadly disappointment that make it 
necessary. Preaching resurrection requires honesty, resurrection 
comes after death, new life comes after the old one has passed away, 
the risen Jesus bears the scars of pain and death.   
 

In our own lives, and when we encounter others, we somehow have to 
hold these two things in tension.  Acknowledging, genuinely 
acknowledging, those ‘we had hoped…’ times when we experience 
difficulty, challenges and pain, while at the same time clinging on to, 
believing deep down, the eternal promises of God so that we can say 
with confidence that we have hope.  Alleluia, Christ is risen. He is risen 
indeed, alleluia! 
 
 
 


